This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 
to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 
to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 
are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  marginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 
publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  have  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 

We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  from  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attribution  The  Google  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liability  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.  Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 


at|http  :  //books  .  google  .  com/ 


WILUAM   HOWE.     | 
BINDER,  ^ 

KEW-BEDFQllD. 


i 


TXga^3^ 


HARVARD 
COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 


I" 


^■/a' 


THE 


7  -'-^ 


NEW  MONTHLI 


MAGAZINE 


ANB 


aUIVaHBiilBT  9(DVffiITilSi< 


VOL.  II. 


Loudon— July  to  Dbobmbbb^  IBSl. 


JUP17BUiab»  BT 

B.  trTTBLU  PHILAOELPHIA*  AND  R.  NOIOBS  HENRY,  NEW  YORK. 
CAirlr  U  Riuer^  PHnterM. 


^i'  ;*   :t. 


CONTENTS 


THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 


Lectures  on  Poetry,  bj  T.  Campbell 

To  a  Movmer 

Hoiace,  Book  III.  Ode  XIX. 

The  Briton's  Lament  for  Ital  j 

Tricks  of  Speaking 

Macpherson's  Lament 

Letters  from  Spain,  by  Don  Leucadio  Doblado 


PAflK 

1,  225, 461 
16 
ib. 
17 
18 
24 
25, 157,  286, 
568,  512,  604 

Man :  versified  from  an  Apologue  by  Dr.  Sheridan  97 

The  New  Play SB 

Walks  in  the  Garden 41,173 

Vrench  and  English  Tragedy         .  47,121,418 

Horace,  Book  IIL  Ode  XIII 55 

Richmond  ....*.  56 

ThoagHts  awakened  by  eontemplating  a  piece  of  the  Palm  which 
grows  on  the  Summit  of  the  Acropolis  at  Atiiens  59 

Fragments  fiom  the  Woods  •  ...  60 

On  the  Comedies  of  Thomas  May 

Italy  .  «  A'  •  • 

Reconcilement  ... 

Town  and  Country 

OikCoronations  *  •  • 

Jonatiian  Kentucky's  Journal 

On  Madness 

Old  Books 

Address  to  the  Mummy  at  BdzoniHi  Exhibition 

Specimen  of  a  Prospectiye  Newspaper     • 

English  Pride        •  .  •  . 

On  Letters  and  Letter-writers 

German  Popular  and  Traditionary  LiteraAuro 

Poets  of  Rural  Life-^owper 


104, 


70 
75,  201 
85 
86 
96 
212,  552 

lis 

117 
128 
129 
135 
142 
146,357,569 
153 


IV 


CONTENTS. 


Modern  Fictions 

On  Palindromes     .  .  .  • 

Music  of  Politics 

Napoleon  •  .  ... 

Bibliographical  Researches 

Grimm's  Gthosi      .  . 

The  Coronation     .... 

Blues  and  Anti-blues 

Song 

Happiness 

The  Brothers :  an  Anecdote  from  the  German  of 

Pearce's  Account  of  Abjssinia     • 

On  the  Study  of  Political  Economy 

Noise         ..... 

On  Enthusiasm      •  .  <  . 

The  North  German  Peasantry 

Youth  and  Love    •  ,  .  . 

Barl  Bristol's  Farewell     . 

Posterity  .... 

To  the  Daisy         .  ... 

Cant 

Pseudo-Gentiemen 
Innovations  in  the  English  Language 
Sonnet  from  Y incenuo  da  Filiciya 
Humboldt's  Travels 

ToLelia 

The  Mountain  King,  from  a  Swedish  Legend 
Nice  Men  .... 

Ugolino      •  •  •  .  • 

Letter  to  the  Reviewers  of  Italy 
Snuff-taking  .... 

Yerses  given  with  my  Picture  to  my  Brother 

Song 

Acquaintances       .... 

Letter  from  Montaigne  the  Younger 

Address  to  the  Orange-tree  at  Versailles 

Revolution  in  Fashion 

Botany       ..... 

To  a  Friend  on  her  Birth-day 

The  Census  .... 


SchiUer 


196, 


TAmu 

•  165 

^  170 

177 

182 

189 

475,  615 
208 
220 
224 
241 
249 

251,455 

258 

260 

'265 

268,376 
276 
277 
ib. 
285 
299 
SOS 
S08 
SIS 
S14 
318 
319 
321 
327 
329 
364 
367 
377 
S78 
381 
386 
388 


397 
398 


CONTENTa 

Nurse's  Song;  translated  from  die  German 

New  Modes  of  Education 

Song,  by  T.  Campbell      *  «  .  • 

The  Philosophj  of  the  London  Cries 

The  King  in  Ireland       •  •  •  • 

To  the  Tnrqnoise  •  •  •  . 

The  Cape  of  Good  Hope  •  •  •  • 

Stanzas  to  a  Beanty        •  .  «  • 

Journal  of  a  Tourist        •  .  .  • 

Song 

Sonnet      «••.«• 
Pananti's  Epigrams  •    ,       • 

Melancholy  •  •  •  •  • 

To  Echo  ..... 

Greece     •••••. 
Modern  Pilgrimages— -Aubnm    . 
ToUgoFoscolo  ..... 

On  Hats 

Conyersation        .        ^  • 

To  a  Friend,  on  a  Device  on  a  Seal 

Gymnastics  of  the  Studious 

Cain  on  the  Sea-shore»  from  the  German  of  Stolberg 

Persian  and  Arabic  Literature    • 

Sunday  in  Paris  •  .  •  •  . 

Stanzas  on  the  late  Lady  W— — r 

On  Female  Cowardice     .... 

The  Cat  Painter.   Communicated  b/M.  Deppng 

Epigram,  from  Pananti    •  .  •  • 

The  Lottery 


▼ 
rAes 
40S 
409 

4a 

427 
4S7 
4SS 
444 
445,629 
449 
450 
ib. 
451 
454 
471 
477 
481 
482 
484 
490 
491 
495 
496 
499 
501 
502 
508 
527 
ih. 

The  First  Spring :  a  Winter-nig^t  Story,  from  tiie  German  *    533 

On  the  History  of  the  Middle  Ages»  No.  I.    Grandeur  and 
Weakness  oftheB4>man  Empire.    ByM.Sismondi  537^583 

Highland  Anecdotes:  The  Raid  of  Cillechrist 

The  Triton  of  the  Minnows 


IHrge  for  Mungo  Park     . 
On  the  Novels  of  La  Fayette 
Parting,  a  Sonnet 
Sonnet     . 

German  Literature:  "  The  Mines  of  tiie  Bast" 
The  Traveller      •  •  •  • 

Tm.  n.-*182t  b 


544 
546 
547 
548 
562 
563 
ib. 
576 


vi 


CONTENTS 


582 
588 


Idiieg  written  in  the  Caanhej      .  • 

Address  to  the  Alabaster  Sarcophagus  lately  deposited  in  tlio 

Britidi  Museam       •  ,  .  •  • 

Qb  the  duperstitions  of  the  Highlanders  aiid  Londoners 
l¥ritten  in  a  small  Volume,  the  Gift  of  a  deceased  Friend       608 

Social  Conyerse              «          •           •           •           •  604 

Sonnet  from  Alfieri         «           «           •           •           •  607 

ToLelia «  616 

SClk  and  Honey,  or  the  Land  of  Promise          •           •  61f 

Hints  to  joung  Authors  «           •           ^^          •           %  6111 

On  Heads            •••«•%  625 

SiHlune's  Fickleness      •   '       •           *           .           »  626 

flung        «           • 634 

Thanks  for  a  Plaee         »           •           *           •           .  635 

On  Affectaiion  in  Portraiture     •          \           •           «  ib. 

Sang,  from  the  Italian     •           *           •           •           •  640 

Chri8tma&  Keeping          «           «           .           ,           «  641 

BeMnsset'sLifeofJ.J.Bonssean        •          •'         .  650 

Sonnet  from  Monti         •          «          «          «           •  664 

Stnnet    v         «         •         ^  ib. 


INDEX 

TO  THB 

SECOND  VOLUME  OP  THE  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE, 
AND  LITERARY  JOURNAL. 


fJijmBaat  Peaioe*s  accottnt  o^  351 :  eluu 
tader  ofPeaice,  by  Mr.  Salt,  ib, :  of  the 
goTeznors,  252 :  extraordinafy  activity  of 
the  Arabs,  253:  vexations  endured  by 
Vearce,  254:  Ab^iuan  dmstianity, 
255 :  effect  of  their  didl  diaaentions  on 
taenia,  256:  different  tribes,  their  habits, 
and  religious  lasts  and  holtdaya,  257: 
chatacter  of  the  people,  455 :  habits  oSy 

Aequaintances,  379 :  the  hofron  of  intro- 
duction, ih. :  miseiy  of  salutations,  379 : 
Friendship  and  love,  280. 

Address  to  Belzoni's  nnunmyy  128. 

Affectation  in  portraiture,  635 :  (liferent 
schools  of,  ib,z  paintets  depiet  thenw 
selves  any  thing  but  vhaft  they  are,  637 : 
instances  of  inconristency,  »5.  638 :  bad 
taste  in  pottnutare  defined,  ib. :  different 
affectatiooa  of  the  a^  639. 

Africa  (Soadien),  review  of  a  Description 
o^  438 :  Cape  Town,  439 :  want  of  water, 
440:  Dutch  aystem  of  agriculture,  ib, : 
the  emignuit^  hope  of  success  at,  441 : 
Table  Mountain,  442 :  St.  Helena  and 
Naix>leon,  ib.  443,  444. 
'        Alfieri,  sonnet  oi,  translated,  GOT. 

American  Epistlea^  or  the  land  of  promise, 
617. 

— —  In^ana,  eloquence  of,  60  to  70. 

Anecdotes  of  Spanish  Monks,  35,  36 :  of 
Hl{;Manden,  544 :  of  Pope,  493  :  of  So- 
phie Amould  and  Bouaseau,  663 :  of  Dr. 
Johnson,  640. 

Ano  Virgineo,  curious  Spanish  manuscript, 

Anti-Blues  and  Blues;  or  learned  ladies, 

220. 
Apologae  of  Dr.  ^eridaa,  vefsified,  37. 
Arabic  and  PenianlkentQre,  496:  Arabic 

verses  to  Bonaparte  on  his  marriage, 
I  566.  ^^ 

Aabum,  pilgrimage  to^  tad  •ecount  oS 

477. 
Andion  (Young%  hmti  to^  621 :  methods 

of  beginniog  a  worky  622. 

B 
Bsif  (Lskare),  an  tarfy  French  dmanalist, 

51 :  the  younger  Bai^  124. 
leanfcy,  stansas  to  a,  444. 
BibIt€Jpaph]cal  reoeaichcs  ttf  Mr.  Dib^n, 

review  a^  189. 

Vox.  n. 


Blues  and  Anti-Blues,  remarks  on  their 
amiable  diaracter,  220 :  fallacy  of  old 
saws  against  learned  ladies,  223 :  women 
in  their  proper  sphere  in  such  pursuits^ 
224. 

Bonaparte,  his  death  and  character,  182  to 
189 :  mode  of  life  at  St  Helena,  442. 

Books  (Oki),  117:  vis  literaria  extracted 
from  Burton  &  Brown,  118 :  Montaigne 
never  un[Hllaged,  118 :  black  letter  ai^ 
thors,  their  superior  merits,  119 :  Pope's 
obligations  and  txansmutationSyt^.:  proof 
in  point,  120. 

Botany,  lines  on,  46:  remarks  on,  392: 
pleasures  of  in  the  countiy,  393 :  adaoted 
particularly  for  the  study  of  ladies,  394  s 
objections  to  the  Xinnean  ^atem  con^ 
bated,  ib. :  heaths,  their  uses,  395 :  phy- 
siology of  vegetables  a  curious  and  intefw 
esting  branch  of  botany,  ib.  c  the  study  of 
botany  illustrates  a  passage  in  holy  writ^ 
396. 

Boy-Bishops  preached  formerly  in  the 
churches  at  Christmas,  642. 

Brothers  (The),  a  tale  from  SchiUerj  249. 

Bull%ht%  account  of,  368. 


Campbell  (T.),  lectures  on  poetnr,  1»  225, 
461 :  a  song  by,  421 :  song  of  Hybiiaa 
tranahited  by,  466. 

Cant,  definition  and  description  <£,  299 1 
the  epidemic  of  modem  esaayism,  301* 

Cape  or  Good  Hope,  account  o£  438 :  want 
of  wacter,  440 :  Dutch  agriculture,  ib. :  the 
eminants,  441. 

Cathouc  (Roman),  parties  amongst  the^  ifi 
Ireland,  432. 

Cat-painter,  account  o(  508. 

Census  (The^,  humorous  remarks  on,  398 : 
consternation  occasioned  by  it  to  unmar* 
ried  persons^  »6.:  in8tancel^  399,  400^ 
401, 402. 

Chrisdnas-keepingt  641 :  in  London,  642 : 
institutions  connected  with,  643 :  law- 
yers of  Lincoln's  Inn,  their  revels,  ib, : 
of  the  Inner  Temple,  ib. :  revelry  and 
sp<»ts  of  the  Church,  644 :  carols  and 
their  ari|^  ib, :  modem  mode  of  keep* 
ing  in  the  countiy,  645. 

ClftOB  (Peter),  tale  o^  150. 

Clergyman  (Spanish),  on  the  formation  of 
his  character,  28:  his  birtii  and  parent- 
9gt,  29, 30 ;  fiwit  takcftVo  the  cunfrfrtoiH  i 

40,  J^ 


666 


IHDEX. 


31 :  effects  of  it,  52 :  first  becomes  ac- 
quainted with  books,  33 :  detennines  to 
take  orders,  34 :  the  Ano  virgineo,  35 : 
education  and  the  Jesuits,  157 :  exercises 
of  Saint  Ignatius,  159:  Father  Vega, 
sketch  of  his  character,  160,  161 :  in- 
•truction,  162 :  reads  Feyjoo^  163  :  repri- 
manded for  readin^^  that  author,  164 :  ac- 
count of  the  Spanish  univernties,  286 : 
qualifications  to  be  received  at,  287: 
Cainporoanes  reforms  thenv  288  ^absur- 
dities  in  matters  of  science  and  fitera* 
ture,  289, 290 :  struggles  between  geni- 
us and  constituted  ignorance,  290:  the 
derj^rman  studies  French,  291 :  reads 
forbidden  books,  292:  mental  impres- 
sions, 293 :  is  ordained.  294 :  peace  of 
mind  forsakes  him,  296 :  finds  a  friend, 
and  discloses  his  feelings,  298:  conclu- 
sion of  his  statement,  i6. 

Comedies  of  Thomas  May,  70 :  eztncts 
from,  71. 

Conception  (The),  an  eariy  dramatic  mys- 
tery, 51. 

Conversation,  remarks  on,  484:  means  of 
succeeding  in,  485 :  aooal,  604. 

CorneiUe,  remarks  on,  417. 

Coronations,  remarks  on,  and  history  o( 
96,  208 :  on  the  preparation  for,  216. 

Cowardice  (Female),  502. 

Cowper,  on  his  poetical  character,  153 ;  ex- 
tract from,  on  flowers^  177. 

Cries  (London),  philosophy  of  the,  422 : 
diaracter  of,  423 :  different  sorts  of,  425. 

Criticism,  on  French  and  English  tragedy, 
47, 121, 385 :  on  the  comedies  of  Thomas 
May,  70 :  on  De  Mussef  a  life  of  Bous- 
aeau,  650. 


Bal^,  lines  to  the,  285. 

D'Alembert,  anecdote  of,  665. 

De  La  TaiBe  (Jean),  on  liis  plays,  122. 

D'Houdetot  fMad.),  661. 

Pibdin's  Bibliographical  Researches,  re- 
view of,  189 :  the  king's  library  at  Paris 
and  its  treasures,  190 :  ancient  MSS.  190, 
191 :  viats  Strasburgh,  191 :  Stuttgaid, 
192:  interview  with  the  brethren  of 
Chremsminster,  193 :  lus  entertainment 
194^  195. 

bon  Leucadio  Doblado's  letters  from  Spain, 
25 :  character  of  Spaniards,  26 :  of  Spa- 
nish clergymen,  27  to  35 :  anecdotes  of 
monks,  35, 36 :  on  the  system  (^  Spanish 
ecclesiastical  education,  157  to  lo5 :  on 
the  formation  of  the  Spanish  clerical 
character,  286 :  description  of  Spanish 
universities,  986  to  292:  bull^ghts,  368 
to  377 :  sets  out  to  Olbera^  512 :  anec 
dotes  of  Spaiush  manners,  ifr. :  **  £1  Dia- 
blo Predicador,^  a  Spanish  play,  514: 
the  Las  Animas  and  btteiy  of  purgatory,  I 
16 :  distinctions  of  aocietyf  convents  I 


and  nuns,  at08una,518,  519:  foadsin 
the  Sierra  de  Ronda,  and  a  Spanish  vicar, 
520 :  modes  of  life  at  Olbera,  and  charac- 
ter of  the  inhabitants,  521 :  the  plague 
at  Seville,  608:  the  popular  praters  for 
aid,  609 :  parish  priests,  aupentitiona  re* 
specting,  611:  female  dress  attacked 
from  t^  pulpit,  612 :  various  supersti- 
tions to  avert  infection,  613. 


Eari  Bristol's  ftrewell,  verses,  277. 

Education,  new  modes  o(  409 :  proposed 
improvements  in,  412. 

Echo,  sonnet  to,  454^ 

Eloquence  of  American  Indians,  spedmens 
0^60. 

English  Languaffe,  innovations  in,  308. 

English  Prioe,  tnoughts  on,  135  c  pride  of 
purse,  136:  contemptible  distinctions  in 
coun^  parishes  anid  towns,  136 :  mid- 
dling classes  of  London,  137 :  their  high 
life  below  stairs^  »6. :  city  pride  of  wealU^ 
138 :  ostentation  and  luxury,  139 :  civic 
dinners,  140. 

English  Tragedy,  critidsm  on,  47, 121, 413. 

Enuusiaam,  observations  on,  265. 

Epigrams  of  Pananti,  450, 527. 


Fashion,  Revolution  in«  388 :  Female  Cow- 
ardice, 502. 

Fictions  (Modem),  observations  on,  165. 

Filicaja,  sonnet  firom,  313. 

First  Spring,  stoiy  from  the  GermaOf  S33. 

Fosccdo  (Ugo),  lines  to,  481. 

Fragments  irom  the  Woods,  60 :  speech  of 
Black  Thunder,  61:  Skenaudo,  the 
Oneida  warrior,  62 :  his  elo<|uent  ha- 
rangue, 63 :  defiance  of  a  chieftain  of 
the  Creek  nation,  ib,:  the  Virginian 
chief  to  Sir  W.  Berkeley,  64:  address  of 
a  Cherokee  chief,  ib,:  Tecumseh,  the 
prophet  of  war,  66 :  Hauanossa's  speech, 
66,  67:  Black  Buifaloe,  68:  pathetic 
address  of  Scauaiido,  68,  69. 

Frenoh  'lYagedy^  criticism  on,  47, 121«  413. 


Garden,  Walks  in  a,  41, 173. 

Gamier  (Robert),  criticism  on  his  dmnas^ 
124. 

Gennan  popular  and  traditionaiy  Litera- 
ture, 146:  historical  review  of,  148^ 
149 :  the  Goatherd,  or  history  of  Peter 
Claus,  150:  remarks  on,  151,  152: 
hymns  or  songs,  357,  358 :  traditionaiy 
tales,  358:  <•  Little  Garden  of  Roses,'* 
359:  dwaris,  expulsion  of,  Aom  th« 
Hartz,  361 :  Emperor  Frederick,  tale  re- 
specting^  570:  the  mountain  enchant- 
ment, #1 :  the  Vhitner  of  TSIledst  ib,  i 
balkd  of  the  Brocken,  57^, 


IKDF.X. 


667 


Genaui  (North),  peftnntnr,  26S:  intro- 
ductory reinarics,  269, 370:  teauresand 
contributions,  271:  oppresuve  treatment 
of,  273,  273»  274,  275:  strength  and 
spirit  of,  examined,  404:  debasement  of 
apirit  in  the  Pomeranian  peasantry,  407 : 
latteriy  their  condition  amended,  406. 

— —  literature :  Minea  of  the  East, 
565. 

Good  Hope  (Cape  of),  travels  in,  438 : 
description  of  Cape  Town,  439:  ac- 
count of  Southern  Africa,  438 :  migra- 
tion to,  441. 

Greece,  emaneipation  of,  471:  Grecian 
navy,  472:  land  forces,  473 :  thelUpi- 
taays,  i&. 

GreTin  (Jacques),  French  dramatist,  re- 
marks on  his  plajrs,  122. 

Grimm's  Ghost,  196:  the  artist's  letter- 
box, ib, :  certain  resolutions  respecting, 
196:  case  and  legal  opinion  on,  197: 

Mra.  Meadowcroft'a  letter  to  Mr.  O , 

198:  Alderman  Dowgate  to ^,199: 

Captain  Horehound  to  Sir  W.  B.  200: 
Levi  Lasania  to  Mr.  T.  t^.:  Bfllas  L. 
Patteison  to  Mr.  J ,  475 :  new  sub- 
ject, tiie  Dixons  and  Culpeppers,  645. 

€>ymnastics  of  the  Studious,  491 :  riding 
on  horseback,  492:  anecdote  of  Pope, 
493:  walking*  *6.:  gardening,  494: 
fiehi«port8,494^495. 

H 

Happiness,  on  the  pursuit  of  it,  241 :  let- 
ter on  i^  245. 

Haniy  (Francis),  French  dramatic  writer, 
cbarscter  of,  412. 

Harts  mountains,  tales  of  the,  146,  357, 
569. 

Hats,  indicate  character  of  the  wearer, 
482 :  catalogue  of,  483. 

Heads,  observations  on  the  structure  of, 
625. 

Highland  Anecdotes :  the  Raid  of  Ctlle- 
chiist,  545 :  superstitions  of,  and  Lon- 
doners, 593,  600. 

Hints  to  you:)g  authors,  621. 

History  of  the  Middle  Ages,  bv  M.  Sis- 
mondi,  537 :  society,  or  social  science, 
538,  539:  science  of  politics,  539,  540: 
the  social  sciences  should  be  elucidated, 
540:  difference  between  natural  and 
social  science,  541 :  social  science  still 
in  its  in&ncy,  542 :  period  of  lime  pro- 
posed to  be  considered,  543 :  grandeur 
and  weakness  of  the  Roman  Empire, 
585 :  detailed  views  of  this  subject,  viz. 
political  and  national  divisions,  Ian* 
S^MT^^  ^^  ^^  >I>^^c  population,  ori- 
gin of  great  cities.  586,  587,  588,  589, 
590,591,  592. 

Horace,  Ode  xix.  Book  iii.  translated,  16 : 
Ode  xiii.  Book  iii.  55. 

Hamboklt's  Travej^  314 :  description  of 
the  moschfittocs  on  the  Oroonoko,  ib 


birds  and  animals,  315 :  cannibaltsm  of 
the  Indians,  316 :  roasted  monkeys,  318< 
the  Otomacs,  or  earth-eaters,  ib. 

Hume  (David),  his  quarrel  with  Rou»< 
seau,  656. 

Hybrias  U^e  Cretan's  song,  466. 

1 

Indians,  American,  their  eloquence,  60. 

Ireland,  the  King's  visit  to,  427 :  Henry 
the  Second's  visit  to,  ib, :  Cromwell,  428: 
William  HI.  429 :  its  relative  situation 
to  the  Kinpf,  430:  Orange  party  in, 
431 :  Catholic  aristocracy,  part^  of,  432 : 
Catholic  radicals,  433 :  Cathohc  priest- 
hood, 434 :  reception  of  the  King,  436. 

Italy,  Briton's  lament  for,  17:  observa- 
tions on,  75,  201. 

J 

Jackson  the  pugilist,  his  fine  make  and 
strenj^,  557. 

Jesuits  in  Spain,  their  influence  and  cha- 
racter, 157. 

Jodelle,  the  early  French  dramatist,  52 : 
his  Cleopatra,  extracts  from,  53, 

Journal  (J.  Kentucky's),  104 :  reason  for 
the  name  of  John  Bull,  ib,  105:  on 
keeping  May-day,  106 :  feelings  on  vi- 
siting the  House  of  Commons,  107: 
manners  of  fashionable  life,  109  to  112, 
212 :  the  levee,  ib. :  excursion  to  Rich- 
mond, 213:  view  from,  214:  different 
religions,  215 :  on  the  preparations  for 
the  coronation,  216:  the  coronation 
day,  Windsor,  552 :  a  rooming  in  New- 
gate, 554:  Mrs.  Fry,  ib,  555:  visit 
to  the  Fives  Court,  556 :  slang  of,  557 : 
visit  to  Bedlam,  558:  Peg  Nicholson, 
Hatfield,  559,  560:  receives  letters 
from  America,  and  conclusion,  562. 

Journal  of  a  Tourist,  445 :  hasty  conclu- 
sions of^  ib, :  passage  to  Calais,  447 : 
reflections  on  French  and  English  cha- 
racter, 447,  448:  reaches  Abbeville, 
happy  appearance  of  the  peasantry,  629^ 
remarks  on  the  French  conveyances, 
630 :  arrives  at  Beauvais,  ib. :  desolate 
appearance  of,  631 :  enters  Paris  by  the 
gate  of  St.  Denis,  632 :  the  Louvre,  ib, : 
Thuilleries,  ib. :  Palais  Royal,  633 :  Co* 
lumn  in  Place  Vendome,  remarks  on, 
ib,  i  French  engraving  respecting,  634. 

K 

Kentucky  (Jonathan),  his  journal.  No. 
IV.  104:  No.  V.212:  No.  VI.  552. 

King  (The),  in  Ireland,  427:  different 
kings  visiters  of,  427,  428 :  Cromwell, 
428,  429  :  feeling  of  the  Irisli  respect- 
ing Geo.  IV.  430 :  the  King's  supposed 
predisposition  for  different  parties  in, 
431 :  the  Orange  faction,  ib. :  the  Ro- 
man Catholic  aristocracy,  432 ;  the  Irish 
Catholic  Radicals,  433 :  Catholic  priest- 
hood, 434:    inconsistency  of  the  dif- 
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ferent  parties,  436 :  how  only  the  King 
could  DAve  formed  a  correct  notion  of 
the  country,  43r. 
KyfTaus  Mountain,  146, 34r,  569. 

L 
La  Fayette  (Mad.)  on  tlie  novels  of,  548 : 

memoirs  of»  ib. 

Language  (English^  innovations  in,  398. 

1a  Penise,  remarks  on  his  drama  the 
Medea,  121. 

Learning  (deep)*  letter  on  the  vanity  of, 
381. 

Lectures  on  Poetry  (CampbelPs),  lecture 
111.  1 :  IV.  325 :  part  1.  lecture  V.  461. 

Lelia,  sonnets  to,  318^  616. 

Letters  from  Spain,  by  Leucadio  Doblado, 
No.  III.  25 :  No.  IV.  157:  No.  V.  286  : 
No.  VI.  368:  No.  VII.  512:  No.  VIiI. 
608. 

Letters  and  Letter-writers,  on,  142 :  cha- 
racter ot  Mad.  de  Sevign^  as  %  letter-wri- 
ter, 143:  ofHor.WaG>o)e,e6.:  of  Lord 
Shaftesbury,  144 :  of  Home,  145 :  of 
Richardson,  ib. :  of  English  female  let- 
ter-writers* 146:  letter  on  happiness, 
345 :  on  the  vanity  of  deep  learning, 
353:  poetical  from  America,  585:  to 
the  Editor  of  the  New  Monthly  Maga- 
zine,  278:  to  the  Editor  of  the  Old 
Hampstead  Magazine,  283 :  to  the  Old 
Hampstead  Magazine,  from  A.  San- 
guine, 285. 

Literature,  on  German  popular  and  tradi- 
tional. No.  I.  146;  No.  If.  357:  No.  fll. 
569:  Persian  and  Arabic,  496 1  Ger- 
man, Mines  of  the  Rasr;  553. 

"Little  Garden  of  Hoses,"  (The),  331, 

London  Cries,  Philosophy  of  the,  422. 

Lottery  (The),  good  method  of  raising 
money,  537 :  advantages  of,  ib. :  losses 
in  remedied  hyfaio  de  k^  529. 

M 

Macpherson's  Lament,  24. 

Madness*  remarks  on,  113. 

Mnmaboo,  the  viofm  player,  282. 

Man,  lines  on,  37. 

May  (Thomas),  comedies  of,  70 :  extracts 
from  The  Heir,  71 :  from  the  Old  Cou- 
pie,  72. 

Melancholy,  observations  on,  457. 

Middle  Ages^  Siamondi  on  the  hiftory  of, 
537.  585. 

Mind  (Godfrey),  the  cat-painter,  account 
of,  508 :  Petrarch's  affection  for  a  cat, 
509 :  Madame  Helvetius  and  her  cat, 
510;  Mind,  the  son  of  a  carpenter. 
ib, :  of  limited  capacity,  ib, :  devoted  to 
painting  cats  only,  511 :  his  attachment 
to  bears,  ib. :  verses  applied  to  him,  513. 

Modern  Fictions,  remarks  on,  165. 
'  Modem  Pilgrimages  to  Auburn,  477. 

Monti,  sonnet  of,  to  the  Northumberland, 
664. 

"  *   ^  (Sir  T.). »  peat  thrower  at  cocks. 


Morgan  (Lady),  her  work  on  Italy*  7Si 

remarks  on  Turin.  7^-.  BGUm,  77:  Co- 
mo,  80:  Pavia,  ib,-,  Genoa,  81:  Pia- 
cenza,  82 ;  Bologna,  82  :  state  of  socie- 
ty, 301 :  religious  ceremonies,  ib. :  cere- 
monies on  Holy  ThunKUy,  202:  on 
Good  Friday,  304:  on  Easter-Sunday, 
206:  English  language  and  literature 
studied  at  Naples,  207;  Letter  to  her 
Reviewers,  329. 

Mountain  King  (The)*  from  a  Swedish 
Legend,  319. 

Mummy  (Belzoni's),  lines  to,  128. 

Music  of  Politics^  177 :  influence  of  music 
upon  government,  179 :  instruments  for 
legislative  assemblies,  181. 
N 

Napoleon  and  6t.  Helena,  443,  443,  444  : 
view  of  his  life  and  character,  182 :  mi- 
litary 'renown  transient,  511 :  his  great 
resolution  and  success,  184:  Madame 
de  Stael's  portrait  of  him,  185:  Mr.  El- 
lis's interview  with  him,  id.  :  greatness 
of  physiognomy,  186:  comparison  be- 
tween him  and  Cromwell,  108. 

Newspaper  (proepective),  specimen  of, 
129. 

Nice  men,  321 :  the  nice4asted  man,  ib, : 
the  Ladies'  man,  324. 

Noise,  man  naturally  fond  of  it,  260 :  ex- 
emplificattons,  261. 

North  German  Peasantiy,  on  the,  268. 

O 

Old  Books,  observations  on,  117. 

Old  Hampstead  Magazine,  article  from» 

279 :  Letter  to  the  Editor  of,  283, 
Orange  Party  (The),  in  Irekuid,  431. 

P 

Palindromes,  remarks  on  and  necimens 
of,  170. 

Pananti,  epigrams  of,  451,  527. 

Paris  (Sunday  in),  description  of,  499  : 
impressions  produced  at  first  enteringr 
591. 

Park  (MungoV  dirge  for,  548. 

Pearcc's  (Nathaniel),  account  of  Abyssinia, 
251 :  dl-treated  by  the  Ra^  252 :  charac- 
ter of  the  chiefs^  253 :  account  of  the 
various  tribes,  and  their  habits^  256^  455 
to  460. 

Peasantry  (TheJ,  of  North  Germany,  268 : 
history  (^  269 :  situation  of,  273. 

Peraan  and  Arabic  literature^  496. 

Petrarch,  his  affection  for  a  cat,  519. 

Philosophy  of  the  London  Cries,  422 :  the 
^lory  of  nourishing  a  city  belongs  to  their 
Itinerant  professors,  426. 

Pilgrimages  ^Modern]),  477 :  local  associa- 
tions relative  to  birth-place  unfelt  by 
cockneys,  ib, :  Goldsmitn,  478 :  descrip* 
tion  of  the  present  state  of  Auburn,  485 : 
Lishoy-house,  the  residence  the  poet'a 
brother,  ib, :  thd  hawthorn-tree,  ib, :  the 
Three  JoUy  Pigeons^  460. 
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PUy  (The  New],  38 :  aaxietiea  of  the  Au- 
thor, 40. 

Poete  of  Rural  life,  their  charaeter,  153. 

Poetiy,  Campbell's  Lectures  on,  1 :  €heek 
I*9estry^  ib, :  earliest  Greek  poetry  not  to 
be  traced,  ib» :  Homer  alludes  to  poets 
vho  preceded  him,  ib, :  his  idea  of  Uie 
poetic  character  high  and  honourable,  2 : 
CMods  the  inmates  of  Greek  palaces,  ib. : 
probable  cause  of  the  acquaintance  of 
Homer  with  manners  and  human  nature, 
3 :  bardic  profession  did  not  commence 
with  Homer,  4 :  poets  recorded  by  Ho- 
mer, ib.:  opinions  respecting  Oipheus 
and  his  poetry,  ib,  5,  6:  no  vestige  of 
philosophical  and  refigious  mysticism  in 
Homer,  7 :  the  en  of  ms  poetry  not  as- 
certainedy  8:  opinions  regarding  their 
iLoity,  8^  9 :  presented  by  tradition  for  an 
uncertain  pefiod,  10:  mfluence  of  the 
Trojan  expedition  on  the  minds  of  the 
GKeks,  f6. 11 :  a  degree  of  civilianftion 
shown  ia  Homer's  writings,  11:  oom- 
pansoD  between  the  age  St  Trojan  and 
ChiTaJric  heroism,  12 :  the  interest  at^ 
tached  to  the  characters  in  the  Iliad,  13 
and  14 :  undignified  pSKages  in,  15 :  the 
Crdie  poets,  225 :  Ulysses  and  the  Odys- 
s^,  ib.  226,  327 :  classical  poetry  defi- 
dent  in  depicting  female  refinement, 
ib.'.  remaiks  on  the  Odyssey  continued, 
228, 229, 230,  and  231:  opinion  of  Alex- 
amtaiaa  critics  on  the  tennination  of,  ib, : 
character  of  Penelope,  ib.:  a  sentiment 
of  UlysKs  worthy  of  better  deeds,  232 : 
the  Manrites,  account  of,  233 :  Homer's 
Battleof  the  Progs  and  Mice,  ib:  hymns 
attributed  to  Homer,  ib.  234,  235,  236, 
237:  whether  Homer  or  Hesiod  be  the 
mose  ancient  poet,  238 :  Hesiod's  firee 
spirit  seems  to  prore  him  the  latest,  238, 
239:  his  character,  ib. :  his  Works  and 
Days,  240:  his  harshfieas  respecting  wo- 
men,  t6. :  earliest  Greek  poets,  Asuttics, 
461 :  fine  arts  eaifiest  eumrated  in  Asia- 
tic Greece,  463 :  the  climate  and  soil  of 
Asiatic  Greece  farourable  to  their  rise 
and  refinement,  464:  the  Delphic  Ora- 
cle, ib. :  counteracting  causes  to  retard 
the  advaactinent  of  the  mother  countiy, 
465 :  Crete  the  earliest  civilized  of  the 
Gre^  States,  recorded  by  Homer,  ib. : 
Thale8^»6.:  Corinth  never  the  seat  of 
the  ICiuea,  486 :  Doric  States  of  Greece, 
466 :  CaOiaus,  Archilochus,  and  Sappho, 
associated  with  new  strains  of  poetiy, 
467 :  Greek  music  improved  after  the 
Homeric  age,  ib. :  Pindar  and  the  Greek 
ode,  468 :  tne  crisis  of  lyrical  exceUence 
in  Greece,  t5. :  could  hardly  occur  twice 
in  the  history  of  the  world,  ib. :  Ale* 
man,  scantiiiesa  of  his  refics,  469 :  loss 
of  Greek  poetiy  to  be  regretted,  470 : 
would  have  thrown  great  light  on  q»- 
tionai  manners,  >6. 


Poetry:  from  the  Dutch  of  Tqllens,  IC: 
translation  from  Horace,  ib.  i  on  Italy, 
17 :  Macpherson's  lament,  24 :  lines  on 
Bfan,  37:  on  Botany,  46:  translation 
from  Horace,  ib.  55 :  on  a  piece  of  the 
Palm  fit>m  the  Acropolis  at  Athens,  59  : 
verses  on  Reconcilement,  85 :  to  Bel- 
zom's  Mummy,  128 :  on  Love,  224 :  on 
Ibuth  and  Love,  276 :  the  Earl  Bristol's 
FareweD,  277 :  to  the  Daisy,  285 :  Cant, 
302 :  sonnet  from  Pilicaja»  313  :  to  Leila, 

,  318:  the  Mountam  King,  a  Swedish 
legend,  319:  Ugolino,  327:  lines  given 
with  a  picture  to  my  Brother,  367 :  I'he 
Return  of  Benaud,  a  song,  377:  to  tlie 
Orange-tree  at  Versailles,  386:  to  a 
Friend  on  her  Birth-day,  397 :  Nurse's 
aoDg  from  the  German,  403  :  song,  by 
T.  Campbell,  421 :  sonnet  to  the  Tur- 
quoise,  437 :  stanzas  tp  a  Beauty,  444 : 
song,  449 :  sonnet,  450 :  epignm  from 
Pananti,  451 :  sonnet  to  Echo,  454 ;  to 
Ugo  Foscolo,  481 :  to  a  Friend  with  a 
8^  490 :  Cain  on  the  Sea-shore,  495  : 
Sunday  in  Paris,  499 :  on  Laify  W — ^r^ 
501 :  the  Triton  of  the  Biinnows,  547 : 
dirge  for  Mungo  Park,  548 :  sonnet  at 
Parting,  562 :  on  listening  to  vocal  niu- 
ttc,  ib.:  lines  written  in  the  Country, 
582 :  to  the  Sarcophagus  in  tlie  British 
Museum,  583 :  written  in  tlie  Volume  of 
a  Fri«n^  603 :  translation  from  Alfieri, 
607 :  to  Lelia,  616 :  American  Epistles, 
617:  Fortune's  fickleness,  628:  song-, 
634:  Thanks  jGor  a  Place,  635:  son^ 
from  the  Italian,  640:  translation  from 
Monti,  664:  sennet,  id. 

Politics,  music  o(  illustrated,  177. 

Pofitical  Economy,  on  the  study  of,  258. 

Portraiture,  affectation  in,  635. 

Posterity,  277 :  letter  from  to  the  Editor, 
278:  extract  from  the  Old  Haropstead 
Magazine,  279 :  letter  to  the  Editor  of, 
283 :  from  Anthony  Sanguine,  285. 

Pride,  English,  135. 

Pseudo-Gentlemen,  description  of,  303. 

Q 
Qmntain,  exercise  of,  once  common  in  Lon- 
don, 644 :  set  up  at  Conihill,  ib. 

n 

Racine,  character  of,  419. 

Reconcilement,  lines  on,  85. 

Revolution  in  Fashion,  388 :  attempts  in 

high-life  to  repel  imiovators,  390,  391  : 

seven-shilling  subscription  at  Almack's, 

ib. :  tlie  ascendancy  of  birth  duly  secured 

by  it,  392. 
Bidmaond,  description  of,  56:  the  park, 

58 :  excursion  to,  213. 
Roman  Catliolics,  parties  amongst,  in  Ire- 

knd,432. 
Roman  Empire,  its  extent,  585 :  divisions 

of  the  people  into  classes,  590. 
Rousseau  (J.  iaques).  Life  of,  by  De  Mus. 
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set,  640 ;  character  of  the  vrork,  iA, :  re- 
marks on  Ills  peciiliaiitics,  641:  effect 
of  his  £»t  success,  653  :  object  of  tlie 
Hcloise  and  Emile,  655:  quarrel  >vith 
Hume,  656 :  his  persecutions,  657 :  his 
conduct  at  a  dinnerparty,  658 :  conver- 
sational powers,  660. 
Rund  Life,  poets  oi;  153 :  Covper,  154 : 
character  of  his  mind,  155 :  tlie  Oifsrits 
of  Cowper  in  puiifyii^  devotional  feel- 
ings, 156. 

S 

Sarcophagus  in  the  British  Museum,  lines 
to,  583. 

Schiller,  a  tale  from  the  German  of,  249. 

Sheridan  (Dr.)  apoloeue  of,  versified,  37. 

Sismondi  on  the  Middle  Aees,  537 :  intro- 
ductory remarks,  ib, :  fsdl  of  the  Soman 
empire  in  the  West,  585 :  extent  of  the 
whole  empire,  586 :  state  of  the  people, 
590 :  existence  of  great  cities,  592. 

Smiff.taking,  364. 

Social  Converse,  in  Fhince  and  England, 
604. 

Song  of  Hyhrias  the  Cretan,  456. 

Sonnet  from  Filicaja,  313  :  to  LeBa,  318 : 
to  a  Friend  on  her  Birth-day,  597 :  to  the 
Turquoise,  437 :  on  Female  Beauty,  450 : 
to  Echo,  454 :  at  Parting,  562  •  on  hear- 
mg  a  Lady  sing^  ib. :  from  Alfieri,  607 : 
to  Lelia,  616:  translation  from  Monti, 
664 :  sonnet,  664. 

Spain,  letters  from,  25,  IST,  286, 368,  512, 
608. 

Speaking,  tricks  of,  18. 

Specimen  of  a  Prospective  Newspaper,  129 
to  134. 

Spring  (The  first),  a  story  fit)m  the  Ger- 
man, 533. 

Stanzas  to  alteauty,  444 :  on  a  Lady,  501 . 

Stolberg,  lines  from  the  German  of,  495. 

Studious,  Gjrmnastics  of  the,  491 :  various 
kinds  of,  ib.  :*riding,  492:  walking,  493. 

Sunday  in  Paxils  humoious  descripuoii  o^ 
499. 

Superstitions  of  Highlanders  and  London- 
ers, 593 :  instances  of,  594.  597,  598. 
600. 

T 

Tilleda,  the  Vintner  of,  571. 

Tollens,  fines  from  the  Dutch  of,  16, 

Tourist,  jotimal  of  a,  445.  629. 

Town  and  Country,  remarks  on,  86 :  man- 
ners of  the  town»  87  to  92:  of  the  coun- 
try, 93  to  96. 

Tragedy,  F^nch  and  English,  criticism  on. 


No,  L  47:  by  whom  contemned,  »5,: 
reasons  why  English  tragedy  remains 
uifrefined,  48 :  earliest  French  drania, 
character  of,  50 :  remarks  on  eariv  French 
dramatists,  Lazare  Buf,  51 :  Jodelle,  54 : 
No.  n.  121 :  on  Frendi  dramatists,  I^ 
>  Peruse,  ib. :  Jacques  Greiin,  122 :  Jean 
de  la  Faille,  ib. :  the  younger  Baif,  124 : 
Robert  Gaxnier,  ib. :  No.  lil.  413 :  com- 
mencement of  the  romantic  school,  413  : 
the  character  of  Hardy,  414 :  on  the  FJi- 
zabethanage,'414:  Comeille,  418 :  Ra- 
cine imperiectly  tamslated,  419:  Vol- 
tabe  ib. 

Travels,  of  I»eaice's,  251.  455:  of  Hum. 
bokit,  314. 

Traveller  (The),  576:  at  home,  577:  in 
Fhince,  590 :  in  Italy,  582. 

Tricks  of  Speaking,  18. 

Triton  of  the  Minnows,  verses,  547. 

Turquoise,  sonnet  to  the,  437. 

V 
Ugolino,  327. 
Universities,  Spanish,  description  of,  286. 

V 
Velocabede,  conjectures  on,  282. 
Versaalles,  lines  addressed  to  the  orange 

tree  at,  386. 
Vintner  of  Tilleda,  a  tale,  571. 
Voltaire,  some  remarks  on  his  dramatic 

power,  419. 

W  ' 

Walks  in  a  Garden,  41 :  delights  of,  42  : 
Nature's  mode  of  propagating  the  seeds 
of  the  Dandelion,  42  :  vegetable  hygro- 
meter of  Mr.  Edgworth,  43 :  surprising 
number  of  seeds  from  one  plant,  ib. : 
improvement  of  flowers,  and  of  the 
Danlia,  44:  the  Mesembtyanthemum, 
and  extraordinary  psovision  of  Nature 
for,  45 :  Sunflowers,  ib. :  evaporation  of 
flowers,  ib, :  mineral  substances  secreted 
by  flowers,  46 :  lines  in  praise  of  Na- 
ture, 47:  remark  of  Burke,  173 :  changes 
of  ve^table  matter,  175 :  Bacon's  fond- 
ness for  gardening,  ib. :  Chinese  sldll  in 
cultivating  flowers,  ib» :  the  Date  palm, 
ib. :  rise  M  sap  in  plants,  176 :  Bacon'i& 
remark  respecting,  ib. :  verses  of  Cowper 
on,  ib. 

Wassail-bowl,  once  used  in  London  at 
Christmas,  642 :  its  origin,  645. 

Woods,  fi^gments  from,  60. 

T 
Youth  and  love,  lines  on,  276. 
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lACTUBX  III. 

Oreek  Poetry. 
It  is  impossible  to.trace  the  majestic  stream  of  Greek  poetry 
to  its  eailiest  fountains.  That  Greece  had  strains  anterior  to  the 
Iliad  and  Odyssey,  is  evident  from  the  nature  of  poetical  compo- 
sition,* as  weU  as  from  the  works  of  Homer.  Greek  poetry 
could  not  have  dispensed  with  the  usual  progressiveness  of  hu- 
man art,  or  have  sprung  up  at  once  to  the  fun  effulgence  of  epic 
excellence,  like  a  tropical  sunrise  unpreceded  by  a  dawn.  Ac- 
cordingly we  find  Homer,  as  we  might  expect,  alluding  to  the 
heroic  songsters  of  a  former  period,  and  describing  their  condi- 
tion with  Uiat  air  of  probability  which  distinguishes  all  his  pic- 
tures of  human  manners.  He  speaks  apparendy  with  the  full 
breast  of  a  poet  whose  ambition  had  been  fired  and  fostered  by 
having  seen  prescriptive  honours  attached  to  the  poetical  art. 
Deliberate  and  circumstantial,  he  seems  assured  of  commanding 
deep  attention  and  implicit  belief:  and  though  he  is  too  simple, 
and  too  proudly  embarked  in  his  subject,  to  advert  either  to  him- 
self or  his  hearers,  yet  whenever  he  names  the  poets  of  heroic 
ages,  he  throws  a  glory  over  their  memory,  an  air  of  magic  over 
their  influence,  and  attaches  a  sacred  importance  to  their  voca- 
tion. The  value  which  he  attributes  to  poetical  ins]>iV'ation  is 
intrinsic,  and  independent  of  all  other  gifts  and  accomplishments. 
The  characters  of  bard  and  prophet,  so  often  identified  among  a 
rude  people,  are  completely  separated  by  him.  He  neither  at- 
tributes the  power  of  song  to  any  of  his  seers,  nor  that  of  pre- 
science to  any  of  his  poets ;  nor  do  the  latter  ever  affect  to  be 
orators,  hi^^y  as  the  gift  of  eloquence  is  described  to  have  been 
held  in  the  Homeric  times;  but,  holding  a  dignified  reserve  among 
the  loquacious  Greeks,  they  are  the  only  personages  who  never 
trouble  us  with  orations.f     It  is  true  that  in  pretensions  to 

*  Nee  dubitari  debet  quin  fuerint  ante  Honiezum  poetae,-— Cicibo,  Jfna,  I. 
e^.  18. 

t  OnW  one  of  his  Doets  (Phemios)  speaks,  in  the  whole  course  of  the  Odys- 
sey, but  once,  and  that  once  in  order  to  save  lus  hfe.-- ^btm.  xiii.  345. 
Vot.  n.  No.  7^1821.  A 
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heavenly  inspiration  his  poets  are  not  even  behind  his  priests ; 
and  we  have  a  proof  of  vanity  being  a  very  old  poetical  infir- 
mity, in  finding  that  Thaniyris,  the  oldest  of  the  tribe,  was  struck 
blind  for  self-conceit.  In  ^1  this,  however,  Homer  paints  the  bardic 
chamcter  as  a|ioient  and  honottrablt,  and  his  verisimilttude  has 
been  seldom  called  in  question.  Simple  too  as  the  art  of  Poetrj'^ 
must  have  still  been,  he  makes  Phemias  boast  of  it  as  a  power 
"  of  manifold  argument;"*  and  we  may  suppose  Homer  to  have 
found  it  possessing  at  least  some  variety  of  character,  from  the 
diversity  of  occasions  to  which  he  describes  it  as  already  applied. 
Song  was  alike  the  soul  of  the  joyous  feast  and  of  the  solemn 
sacrifice.  It  accompanied  the  nuptial  dance,  and  was  heard  in 
lamentations  over  the  warrior's  bier.f  The  strains  of  Demodo- 
chus,  in  the  Odyssey,  exhibit  a  wide  opposition  of  gaiety  and 
pathos.  At  one  time^  they  describe  the  merriment  of  the  Gods 
at  the  detection  of  Mar's  gallantry  with  Venus;  at  another  time, 
they  melt  the  heart  of  Ulysses  with  the  "  tale  of  Troy,"  till  the 
hero  wept,  says  Homer,§  in  one  of  his  most  beautiful  and  pro- 
longed similies,  "  as  a  woman  weeps  over  the  husband  of  her 
love^  who  has  fallen  in  battle^  on  xvhom  she  gazes  as  he  pants  and 
-  dies^  till  the  enemi/y  smiting  her  shoulders  with  a  spear ^  com- 
mands her  far  away  into  captivity  and  bondage,'*''^ 

The  hospitality  of  a  Greek  palace  is  never  described  by  Homer 
without  the  presence  of  a  bard,  to  heighten  its  festivity.  I  know 
not  if  the  Odyssey  can  be  said  to  show  the  bard  to  have  ever 
been  a  permanent  inmate  of  the  Prince's  house ;  though  when  we 
are  told  of  Clytemnestra^  being  left  by  her  husband,  at  his  de- 
parture for  Troy,  under  the  guardianship  of  a  poet,**  whom 
iEgisthus  was  obliged  to  get  removed  to  a  desert  island  before 
he  could  accomplish  his  purposes  on  the  Queen,  we  can  scarcely 
help  supposing  that  the  lady  would  be  placed  under  the  same  roof 
with  her  moral  preceptor.  On  another  occasion,  we  find  the  bard, 
in  the  Odyssey,  not  domesticated  in  the  royal  mansion ;  but  ap- 
parently a  frequent  guest,  and  brought  to  it  from  no  great  dis- 
tance m  the  neighbourhood.ft  Phemius  complains,  in  the 
Odyssey,  of  having  been  compelled  by  force  to  attend  the  suitors 
to  the  house  of  Penelope.  Demodochus  is  invited  to  the  feast  of 
Alcinous  among  the  chieftains  of  the  land.     The  herald  takes  a 

•  Odyss.  xxii.  347. 

f  Two  singers  are  placed  a»  moumen  over  the  deiul  body  of  Hector. 

\  Odvss.  viii.  265. 

§  Odyss.  viii.  521. 

I  I  have  abridged  this  exquisite  passage. 

^  Odj-ss.  iii.  267. 

••  When  we  speak  of  a  poet  in  Homeric  times,  we  must  alwajrs  underetand  a 
ringer;  as  the  song*,  the  lyre,  and  sometimes  even  the  dance,  accompanied  po- 
ctiQ  strains.  Vide  Odyss.  iv.  17.  The  accompanying"  dance  there  alluded  to, 
was  probably  pantomimic. 

tt  Odyss.  vui.  43: 
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kindly  guidance  of  his  blind  steps,  and  hid  venerable  figure  is 
described  as  placed  in  a  silver-studded  chair,  beside  the  pillar  on 
which  his  lyre  is  suspended.*  In  another  passage  allusion  is 
made  to  the  bard  being  received  as  a  wanderer,  and  to  his  being 
certain,  at  all  times,  of  an  hospitality  which  was  considered  as 
his  due,  and  not  as  eleemosynary.  His  profession  is  distinctly 
spoken  of  as  one  entitled  to  public  support,  like  that  of  the  phy- 
sician, the  architect,  and  soothsayer — 

The  prophet,  and  the  healer  of  disease. 

The  skilnil  artist,  and  the  bard  inspired 

With  strains  that  chann  his  hearers — ^these  we  seek, 

And  these,  in  erery  climate  under  Heaven, 

Are  dearly  prized. 

He  active  spirit  of  the  Greeks  appears,  from  the  Homeric 
draught  of  their  manners,  to  have  been  much  addicted  to  tra- 
velling; and  of  all  members  of  society  the  bard  had  the  most 
agreeable  motives  for  being  a  traveller,  in  the  security  of  his 
being  welcomed  wherever  he  went  in  his  love  of  novelty  and  in 
his  thirst  of  knowledge*  It  is  to  this  circumstance  that  we  are 
probably  indebted  for  the  deep  acquaintance  with  human  nature 
and  manners  which  so  much  enchants  us  in  the  works  of  Homer. 
He  must  have  been  an  extensive  traveller,  and  a  poet  of  the  peo- 
ple. Had  it  been  otherwise,  and  had  he  been  a  mere  retainer  of 
a  Prince's  court,  his  poetry  would  have  assumed  a  stiff,  inflated, 
and  servile  air.  In  that  case  we  should  not  have  enjoyed  such 
endearing  traits  of  homely  description,  as  that  of  the  old  stone 
bank  on  which  Neleus  sat  before  his  mansion;  or  of  the  feel- 
ings of  Ulysses  on  discerning  the  smoke  of  his  native  roof.f 

*  Odfn.  \u,  ZS5, 

f  The  d«)r  of  quoirelling  with  Homer's  simplicity  is  now  gone  by.  But  it  is 
DOt  an  huiv£%d  years  since  what  was  called  Criticism  derided  his  simplicity. — 
Ills  Lord  Chesterfield  (I  think),  or  some  judge  equally  competent,  who  com- 
psies  Achilles's  reproaches  of  Agamemnon  to  the  language  or  that  place  where 
(as  Addison  says)  "  they  tell  the  bett  Ji$ht  and  tpeak  the  pluinett  EngHth**^ 
Lamotte's  (a  French  critic)  observations  on  Homer  are  still  more  amusing.  •*  We 
see  not,**  he  says,  <*  in  the  Uiad,  either  a  crowd  of  stafTofHcers  around  Aga- 
memnon, or  a  garde  de  corpt — Agamemnon  dresses  himself  (it  xoas  lucky  that 
poxodering  and  thaving  •mett  not  yet  in/a*hion)'—and  Achillea  vnth  hi$  ovm  hand 
CQok9  and  9prtad9  a  repaatfor  the  deputiet  of  the  army."— One  might  have  helped 
the  Frenchman  to  better  instances  of  what  he  calls  Homer's  grotnert^,  such  as 
a  Princess  Boyal  washing  and  bleaching  the  family  linen.  Perhaps  tlie  grotaett 
of  an  simplicities  occurs  at  the  table  of  Alcinous :  the  poet  Demodochus  at  that 
table  could  be  in  no  want  of  food,  yet  Ulysses  sends  him  by  tlie  herald,  a  plate 
of  &t  pork,  as  a  compliment  in  return  for  the  pleasure  he  had  received  from  hear- 
ing his  poetiy.  It  was  exactly  as  if  a  modem  Prince  had  condescended  to  ho- 
nour a  poet  at  table  by  inntinff  him  to  drink  a  glass  of  wine.-^Many  other  grot- 
aiert^t  could  have  been  picked  out  of  Homer;  but  one  instance  was  as  good  as 
twenty  to  a  critic  who  could  propose  to  accommodate  Agaaienuion  with  a  valet 
de  chambret  or  Achilles  with  a  nuutre  d*hoteL 
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The  bardic  profession  could  not  have  commenced  with  Homer, 
who  describes  it  as  thus  distinct  and  popular;  for,  even  if  an 
individual  could  create  to  art,  it  requires  a  succession  of  artists 
to  form  a  profession.  At  the  same  time,  whilst  we  must  swppose 
that  there  were  poems  in  Greece  anterior  to  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey, it  is  impossible,  though  we  may  guess  at  their  subjects,  to 
determine  what  those  poems  were,  and  by  whom  they  were 
composed. 

Homer  has  recorded  only  three  poets*— Thamyris,  Phe- 
mius,  and  Demodochus,  no  relics  of  whom  are  pretended  to  be 
known;  and  the  two  last  appear  to  be  names  of  fancy  rather 
than  of  tradition.  He  has  nowhere  mentioned  either  Orpheusf 
or  Musseus ;  and'  his  silence  respecting  them,  though  not  a 
proof,  is  something  like  a  presumption,  against  the  idea  of  their 
poetical  existence  having  preceded  his  own.  But  works  nomi- 
nally ascribed  to  those  two  bards  are  still  extant;  and  to  judge 
by  Mons.  de  Sales,  a  French  academician^,  there  is  still  a  belief 
in  the  nineteenth  century,  that  we  possess  the  authentic  poetry 
of  Orpheus  the  Argonaut,  and  of  Musaeus,  the  son  of  Eumolpus 
and  the  Moon.  Mons.  d»  Sales,  with  a  great  deal  more  mo- 
desty than  Stephens's  auctioneer,  who  sold  heads  "  tuarranted 
antediluvian y'^  carries  his  biographical  minuteness  only  a  little 
farther  back  than  the  siege  of  Troy.  He  assures  us  that  Orphe- 
us captivated  the  clergy  of  Egypt  by  his  affable  manners,  and 
that  he  lost  his  wife  in  consequence  of  teasing  her  with  assidui- 
ties when  she  ought  to  have  been  left  to  solitude  and  repose*  He 
proves  that  Orpheus  was  the  son  of  a  king,  because  he  has  told 
us  so  himself  in  his  Argonautics ;  and  ^ks  of  Mus^us,  his 
poetical  descendant,  as  well  known  by  his  *^  fine  poem^^  of  Hero 
and  Leander.  Unfortunately  this  fine  poem  appears  to  have 
come  into  the  world  about  1600  years  later  than  Mons.  de  Sales 
had  imagined;  and  the  Argonautics  is  also  a  comparatively 
modem  poem,  making  mention  of  countries  with  whicn  the  Ar- 

fonauts  had  probably  the  same  acquaintance  as  with  Botany 
^ay. 
Yet,  though  nobody  but  Monsieur  de  Sales  believes  the  poems 
of  Orpheus,  as  we  have  them,  to  be  as  old  as  the  golden 
fleece,  yet  men  deserving  graver  notice  have  deemed  them  the 


*  There  b  a  passage  in  the  IHad  where  the  name  of  Linus  has  been  supposed 
hj  some  to  be  alluded  to ;  but  Heyn^  and  other  critics  of  the  first  authority,  re- 
ject th]s.idea,  and  understand  the  word  Aivtt  to  mean  nmply  a  chord. 

f  Homer  mentions  Amphion,  but  not  as  a  poet ;  and  says  nothing  of  his  build- 
in|^  a  city  by  the  power  of  song^. 

t  Histoire  d'Horoire  et  d'Orph^  Parii»  1808. 
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refiribricated  relics  of  an  ante-Homeric  poeU*  Orpheus,  as  a 
bard  and  founder  of  mysteries,  is  frequently  mentioned  by  the 
ancients^t  Pindar  calk  him  the  father  of  poetry  ;\  and  Plato 
quotes  from  works  that  were  certainly  current  in  his  age,  under 
the  names  of  Orpheus  and  Musaeus.  Matthew  Gesner$  there- 
fore supposes  that  the  Athenian  Onomacritus,  a  contemporary 
of  Xerxes,  renovated  the  Orphic  poetry  from  a  more  ancient 
dialect,  interpolating  and  abridging  it,  as  he  owns,  but  by  no 
means  absolutely  forging  it. 

Certainly,  though  Homer  has  been  silent  about  him,  an  ante- 
Homeric  Orpheus  may  have  existed,  and  Thrace  looks  like  the 
probable  country  of  a  primitive  poet  and  mystagogue^  For  the 
mystic  poetry  of  the  ancients,  according  to  Straibo,  had  many 
traces  of  Thracian  origin,  and  the  Thamyris  of  Homer  was  from 
that  country.  The  tomb  of  Orpheus  was  shown  in  Greece,  and 
was  honoured  by  the  beautiful  &ction,  that  the  nighdngales  in  the 
tnanches  around  it  excelled  all  others  in  sweetness  of  song.  But 
there  was  nevertheless  an  evidendy  divided  opinion  among  the 
ancients  respecting  the  authenticity  and  extreme  antiquity  of  the 
Orphic  works.  Cicero  imputes  them  to  Cercops,  a  disciple  of 
Pythagoras.  Pindarion,  as  quoted  by  Sextus  £mpiricus,|  makes 
Onomacritus  their  fabricator,  and  declares  it  the  fixed  opinion 
of  his  Ume  that  Greece  had  no  ante-Homeric  poetry.  But  these 
are  comparadvely  modem  scepdcs.  Cicero  says  that  Aristode 
doubted  if  such  a  poet  as  Orpheus  had  ever  existed  ;5I  and  the 
Stagyrite  speaks  doubtmgly  of  "  the  so  called  poems  of  Orpheus 
and  Misitue**  To  go  to  the  fountain-head  of  history,  Hero- 
dotus declares  his  belief,  that  all  the  poets  pven  out  as  older 
than  Homer  were  of  more  recent  date.** 

It  has  been  conceived,  however,  by  very  sensible  inquirers, 
diat  die  name  of  Orpheus,  though  possibly  fabulous,  may  still 
represent  some  real  poet  who  communicated  in  songs  the  holy 
symbols  and  mysterious  secrets  of  doctrines  more  pure  and  an- 
cient than  the  theology  of  Homer — doctrines  originating  in  the 
Asiatic  ancestry  of  the  Greeks,  or  brought  less  direcUy  from 
E^'pt^that  may  have  been  even  dim  recollections  of  Divine  reve- 
lation* Yet  I  cannot  help  suspecting  that  the  quantum  of  poe- 
try, which  could  have  come  down  to  the  age  of  written  literature  in 


*  Gesneri  Prolegomena  Orphica.  Rhunkenius  also  pronounced  the  Orphic 
poetty  Teiy  (^  thou^t«,  with  an  ambig^ty  passing  all  understanding,  he  allow- 
ed at  the  nme  time,  that  it  might  be  of  the  Alexandrian  school. — ^Vide  Her- 
mann's Oiphica,  p.  680. 

t  By  Euripides,  Med.  543.  Iphig.  in  Aulide,  1711.  In  Rhes.  943.  By  Aris- 
tophanes,  Ran.  1064.  %  ^«f^»r«K  A»tlmf  ir«fr«^— -Find.  Pythic.  it.  13. 

S  Gesneri  Prolegomena  Orphica.  |  Sextus  Empiricus  adv.  Mathematir. 

1  Cicero  de  NaL  Dear.  L  38.  **  Herodotus,  Euterpe,  Si. 
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Greece  from  such  an  ante-Homeric  poet«  must  be  at  most  only  a 
conjectural  something,  like  a  mathematical  point  without  de* 
finable  form  or  magnitude.     At  whatever  time, the  Greek  mys- 
teries were  founded,  Homer  is  sifeut  respecting  them  ;  but  at 
the  commencement  of  the  republican  era  in  Greece  they  certainly 
received  a  new  impulse  and  enlargement,  from  the  rise  of  phi- 
losophy, and  Orpheus  was  the  great  poetical  authority  held  out 
for  mystic  doctrines  and  institutions**"    The  connexion  between 
philosophy  and  mysticism  could  not,  from  the  nature  of  the  for- 
mer, be  permanent ;  but,  undoubtedly,  there  was  a  connexion 
between  them  at  an  early  period  in  Greece*    The  institutions  of 
Orpheus  and  Pythagoras,  we  are  told  by  Herodotus,  were  the 
same*    Now,  admitting  that  this  circumstance  arose  from  both 
Orpheus  and  P)*thagoras  having  drawn  mystic  doctrines  in  com- 
mon from  Egypt,  yet  it  is  impossible  not  to  suspect  that  a 
teacher  and  reformer  such  as  Pythagoras  was,  would  blend 
such  doctrines  with  philosophical  concepticms  of  his  own*     St. 
Clemens  says,  that  the  Greek  mysteries  were  founded  by  phi- 
losophers.    Early  Philosophy  at  this  period  might,  no  doubt, 
conceal  sublime  principles  under  the  veil  of  secrecy  and  mystic 
fraternities*    But  still  she  allied  herself  intimately  with  priest- 
craft, and  externally,  at  least,  with  orgies  and  mummery ;  and 
where  these  existed,  fraud  could  not  be  long  absent*     The  veil 
of  mysticism  was  alike  favourable  to  a  visionary  and  an  inno- 
vating spirit;  and  as  the  metaphysics  of  an  Argonaut  could  not 
have  been  a  perfect  prototype  of  the  Pythagorean  philosophy, 
the  name  of  Orpheus  was  likely  to  be  used  as  a  cloak  for  many 
new  ideas*     In  the  later  period  of  Greek  literature,  the  name  of 
Orpheus  has  been  undoubtedly  made  an  heir-loom  of  forgery, 
and  it  probably  was  so  from  the  beginning* 

Great  and  good  as  Pythagoras  was,  more  than  one  of  his  scho- 
lars is  accused  of  having  fabricated  Orphic  poetry ;  and  the 
blame  being  divided,  only  shows  that  there  were  partners  in  the 
concern*  Onomacritus  appears  as  an  old  and  eminent  name  in 
the  business*  Gesner  asserts,  that  he  could  not  have  forged  all 
that  he  gave  out  to  be  Orphic*  Of  his  inability  to  forge,  I  know  of 
no  proof,  except  his  having  been  once  detected  in  the  fact*  But 
that  he  had  often  succeeded,  in  spite  of  this  one  detection,  we 
are  helped  to  guess  by  Pausanias^s  frequendy  rejecting  things 
attributed  to  Orpheus,  as  the  fabrications  of  Onomacritus*  Of 
his  general  modest}-  and  uprightness  of  character  we  are  pretty 
well  assured  by  Herodotus,  who  gives  a  short  but  pithy  account 
of  him*|  He  was  a  priest  and  a  vender  of  oracles ;  who  was 
banished  from  Athens  by  Hipparchus,  for  fraudulently  pretend- 

*  Herodotiu,  Euterpe,  81.  f  Herodot.  Polymnia,  6. 
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ingr  to  have  found  m  Mus«u8  a  prophecy,  that  some  of  the 
Greek  islands  were  to  be  swallowed  up  in  the  ocean.  His  banish- 
ment  was  probably  more  for  spreading  public  alarm,  than  for 
executing  literary  fraud.  However  this  may  be,  we  afterwards 
find  him  at  the  court  of  Xerxes,  spiriting  up  the  Persian  mo- 
narch to  the  invauon  of  Greece,  'l^he  great  king,  it  seems,  had 
scruj^es  about  the  undertaking;  but  Onomacritus  plied  him 
with  ancient  prophecies,  which  he  made  so  favourable  to  the 
barbarians,  as  to  leave  no  doubt  in  his  majesty's  mind,  that  he 
should  settle  the  peace  of  £urope,  by  seizing  on  the  figs  and 
demolishing  the  liberties  of  Athens.  If  Onomacritus  then  was 
a  first  or  main  republisher  of  the  Orphic  poetry,  it  could  scarcely 
have  come  through  more  suspicious  hands,  nor  can  better  re- 
quisites for  an  extensive  forger  be  well  imagined,  than  those 
diat  meet  us  in  the  character  of  this  traitor,  renegado,  parasite, 
and  salesman  of  old  oracles. 

As  to  the  extant  Orphic  poetry,  it  is,  in  fact,  not  the  work  of 
one  man,  nor  of  one  age ;  and  is  not  believed  by  the  best  fudges 
to  be  by  any  means  so  old  as  the  age  of  Xerxes.  The  Hymns 
are  allowed  to  be  the  oldest,  though  even  they  bear  some  marks 
which  argue  against  extreme  antiquity.  No  one  can  suppose 
diem,  as  a  bpdy,  to  be  the  same  withthose  which  Pausanias  says 
were  sung  hy  die  £umolpid«  in  the  £leusinian  mysteries ;  for 
he  tells  us  that  these  were  inconsiderable  in  number,  and  ours 
amount  to  eighty-five.  But  it  is  possible  that  they  may  have  pre- 
served a  wreck  of  the  forms  and  expressions  of  Eleusinian  wor- 
ship. Theworkentitledthe  Argonauticsispronounced,  by  thebest 
judges,  to  belong  to  the  Alexsmdrian  school;  and  the  Lithica,  or 
poem  on  stones,  which  mentions  substances  unknown  in  Europe 
b  the  age  of  Pliny,  betrays  itself,  by  its  mineralogy,  to  have  been 
written  probably  as  late  as  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Commodus, 

The  Iliad  and  Odyssey  have  no  vestige  of  either  religious  or 
phUosophical  mysdcism.  Not  but  that  many  Greek  philoso- 
phers pretended  to  spiritualize  their  meaning,  and  to  discover 
refined  doctrines,  pnofoundly  hid  under  the  veil  of  their  fiction. 
But  the  experiment  would  not  succeed.  Homer  may  have  some 
allegory,  but  bis  general  character  is  remote  from  the  allegoric, 
and  the  reverse  <xf  the  mystic.  This  was  apparent  to  other  phi- 
losophers, such  as  Pythagoras,  Xenophanes,  and  Heraclitus, 
who  openly  taxed  him  with  couching  impious  fables  under  his 
beautiful  verses.  Hence  philosophy,  as  she  grew  up  in  Greece, 
was  complimented  by  a  part  of  her  admirers,  as  the  true  daughter 
of  Honieric poetry, whilst,  by  others,  she  was  flattered  as  too  wise 
and  goodly  a  personage  to  have  sprung  from  so  old,  so  igno- 
rant, and  so  irreligious  a  parent.  Upon  the  whole,  however,  the 
philosophers  kept  on  good  terms  with  the  public,  by  speaking 
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with  tolerable  respect  of  Homer  and  of  poetry  at  large*  Even 
Plato,  when  he  supposes  a  poet  to  visit  his  republic,  proposes 
to  dismiss  him  with  ointment  on  his  hair,  a  crown  upon  his 
head,  and  a  flattering  apology— •perhaps  ^s  likely  to  suit  poetical 
taste,  as  an  invitation  to  stay  in  so  demure  a  commonwealth ; 
and  one  which,  in  all  probability,  sadsiied  Homer  himself,  if 
his  soul  took  any  concern  in  the  affairs  of  Plato's  Republic. 

But  though  the  Homeric  poems  were  not  made  for  sects,  but 
for  the  universe,  and  though  they  are  the  earliest  unequivocal 
documents  of  Greek  genius,  yet  neither  is  their  era  exactly 
ascertained,  nor  the  history  of  their  author  known,  from  his 
cradle  to  his  grave.  The  ancients  consulted  oracles  about  his 
birthplace,  but  disbelieved  them  when  they  pretended  to  fix  it* 
The  most  received  opinion,  however,  is  that  he  was  of  Ionia : 
as  his  descriptions  of  winds  and  countries  often  agree  with  the 
face  of  nature,  when  looked  at  from  that  quarter ;  whilst  they 
would  be  false  and  strange  if  taken  at  Argos  or  Athens. 

The  idea  of  one  author  having  composed  either  of  the  two 
great  poems  that  pass  under  Homer's  name  has  been  violently 
controveited  in  recent  times,  and  a  general  scepticism  has  blen 
diffused  on  this  subject  by  the  learning  of  Wolfe  and  Heyn^. 
Those  great  men  have  had  antagonists,  it  is  true ;  but  none  that 
were  worthy  'Avr/jSf«v  f4*;sf «wrl«j  f v  tuni  ^viarvrt,  till  our  own  coun- 
tryman,  Payne  Kuight,**  vindicated  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey 
from  the  imputation  of  having  been  patched  into  beauty  and 
unity  by  a  crowd  of  equivocal  rhapsodists. 

The  old  and  ordinary  opinion  respecdng  Homer  rests  on  the 
doubl,c  argument,  of  the  consent  of  antiquity,  and  of  the  harmo- 
nious design  apparent  in  the  Homeric  poems  themselves.  On 
the  latter  grounds,  a  mind  strongly  susceptible  of  poetry  may, 
possibly,  build  more  assurance  to  itself,  than  it  may  be  able  to 
communicate  to  others.  For  the  perception  of  harmonious  gran* 
deur,  in  a  poem,  is  a  matter  of  taste  more  than  demonstration. 
And  persons  of  the  highest  philological  authority,  in  the  ques- 
tion, may  sometimes  be  the  most  dead  to  this  species  of  evi- 
dence. Mere  erudition  will  no  more  ensure  the  power  of  appre- 
ciaung  harmonious  poetical  design,  than  botanical  skill  will 
enable  obtuse  senses  to  enjoy  the  flavour  of  a  fruit,  or  the  smell 
of  a  flower. 

The  epics  of  Homer  are  ssud  to  have  been  first  brought  to 
the  Peloponnesus,  by  Lycurgus.    At  the  Panathenaean  festivals, 

*  Mr.  Knight  is  so  far  a  dissenter  from  tbe  old  opimon,  that  he  conceives  the 
Iliad  aad  Odyssey  to  contain  internal  marks  of  separate  authors;  and  he  admits 
tliat  both  have  many  interpolations.  But  the  aamission  of  both  of  those  two 
suppositions  is  a  very  different  innovation  on  our  accustomed  ideas,  from  sup- 
posing such  a  work  as  the  Iliad  to  have  been  a  work  of  medley  production  and 
fbrtidtous  design. 
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they  were  sung  in  disordered  and  detached  parts,  till,  according 
to  one  account,  Solon,  according  to  another,  Hipparchus,  and 
according  to  a  third,  Pisistratus,  ordered  the  rhapsodiats,  on« 
succeeding  another,  to  sing  them  in  regular  order.  The  words 
of  Cicero,  to  which  Professor  Wolfe  attaches  so  much  impor* 
tance,  are,  that  ^^  Pisistratus  is  said  to  have  first  disposed  the 
books  of  Homer,  ^hich  were  formerly  confused,  into  the  order 
in  which  we  now  possess  them.^*  If  this  passage  really  establish- 
ed that  the  Athenian  copy  of  Homer  was  the  oldest  in  existence, 
it  is  very  singular  that  it  should  have  never  been  inquired  after 
by  the  founders  of  the  Alexandrian  library.  They  sent  to  Si- 
nope,  to  Massilia,  and  to  the  extremities  of  Asia  and  Europe, 
for  other  copies.  They  extorted  from  Athens,  at  an  enormous 
price,  the  MSS.  of  her  tragic  poetry.  But,  for  diis  imaginary 
first  ecUtion  of  Homer,  not  a  demand  was  made,  nor  a  coin  onered. 
There  is  nothing  however  in  Cicero's  expression  oi confusas  cmtea 
which  either  means  or  proves  that  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  though 
die  rhapsodists  might  repeat  them  confusedly,  came  in  incohe- 
rent scraps  from  the  genius  that  produced  them*  Thucydides 
says  nothing  of  Greece  having  owed  any  such  obligation  to  the 
Pisistratidse,  as  that  of  having  first  cast  the  Homeric  fragments 
into  one  mighty  mould.  Aristode  praises  Homer  himself,  ^d 
no  one  else,  for  the  .artful  structure  and  disposition  of  parts  in 
his  epic  poetry.  Herodotus,  a  native  of  the  country  where  Ho- 
mer's poetry  was  first  found,  and  who  lived  in  the  next  age  after 
the  ejq>uIsion  of  the  Pisistraddae,  never  mentions  the  scattered 
rhapsodies  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  but  describes  them  as  poems 
anciently  and  absolutelv  entire.  In  seeking  for  better  lights  than 
these  primitive  authorities,  learning  only  seems  to  be  turning  a 
telescope  upon  utter  darkness,  through  which  she  can  discern 
DO  more  than  the  vulgar  eye. 

How  long  Homer's  writings  were  preserved  in  a  State  of  oral 
tradition,  no  one  can  pretend  to  determine.  At  the  same  time 
it  is  but  faur  to  admit,  whatever  arguments  may  be  drawn  from 
the  admission,  that  there  is  no  appearance  of  the  knowledge  of 
writing  in  his  works.  At  the  making  of  treaties,  a  litde  wool 
was  pulled  from  the  slaughtered  lamb,  but  it  was  not  in  those 
days  that  its  skin  was  yet  made  into  parchments  for  recording 
them.  The  metals  were  engraved,  but  not  coined.  The  tomb  of 
the  warrior  appears  without  an  epitaph.  Had  the  use  of  letters 
been  famiUar,  Homer,  who  delights  in  describing  processes  of  art, 
would  certainly  have  sent  an  episde  from  Ulysses  to  his  spouse ; 
and  Minerva  would  have  taken  special  care  of  its  orthography 
and  scaling. 

Hence  the  possibility  of  one  man  having  composed  either  the 
Uiad  or  Odyssey  has  been  pronounced  by  some  to  be  incredible. 
Vol..  n.  No.  7.— 1821.  B 
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But  let  us  beware  of  deciding  on  this  point  by  our  own  habits  of 
memory.  Our  powers  of  recollection  constantly  lean  on  books, 
even  at  school,  where  we  arc  best  disciplined  into  remembering 
them.  In  after-life,  we  seek  for  general  ideas  in  excursive  read- 
ing. On  the  whole,  the  faculty  of  memory  is,  with  us,  like  a 
servant  ill  trained,  and  accustomed  to  little  confidence — awk- 
ward when  put  to  the  test,  and  apt  to  be  treacherous  when  over- 
trusted.  Yet  astonishing  powers  of  recollection  are  attested,  even 
in  ages  acquainted  with  books.  Xenophon*  records,  that  there 
were  persons  in  his  time  who  had  the  whole  Iliad  and  Odyssey 
by  heart.  What  the  human  memory  can  retain  of  another's  com- 
position, it  might  certainly  recollect  of  its  own;  and  this  would 
be  much  more  likely  to  be  the  case  in  the  age  of  Homer  than  of 
Xenophon.  Let  us  imagine  all  the  circumstances  of  the  age  ope- 
rating on  such  a  being  as  the  bard  is  described  by  Homer  in  the 
heroic  times:  his  inspiration  ascribed  to  the  Gods;  his  calling 
held  by  men  more  honourable  than  even  that  of  the  soothsayer, 
and  the  averter  of  death  and  disease;  his  sole  business  in  life  to 
meditate,  noon,  night,  and  morning,  on  those  strains  that  were 
to  render  him  the  favourite  of  kings  and  the  idol  of  the  people, 
acid  to  hoard  them  in  a  mind  undistracted  by  other  pursuits,  as  the 
support  of  his  ambition  and  existence.  If  we  consider  these  cir- 
cumstances, we  shall  hardly  believe  that  a  man  of  genius  could 
be  prevented  from  composing  the  Homeric  works,  in  a  period 
unacquainted  with  writing,  from  the  necessary  weakness  of  the 
human  memory. 

The  Supposition,  that  one  genius  could  have  composed  them, 
and  found  an  audience  to  remember  their  sequency,  is  at  least 
as  easily  admissible,  as  that  the  Iliad  should  have  been  a  medley 
composition  of  many  poets.  For  inspiration  is  a  solitary  crea- 
tive spirit,  and  it  is  not  to  knots  and  groups,  or  accidental  fabri- 
cators, that  she  has  ever  intrusted  those  great  conceptions,  in 
poetry  or  painting,  or  in  any  of  the  fine  arts,  that  have  command- 
ed the  permanent  homage  of  mankind. 

The  Trojan  expedition  appears  to  have  had  an  influence  on 
ancient  Greece  in  many  respects  similar  to  that  of  the  Crusades 
on  modem  Europe;  and  as  the  latter  event  supplied  materials 
for  the  romancers,  so  the  former  must  have  given  a  grand  impulse 
to  the  spirit  of  Greek  heroic  poetry.  Dispersed  as  the  strains  of 
romance  are  over  various  languages,  and  fraught  with  the  cha- 
racteristics of  different  ages  and  countries,  it  is  difficult  to  com- 
pare them  closely  with  those  of  Homer.  But  it  needs  only  a 
slight  insight  into  both  to  be  struck  by  the  high  superiority  of 
the  Greek  imitations  of  life,  in  point  of  distinctness  and  an  air 

•  Xenoph.  Symp.  iii.  5. 
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of  reality.  It  is  true,  that  chivaliy  gave  human  character  some 
nobk  peculiarities  unknown  to  the  antique  time.  Though  the 
Helenic  chief  might  have  as  much  cultivated  brain  under  his 
helmet  as  the  Crusader,  and  though  he  appears  upon  the  whole 
to  have  been  a  more  eloquent  and  sagacious  being,  yet  the 
heaft  of  the  knight  aflPected  a  degree  of  courtesy,  love,  honour, 
and  devotion,  to  which  his  ancient  protot}^  made  no  preten- 
sions. The  later  ages  of  chivalry  also  furnished  in  her  tilts 
aod  tournaments,  and  in  the  gorgeous  cathedrals  where  her  vo- 
taries were  consecrated,  more  imposing  subjects  for  description 
than  any  games,  or  sacrifices,  or  temples  that  are  mentioned 
by  Homer.  £ven  the  war-field  of  the  Iliad  is  without  a  trum- 
pet, or  a  standard,  to  heighten  its  ^*^pomp  and  circumstance^^ 
which  is  the  more  remarkable  because  wind  instruments  ara 
mentioned,  though  never  as  employed  in  animating  troops* 
The  heroic  leader  is  extolled  as  ^^good  at  the  shouts*'^  and  when 
Homer  leads  the  Greeks  into  the  Troade,  he  depends  for  mar- 
tial effect  on  his  spirited  similes,  and  on  the  description  of  pha- 
lanxes Uazing  in  armour,  and  marching  in  silence  that  was  only 
broken  by  the  voices  of  their  chiefs  and  the  sound  of  the  earth 
under  their  tread. 

Tet  still  Homer  found  in  his  heroic  age  a  world  by  no  means 
of  desolate  simplicity:  on  the  contrary,  its  manners  display  the 
germs  of  multifarious  civilization.  Amidst  all  the  turbulence 
and  insecurity  of  life  there  is  a  mixture  of  peaceful  as  well  as 
warlike  pursuits.  Commerce  appears  as  well  as  agriculture  In- 
genious arts  that  were  not  practised  by  the  nobles,  were  neverthe- 
less held  in  high  estimation;  and  it  is  mentioned  of  a  hero  who 
falls  in  battle,  diat  his  father  was  renowned  for  his  skill  in  ship- 
building. It  matters  not  how  imperfect  the  arts  might  be,  to  ^ 
fact  of  their  mere  existence  having  had  a  happy  influence  on  the 
poetry  of  Homer.*  Infantine  and  rude  as  they  are,  the^  give 
relief  to  his  scenes  of  heroic  homicide— ^they  remove  his  simpli- 
city from  savage  monotony,  and  they  point  our  associations 
agreeably  to  an  interest  in  popular  happiness  and  familiar  life. 

Whatever  traits  of  moral  or  physical  culture  the  poet  found, 

*  This  flubject  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  letter  with  which  Mr.  Bowles  did  me  the 
hoixNir  of  pobficly  addresnng  me,  in  which  he  says,  among  other  tlnnas^  that 
Homer  never  mentions  a  brid^.  But  if  yi^«  means  a  bridfpe«  Mr.  B.  wil) 
KCoUect  an  instance  in  a  simile  of  the  5th  Hiad. 

wrmpLm  wi^m  UwtHj 
Xtifim^ftf  oov*  Sam  fim  Uihu^i  yf ^«f •<.-*-l.  87, 88. 

When  the  book  in  which  I  dissented  from  Mr.  Bowles's  theory  of  criticism,  comes 
to  a  second  edition,  I  shall  liave  a  good  deal  to  say  to  my  reverend  fnend.  I 
have  no*  misrepresented  lum  as  he  imagines.  But  I  have  no  leisure  t^  wtite 
pamphlets  about  him. 
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he  evidently  dwells  on  them  with  fondneas;  and  where  diese  arc 
absent,  his  unsophisticated  traits  of  the  human  heart,  together 
with  the  antiquity  of  his  pictures,  gives  them  a  charm  thiat  we 
should  exchange  with  reluctance  for  the  representations  of  a 
more  intellectual  state  of  society.  Even'  the  redundance  of  his 
diction  and  description  seems  so  much  a  part  of  the  overflowing 
fulness  of  his  mind,  that  we  should  no  more  wish  him  to  be  suc- 
cinct than  we  should  desire  to  see  the  shores  of  the  Mississippi 
trimmed  into  neatness. 

The  virtues  of  Greek  heroism  are  rude  in  comparison  with 
some  of  those  which  chivalry  professed  and  even  practised*  But 
the  high  aspirations  of  chivalry  had  all  some  natural  origin  in 
the  human  breast;  and  a  poet  who  knew  man  so  well  as  Homer, 
and  who  (omuA  him  rsused  above  the  torpor  of  barbarism,  could 
not  fail  to  exhibit  all  the  elements,  even  of  chivalrous  virtue. 
Accordingly  Hector's  delicacy  to  Helen  is  the  same  which  a 
Bayard  or  a  Sidney  would  have  shown  in  similar  circumstances ; 
and  he  reproves  even  his  recreant  brother  with  a  generous 
lenity.  His  combat  with  Ajax  is  conducted  with  mutual  mag- 
nanimity. We  have  no  challenges,  it  is  true,  about  the  beauty 
of  mistresses;  and  the  word  love,  in  our  genuinely  romantic 
meaning,  does  not  meet  us  in  Homer.  Nevertheless,  the  very 
fathers  of  Troy  speak  with  a  gallant  sensibility  of  Helen's  beauty 
— ^the  scenes  of  conjugal  affection  are  superlatively  beautiful, 
and  the  situation  of  woihen  appears  in  the  Iliad  to  be  much 
more  free  and  honourable  than  we  afterwards  find  in  the  height 
of  Attic  refinement.  In  short,  we  meet  in  Homer's  heroism 
with  all  the  natural  flowers  of  human  virtue,  whatever  chival- 
rous cultivation  might  have  afterwards  added  to  their  lustre 
and  perfume. 

But  the  effects  of  chivalry  were  by  no  means  unmixed :  it 
raised  certain  sentiments  to  a  factitious  magnitude  at  the  expense 
of  others,  and  its  institutions  tended,  on  the  whole,  to  give  a 
formal,  hyperbolical,  and  monotonous  cast  to  human  character. 
Accordingly  the  personages  of  romantic  fiction  have  litde  indi-' 
viduality;  and  when  we  nave  one  accomplished  knight  errant, 
we  may  form  a  tolerable  conception  of  the  whole  brotherhood. 
Their  virtues  are  exaggerated,  and  require  but  a  slight  additional 
touch  of  exaggeration  to  convert  them  into  caricature.  Whereas 
Homer,  in  the  ideal  of  poetry,  retains  the  express  image  of 
man,  and  minutely  observes  his  moral  lineaments  and  pro- 
poftions,  whilst  he  enlarges  heroism  above  the  size  of  life. 
Amidst  the  boldest  fables,  all  his  men  and  women  are  natural, 
probable,  and  strongly  discriminated  individuals.  They  are 
varied  as  if  by  chance,  yet  all  harmonizing  with  the  spirit  of 
the  age,  collectively  represent  its  world  of  moral  character. 
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AchiUes,  in  the  centre,  is  of  the  order  of  spirits  that  electrify  and 
command  mankind*  His  alarming  and  sensitive  being  is  the 
soul  of  the  Iliad,  and  his  very  absence  and  repose  are  the  causes 
of  its  disastrous  action.  He  is  unquestionably  ferocious,  but 
his  quarrel  is  just,  he  is  wronged — ^high-minded — ^hating  false- 
hood like  die  gates  of  hell — ^young,  beautiful,  and  predestined 
to  bM.  Casud  glimpses  of  his  manners  are  also  given,  that 
interestingly  soften  our  conception  of  him.  He  is  the  only  hero 
of  the'  Iliad  who  amuses  himself  with  music  and  poetry.  The 
deputies  of  the  army  find  him  in  his  tent  playing  un  his  lyre,  and 
chanting  heroic  songs;  and,  though  he  kiK)W8  their  hateful  er- 
rand|  he  receives  them  with  a  calm  and  manly  benignity.  Ho- 
race does  him  injustice  when  he  calls  him  a  disclaimer  of  laws* 
and  inexorable;  for  he  melts  into  tears  at  the  prostrate  fi;rey 
hairs  of  Priam,  the  father  of  the  slayer  of  his  friend,  though  he 
had  lately  withstood  all  the  eloquence  of  Nestor. 

It  shows  the  security  of  Homer  in  his  inspiration,  to  have  in- 
troduced such  an  opponent  to  Achilles  as  Hector.  But  when 
he  leads  us  to  Troy,  he  makes  us  Trojans  in  our  affections,  and 
almost  seems  to  become  so  himself.  Prodigal  in  sympathy  with 
the  events  and  agents  which  he  conjures  up,  his  imagination  as 
tenderly  conceives  the  lamentations  of  Hecuba,  and  the  heart- 
sick swoon  of  Andromache,  as  it  makes  itself  impetuously  con- 
genial with  the  vengeance  of  Achilles.  Like  nature,  he  is  fruit- 
ful in  creadng  characters,  and  like  her,  impartial  in  distributing 
and  intrusting  virtues  to  contending  parties.  Conscious  that 
Achilles  coula  shine  by  his  own  light,  he  fears  not  to  show  us 
his  image  throu^  tears  for  the  fate  of  Hector.  In  delineating 
Hector  by  die  eulogies  of  his  weeping  country  and  friends,  the 
climax  is  exquisitely  perfected  by  Helen.  All  others  who  had 
bewailed  him,  she  sa3rs,  were  bound  to  him  by  reciprocal  ties; 
but  her's  was  the  gri^^  ^^  gratitude  for  the  undeserved  and  n*a- 
tuitous  kindness  o?  his  mi^tv  heart.  He  had  interposed  when 
odiers  had  reproached  her — lie  had  soothed  her  when  her  tears 
flowed  at  their  reproaches. 

£neas  creates  a  less  ardent,  though  still  respectable  interest; 
and  it  is  increased  by  a  hint,  which  is  thrown  out  with  an  air  of 
minute  historical  probability,  that  Priam  was  jealous  of  his 
greatness,  and  that  his  virtues  had  been  partially  thrown  into 
the  shade.  What  expression  in  every  fifi;ure  of  this  mighty 
tablet! — ^what  diversity  evto  between  men  mcompetent  io  great 
actions;  as  between  the  abject  coward  and  vulgar  braggart  Ther- 
siteSy  and  the  gay  good-natured  Paris,  whose  spirit,  though 
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sunk  in  luxury,  still  shows  some  traces  of  his  noble  breed!  The 
stout  arm  and  heart  of  Ajax  stand  him  in  lieu  of  all  piety,  craft, 
or  sensibility;  whilst  Sarpedon,  bleeding  in  warfisu'e  not  his  own^ 
spends  his  last  generous  breath  in  exhorting  the  brave  to  rally 
the  battle.  Homer  is  above  all  artificial  antithesis  in  the  paint- 
ing of  character;  but  in  describing  natures  remotely  different, 
he  could  not  avoid  exhibiting  contrasts;  and  that  which  is  visi- 
ble between  Achilles  and  Ulysses,  is  as  perfect  as  heroic  nature 
can  afford. 

The  youthful  Diomed  is  among  the  Greeks,  next  to  Achilles, 
the  aqjparent  favourite  of  the  poet: — all  spirit  and  lustre,  his 
valour  bums  like  ^^  the  unwearied Jire  that  plays  on  hk  shield 
nnd  crest.^^^  Like  Achilles,  he  is  insulted  by  Agamemnon, 
who  charges  him  with  cowardice  on  the  eve  of  battle;  but 
he  is  wise  as  well  as  warlike,  and  it  is  not  till  his  actions 
have  belied  the  imputation,  that  he  retaliates  upon  his  com- 
mander. When  the  Greeks  have  been  worsted,  and  when 
Agamemnon  proposes  abandonm^  the  siege,  Diomed,  the 
youngest  of  all  die  chiefs,  rises  in  the '  council,  and  gives 
him  a  dignified  rebuke.  Agamemnon  himself  is  not  with- 
out the  virtues  of  fraternal  affection,  and  willingness  to  listen 
to  .  able  counsellors.  He  has  also  his  day  of  distincticm  in 
the  field.  But  his  importance  altogether  is  more  royal  dian 
personal,  and  his  faults  are  made  conspicuous  by  his  supremacy. 
Alternately  presumptuous  and  despondent,  he  is  the  readiest  to 
tax  others  with  deficient  courage,  and  the  first  himself  to  de- 
spair under  public  reverses.  He  is  also  unmerciful  in  victory. 
The  cry  Of  ^Jypit  Ar^fi  M  is  addressed  to  him  in  vain,  and  he 
makes  two  of  the  most  atrocious  refusals  of  quarter  that  occur 
in  the  Iliad.  It  has  been  remarked,  that  Homer  speaks  as  a 
friend  to  royal  government;  but  still  he  describes  it  as  too  li- 
mited, or  rather  as  too  undefined,  to  be  despotic;  and  the  chie& 
in  the  councils  of  the  Iliad  present  us  with  a  sort  of  Greek  pic- 
ture of  Gothic  feudalism.  And  if  he  shows  respect  for  monar- 
chy, he  makes  his  kings  no  monopolists  of  virtue.  In  poetical 
justice,  he  seems  to  have  thought  it  sufficient  to  ^ve  Agamem- 
non the  diadem,  and  a  few  good  qualities,  as  his  share  of  im- 
portance in  the  poem,  leaving  brighter  heroic  endowments  to 
chiefs  subordinate  in  political  power. 

Amidst  these  forms  which  the  Iliad  exhibits  in  the  bloom  or 
strength  of  heroism,  the  aged  characters  are  no  less  happily 
distinguished.  Nestor  looks  back  on  a  life  of  greatness  and 
wisdom: — ^he  has  no  rival  in  venerable  years;  his  powers  have 
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reached  the  last  ripeness  of  experience,  but  they  have  also  some- 
thing of  the  mellow  tint  that  precedes  decay.  He  dwells  on  his 
own  exploits  with  an  egotism  and  fulness  Uiat  could  only  be  en- 
dured in  the  most  ancient  of  men*  Phoenix,  the  friend  of  Achil- 
les,  on  the  other  hand,  is  also  old,  but  his  youth  had  been  embit- 
tered by  misery  and  vindictive  passions;  and  when  hejcomes  to 
exhort  the  hero  against  excessive  resentment,  he  confesses  his 
early  errors  in  a  tone  very  different  from  the  self  complacency 
of  Nestor* 

Priam  is  neither  very  wise  nor  energetic;  but  his  heart  is 
warm  with  natural  affections,  and  his  woes  and  years  sustain  our 
reverence  and  scdicitude*  When  the  wail  of  the  Trojans  bursts 
from  their  walls,  at  the  sight  of  Hector  dragged  in  triumph  by 
his  conqueror, — ^when  the  frantic  father  implores  his  friends  to 
let  him  go  forth,  and  implore  the  pity  of  the  destroyer,  the  strug- 
gle of  his  people  to  detain  him,  and  the  voice  of  his  instinctive 
agony,  surpass  almost  every  thing  in  the  pathos  of  poetry,  «nd 
affect  us  more  like  an  event  passing  before  our  eyes,  dian  a  scene 
of  fictitious  calamity.  Never  was  the  contrast  jf  weakness  and 
strength  more  fearful,  than  when  he  throws  himself  at  the  feet 
of  Achilles,  whilst  his  feeble  perspicacity  makes  us  tremble  at 
every  moment,  lest  he  should  light  up  the  inflammable  temper 
of  Achilles,  fluctuating  between  wrath  and  compassion.  Yet, 
hallowed  by  paternal  sorrow,  age  and  weakness  prevail.  The 
old  man  accomplishes  his  point,  and  the  terrific  victor  conde- 
scends to  the  delicacy  of  even  veiling  Hector's  corpse  from  his 
view. 

The  mj^ology  of  the  great  poet^  cannot  be  acquitted  of  un- 
dignified passages ;  but  among  these  the  most  notoriously  ob- 
jectionable, viz.  the  allusion  to  the  suspension  and  flogging  of 
Juno,  has  been  generally  deemed  an  interpolation  by  me  best 
judges.  Traits  of  grandeur  and  beauty,  however,  are  not  want^ 
mg,  even  in  his  mythology;  witness  the  meeting  of  the  King 
and  Queen  of  Heaven  on  the  mountain,  where  the  flowers  are 
described  as  springing  up  spontaneously  on  the  spot  of  their  em«- 
brace.  And  taken  in  a  general  view,  his  Heaven  is  made  more 
amusing  by  its  uithropomorphism  than  it  could  have  been  ren- 
dered by  purer  religious  ideas.  His  divinities  are  only  immor- 
tal men  and  women  surpassing  mortals  in  power  and  beauty, 
but  not  the  less  interesting  because  they  transfer  the  passions  of 
humanity  to  Otympus.  His  heroes  are  their  kindred,  and  glow 
with  the  tints  of  their  celestial  consanguinity.  His  ethereal  and 
heroic  natures  thus  approach  in  partial  contact  like  the  blending 
skies  and  mountains  of  a  beautiful  landscape,  where  the  hues  of 
Heaven  and  earth  insensibly  melt  into  each  other. 
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TO  A  XOU&mE. 

The  creeping  worm  that,  weak  and  wearj. 

Was  slumbering  in  its  narrow  cell, 
Enraptur'd,  bursts  that  prison  dreary. 

And,  fluttering,  leaves  its  wither'd  shell: 
Gently  moving— gaily  roving 

Far  away  from  earthly  care ; 
Soaring  brightly — ^wafteid  lightly 

Through  the  boundless  fields  of  air. 

Thou,  Mourner!  dry  that  thoughtless  tear. 
And  i^ze  no  more  upon  the  dead ; 

'Tis  but  a  solitary  bier ! 

No  earthly  spirit  lingers  there ; 
On  wings  oflignt  to  Heaven  'tis  fled !  J.  B. 
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What  years  from  Inachus  divide 
Codrus,  who  for  his  country  died. 
You  tell,  and  ^acus's  line. 
And  the  sad  "  tale  of  Troy  divine :" 
But  what  the  price  of  Chian ;  who 
Heats  for  his  friend  the  bagnio; 
W^hen  I,  and  at  whose  genial  board. 
Shall  shut  out  winter— not  a  word ! 

Quick,  boy !  a  bumper  to  the  Moon ;    * 
Again— one  more  to  Night's  mid  noon, 
One  to  Murena.    Three  or  nine. 
As  measures,  best  the  cup  combine. 
Nine,  rapt  transported  poets  claim. 
Who  madden  with  the  Muses'  flame : 
Link'd  with  her  naked  sisters  she. 
The  modest  Grace  permits  but  three. 
Anxious  from  feuds  her  train  to  save — 

0  'tis  delicious  thus  to  rave! 

Why  does  yon  pipe  it's  tones  forget? 

Why  mute  the  lyre,  the  flageolet? 

Pshaw !  wlj^t  frugality  of  flowers ! 

More  roses.    This  wild  din  of  ours. 

Old  splenetic !  let  Lycus  hear. 

And — ^pair'd,  not  match'd — his  wedded  dear. 

Thee,  beamy  with  thy  clustering  hair, 
Thee,  Telephus,  as  Hesper  fair. 
Ripe  Chloe  courts:  for.Glycera 

1  slowly,  gently  melt  away.  W. 
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Ob,  IttAjl  thou  fair  and  fated  land. 
How  sigh'd  the  soul  of  BTmpath j  for  thee^ 

When  Freedom's  steel  first  g^tter'd  in  thy  hand, 
When  first  th^  children,  pantine  to  be  free. 
The  banner  rais'd  for  injur'd  Italy ! 

Bat  all  is  hush'd— -the  brief  and  scanty  gleam 
But  gilds  the  rising  of  a  darker  day ; 

like  thoughts  that  haunt  the  Helot's  frantic  dream. 
Like  earth-bred  vapour  mocks  with  treach'rous  ray— 
Thea  melts  like  morning  mistiness  away. 

Alas  i  for  Italy— her  fertile  fields 
Laugh  in  the  radiance  of  the  bri^t  blue  sky ; 

Nature  her  gifts  in  gay  profusion  yields- 
Why  does  her  bosom's  lavish  store  deny 
The  heaTen4>om  plant— celestial  Liberty  ? 

The  foul  disgrace — ah,  how  can  pity  hide- 
How  bums  the  cheek  of  honest  Shame  to  tell. 

Where  Honour's  sons  had  conquer'd  or  had  died, 
Lock'd  in  the  chain  of  Fear's  accursed  spell. 
Without  a  blow— degenerate  Naples  fell ! 

Now  weave  the  shroud—- «nd  twine  the  cypress  wreath, 
Unbind  the  tamish'd  laurel  from  her  brow-— 

Pour  forth  the  wail -note  of  untimely  death — 
Scom'd— and  polluted  by  the  foreign  foe, 
A  sister-nation  in  the  dust  lies  low. 

Oh,  once  the  parent  of  the  Great  and  Good, 

Thy  feeble  Age  has  bred  the  coward-slave  ! 
Dash  from  thy  outrag'd  breast  the  servile  brood 
Whose  craven  heart, — ^whose  base,  ungen'rous  blood. 
Cold  as  thy  marble— impotent  to  save. 
Live,  all  unworthy  of  the  soldier's  grave ! 

Unhappv  land !  had  Britain's  sons  been  thine. 
How  had  each  glowing  breast  for  freedom  bled ! 

And  nerv'd  in  that  dear  cause  with  power  divine, 
Had  hurl'd  destruction  on  the  tyrant^s  head. 
Or  bravely  sunk  on  Glory's  purple  bed. 

Poor  are  the  treasures  of  triumphant  Art, 

And  vain  the  boast  of  deathless  deeds  of  yore; 

Poor  is  the  land  that  lacks  the  manlv  heart 
To  wear  his  Country  in  its  inmost  core. 
And  spurn  th'  invader  from  his  native  shore. 

That  land  is  rich— where  filial  ties  inspire 

Heroic  love,  the  dauntless  patriot's  Doastr— 
Where  glows  the  free4»om  breast  with  freedom's  fire. 
And  wakes  in  every  faithful  heart  a  host 
To  guard  the  sacred  soil  of  Britain's  coast  N« 
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TRICKS  OF  SFEAKUrO. 

I  SHOULD  be  departing  from  a  very  good  habit,  gende  reader^ 
if  I  were  to  give  you  any  inkling  beforehand  of  what  I  am  going 
to  say.  There  are  some  people,  indeed,  of  such  a  quick  imagi- 
nation, they  guess  how  your  sentence  will  end  almost  as  soon 
as  you  begin  it;  and  if  you  are  conversing  with  them,  they  are 
sure  to  pop  some  of  your  own  words  into  your  mouth  before 
you  have  yet  come  to  them.  I,  who  have  some  litde  hesitation 
m  my  utterance,  and  a  good  deal  of  trouble  in  collecting  my 
ideas  at  any  time,  hate  all  such  word-midwives  from  the  bottom 
of  my  heart.  Every  one  should  be  allowed  to  tell  his  own  story- 
after  his  own  manner.  For  why  should  one  be  obliged  to  call 
out,  like  Grumio,  ^^  Tell  thou  the  tale ;"  or  with  honest  Fluellin, 
^  It  is  not  we&  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  tales  out  of  my 
mouth  ere  it  is  made  an  end  and  finished.''  But  waving  the  in- 
civility of  such  interruptions,  they  generally  disappoint  their 
own  end,  s^d  keep  the  hearers  the  longer  from  getting  at  the 
marrow  of  the  subject,  as  they  sometimes  learn  to  their  cost. 
Of  all  hearers,  by  the  way,  your  poets,  with  all  due  respect  be 
it  spoken,  are  the  most  impatient  and  troublesome,  and  this,  I 
suppose,  because  the  rules  of  their  own  art  never  permit  them 
to  commence  themselves  "a*  ovoJ*^  Indeed  the  only  exception 
I  know  is  that  famous  poet  "  of  the  north  countrie,*'  my  worthy 
good  friend,  who  most  obligingly  listened  to  one  or  two  very 
long  stories  I  told  him  a  little  while  ago  without  interrupting 
me  once.  He  is  certainly  the  perfection  of  good-nature.  To 
be  sure  I  met  with  the  stories  afterwards  in  the  "  Tales  of  my 
Landlord,"  with  all  the  circumstances  of  dress,  and  character,  and 
scener}',  exacdy  as  I  had  described  them*  But  could  any  thing 
be  more  flattering  than  such  a  proof,  not  only  of  his  patience, 
but  of  his  courteous  attention  ?  Next  to  the  poets,  the  most 
abominable  personages  to  talk  to  are  the  lawyers.  It  seems  as 
if  they  were  always  in  such  a  hurry  to  begin  their  own  speechi^ 
fyingj  that  they  could  not  bear  to  hear>any  one  else's  tongue 
agoing.  It  was  but  the  other  day  I  went  to  consult  one  of 
them  about  prosecuting  a  rascally  servant,  who  had  stolen  some 
of  my  plate.  I  had  scarcely  mentioned  the  word  servant,  when 
oflF  goes  my  good  friend  of  the  long  robe  at  a  tangent ;  and 
**  by  the  by,"  says  he,  "  what  you  are  now  telling  me  reminds 
me  of  an  odd  occurrence  at  the  assizes  some  years  ago.  I  re- 
member my  friend  the  Solicitor-General  (he  was  then  Mr.  Ser- 
jeant Copley)  was  cross-examining  a  witness" — and  so  he  went 
on  for  ten  minutes  with  a  long  cock-and-bull  story,  but  what  it 
was,  or  what  Mr.  Serjeant  Coplev  and  the  assizes  had  to  do  with 
my  plate  that  was  stolen,  I  could  not  learn  then,  nor  can  I  now 
concdve,  for  the  life  of  me.  But  I  remember  w'ell  I  was  out  of 
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all  patience  unththe  fodish  interruption.  But  all  this,  by  the 
by.  What  I  was  going  to  remark  is,  that  (after  observing  the 
ways  of  others,  and  studybg  what  grave  authors  have  written 
on  the  subject),  I  find  that  the  best  method  of  opening  a  matter 
is  either  to  bounce  bravely  into  the  midst  of  it,  or  else  to  begin 
and  go  on  with  some  other  topic,  as  wide  from  the  mark  as  may 
be^  and  then  introduce,  what  you  really  wish  to  say,  obiter,  and 
by  way  of  parenthesis. 

For  the  first  method,  I  know  no  better  expedient  than  to  fall 
to  with  a  good  round  exclamation.  Itexcites  curiosity,  and  stirs 
a  few  questions  in  your  hearers  at  first,  but  after  a  while  they 
are  heartily  glad  to  listen.  And  in  this  particular  it  is  surprising 
how  entirely  the  instincts  of  mankind  accord  with  the  sugges- 
l3<ms  of  art  and  experience.  This  very  method  is  often  pursued 
with  great  success  by  the  vulgar — a  fact  of  which  Ben  Jonson 
was  well  aware,  and  which  he  has  happily  illustrated  in  the  fol- 
lowing passage  of  his  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

Fuppy.    Oh,  Where's  my  master  ?  my  master  ?  my  master  ? 

Dame  Tuxjt.  Thy  master  ?  what  would'st  with  thy  master,  man? 
There's  thy  master. 

Turjt.  What's  the  matter,  Puppy  ? 

Pufpy.  Oh,  master !  oh,  dame !  oh,  dame  1  oh»  master ! 

Hame  Twrfe.  What  say'st  thou  to  thy  master, or  thy  dame? 

Puvpu.  Oh,  John  Clay !  John  Clay !  John  Clay ! 

IV^e.  What  of  John  CUy  ? 

Ckttf.  Oh,  Lord !  oh,  me !  what  shall  I  do  ?  noor  John ! 

I'ufpy.  Oh,  John  Clay !  John  Clay !  John  Clay ! 

€JUy.  Alas! 

That  ever  I  was  bom !    I  will  not  stay  by  it. 
For  all  the  tOes  in  Kilburn. 

Dame  Turfe.  What  of  Clay  i 

Speak,  Puppy,  what  of  him? 

Fuppy.  He  hath  lost,  he  hath  lost 

Turfe,  For  lack  sake,  speak.  Puppy,  what  hath  he  lost? 

Fuppy.  Oh,  Awdry !  Awdry !  Awary ! 

Tmfe.  What  of  my  daughter  Awdry  ? 

Fuffy.  I  tell  you,  Awdry— do  you  understand  ntaX 
Awdry,  sweet  master !  Awary,  my  dear  dame ! 

2\tr/e.  Where  is  she  ?  What's  become  of  her,  I  nray  thee  ? 

Pu^pSf.  Oh,  the  serving-man !  the  serving-man !  the  serving-man ! 

Tvarft.  What  tolk'st&ou  of  the  serving-man?  Where's  Awdry? 

Pupfy.  Gone  with  the  serving-man,  gone  with  the  semng-n 


JDame  Tnrfe.  Good  Puppy,  whither  is  she  gone  with  him  ? 
Fumy.  I  cannot  tell ;  ne  bade 
The  Captain  lay  at  the  Lion,  &c 


Every  day,  indeed,  I  find  persons,  whom  I  do  my  best  to  imi- 
tate, luckily  setting  out  full  sail,  and  with  a  strong  current,  into 
the  midsl  of  their  narrative,  in  some  such  fashion  as  tfaaB :  ^^  It 
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was  the  oddest  thing,  as  I  was  observing  to  my  friend  Sir  Be»« 
Jatnin  yesterday,  that  whilst  all  this  occurred  I  never  chanced 
to  turn  round ;  for,  you  must  know,  it  was  twelve  o^clock,  and  I 
had  been  talking  to  him  more  than  an  hour  with  my  hand  twiti* 
ed  round  his  button*  I  did  not  turn  round,  as  I  mentioned,  or 
else  I  think  I  should  have  discovered  the  droll  trick  I  am  just 
mentioning  to  you."  And  after  this  prelude  on  goes  the  stoty 
fluently  enough,  for  the  great  art  is  to  get  once  clearly  afloat^ 
and  then,  to  be  sure,  when  a  man  has  sense,  out  it  will  needs 
tome,  tad  he  finds  himself  giving  information  by  wholesale, 
without  well  knowing  by  what  cue  he  fell  into  such  a  commu- 
nicative humour* 

But  to  proceed  in  this  downright  manner  is  not  always  prac- 
ticable; nor,  if  it  were,  would  it  be  always  desirable*  Bacon 
wisely  recommends  a  litde  preliminary  excursion.  ^^  To  use  no 
circumstance  at  all,"  says  he,  *^  before  one  comes  to  the  matter, 
is  blimt."  And  here,  though  persons  in  common  life  some- 
times succeed  tolerably  well,  yet  they  would  advance  much  more 
if  they  would  carefully  study  the  modem  orators*  Sometimes 
the  most  trivial  circumstance  occurring  at  the  moment  may 
serve  for  a  good  introduction*  Of  such  preludes  one  of  the 
happiest  instances  occurs  in  the  admirable  speech  of  Mr*  Cur- 
ran  tor  Justice  Johnstone*  There  happened  to  be  some  degree 
of  silence,  a  thing  very  unusual  indeed  in  an  Irish  court  of  jus- 
Xiottf  when  Mr.  Curran  rose  to  speak.  That  mighty  genius 
caught  the  opportunity,  and  burst  forth  thus :  ^^  I  am  glad  it  is 
so;  I  am  glad  of  this  factitious  dumbness;  for  if  murmurs  dared 
to  become  audible,  my  voice  would  be  too  feeble  to  drown  them  ; 
but  when  all  is  hushed,  when  nature  sleeps— <ct/m  auies  mortali' 
bus  ctgris — the  weakest  voice  is  heard*  The  shepnerd's  whistie 
shoots  across  the  listening  darkness  of  the  interminable  heathy 
and  gives  notice  tiiat  the  wolf  is  upon  his  walk,  and  the  same 
gloom  and  stillness  that  tempt  the  monster  to  come  abroad  facili- 
tate the  communication  of  the  warning  to  beware*  Yes,  through 
that  silence  the  shepherd  shall  be  put  upon  his  guard;  yes, 
through  that  silence  shsdl  the  felon  savage  be  chased  into  the 
toil*  Yes,  my  lords,  I  feel  myself  cheered  and  impressed  bjr 
the  composed  and  dignified  attention  with  which  I  see  you  are 
disposed  to  hear  me." 

I  am  told  that  some  of  the  imitators  of  this  great  orator  have 
iieen  still  more  successful  than  their  prototype  in  catching  a 
hint  from  the  occasion.  But  I  must  confess  it  is  my  misfortune 
not  to  have  familiarized  myself  sufficiently  with  their  produc- 
tions, to  be  able  to  vouch  for  this  assertion  myself,  though  I 
have  not  the  slightest  doubt  it  is  strictiy  true,  and  that  the 
passage  I  have  extracted  may  have  been  completely  eclipsed 
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in  felicity  by  subsequent  ebullitions  in  the  same  school  of 
eloquence* 

On  state  occasions,  and  particularly  in  cabinet  confiuiences 
with  the  sovereign,  Bacon  very  much  approves  of  a  little  jesting, 
hy  way  of  introduction.  I  should  have  thought  he  had  fallen 
into  this  practice  out  of  accommodation  to  the  queer  humour  of  ' 
that  learned  prince  James  the  First,  if  he  had  not  mentioned 
that  this  system  had  been  very  successfully  pursued  by  some 
grave  counsellor  in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth  of  blessed 
memory.  Some,  perhaps,  may  think  that  Polonius  carries  this 
system  too  far,  in  his  way  of  introducing  his  solution  of  Ham^ 
let's  madness.    But  that  witty  play  on  words  in  the  outset** 

**  My  lie^,  and  madam,  to  expostulate 

What  maj^rty  should  be,  what  dut^  is, 

Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time. 

Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time. 

Hierefore— «nce  brevity's  the  soul  of  wit. 

And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 

I  wiH  be  brief,"  &c.^ 

shows  him  to  have  been  a  complete  master  of  the  grace  of  in-* 
siauation. 

I  do  not  thmk  it  necessary  to  say  much  of  cant  phrases :  the 
use  of  them  is  so  ordinary  and  familiar,  that  every  one  is  able  to 
|»rac^8e  them  without  study.  Johnson's  way— >*  Why  yes, 
Sir,"  **  Baw,  baw,  why  no.  Sir,"  pronounced  ore  rotundo^  had 
something  grand  and  Brobdignagdian  about  it.  Sir  Thomas 
More's  ^  Tilly  tally,  Mrs.  More,"  has  its  grace.  But  the  usual 
forma,  "God  bk^  me,  who  would  have  thought  it? — Only 
think — WeU^  as  I  am  aliv^— -Well,  lack-a-day— -  As  God's  my 
hope," — are  somewhat  energetic,  and,  doubtless,  very  expres- 
sive and  proper  at  times,  and  by  no  means  to  be  discarded,  as 
they  help  to  pve  a  glibness  to  the  tongue;  and  what  is  more 
important,  are  of  great  use  in  enabling  you  to  seem  ready,  and 
to  be  going  (»,  whilst,  in  fact,  you  are  at  a  stand,  and  doing 
your  best  to  rally  your  tfioughts  from  a  retreat. 

But  these  plans  are  play-work,  and  of  very  vulgar  merit  when 
compared  to  the  genuine  parenthetic  method,  by  which  you  may 
go  round  about  me  bush  for  ever,  and  at  last  you  put  in  die 
principal  story  or  argument,  as  it  were,  by  a  side  Mow.  I  re- 
member one  author  who,  to  prove  that  Richard  the  Tliird's 
chnacter  had  been  misrepresented,  goes  off  bolt  into  a  set  dis- 
aertation  on  the  condition  of  the  people  in  Russia.  Every  one 
faiowB  that  the  finest  heathen  account  of  the  system  c^  the 
world,  and  of  the  age  of  Saturn,  is  contained  in  adisdogue,thegi8t 
of  wittch  is  said  to  be  to  find  out  a  definition  of  a  true  states- 
man. In  like  manner  Waiburton,  in  a  noble  sermon  preached 
before  die  Society  for  die  Pnqiagation  of  Christianity,  launches 
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forth  in  a  grand  invective,  and  dwells,  during  three^fourths  of 
the  discourse,  on  the  mischiefs  of  the  slave-trade,  one  of  the 
founders  of  that  Society  having  been  a  slave-iperchant,  and 
most  vigorously  ridicules  the  founder^s  mistaken  notion  of 
death-bed  repentance,  and  of  atoning  for  iniquities  by  a  chari* 
table  donation.  With  regard  to  sermons,  indeed,*  it  is  not,  per- 
haps, stricdy  correct  to  introduce  them  on  the  present  occasion, 
as  Sterne  will  have  it  that  they  have  no  particular  subject,  and 
that  all  texts  are  convertible,  and  that  as  much  might  be 
preached  on  the  tfsxt  of  *^  Shadrach,  Meshach,  and  Abednego," 
as  on  any  other  that  can  be  selected.  We  will  go  then  to  other 
public  speakers,  and  ask  whether  you  may  not  listen  for  hours 
to  those  who  have  the  gift  of  speech,  without  being  able  to 
form  the  slightest  conjecture  what  is  the  subject  in  debate.  It 
is  the  highest  effort  of  art  to  keep  itself  disguised.  In  the 
courts  of  justice  you  sometimes  have  discussions  on  natural 
philosophy,  history,  morality,  and  politics;  and  in  the  House 
of  Commons  you  cannot  make  out  what  you  have.  A  lawyer, 
indeed,  would  be  justly  despised  if  he  gave  you  speeches  con- 
taining merely  facts  and  law.  He  would  show  himself  to  be 
merely  a  lawyer.  The  proper  way  for  him  is  to  plunge  oiF  and 
make  a  display  in  some  science  unconnected  widi  his  profes- 
sion ;  and  if  he  shows  himself  master  of  what  he  never  seemed 
likely  to  have  studied,  how  can  any  one  help  giving  him  credit 
for  understanding  what  he  has  always  been  supposed  to  study  ? 
As  to  statesmen,  they  have  been  noted,  through  all  ages,  for 
f^)eaking  off  from  the  point.  The  ablest  of  them  have  been 
particularly  praised  for  introducing  strong  arguments  in  a  paren- 
thetical manner.  I  need  only  mention  Demosthenes,  and  Mr. 
Fox.  But  though  they  were  very  able  in  that  respect,  I  think 
posterity  will  give  the  palm,  in  the  parenthetic  style,  to  a  great 
minister  of  the  present  day,  whose  speeches  are  often  in  a  paren- 
thesis from  beginning  to  end.  He  is  certainly  a  complete  mas- 
ter in  that  manner.  Swift,  whose  character  as  a  writer  has  been 
lately  reduced  to  its  proper  standard,  among  other  innovations 
by  which  he  would  have  corrupted  our  language,  wished  very 
much  absolutely  to  prohibit  the  interlacing  and  dovetailing  one 
parenthesis  within  another.  Now  every  Englishman  laments  that 
the  English  language  should  be  so  much  excluded  as  it  is  from 
diplomacy ;  and  yet  here  is  a  plan  gravely  proposed,  which 
would  castrate  our  language  of  one  of  the  few  political  qualities 
it  possesses,  and  absolutely  incapacitate  it  for  being  ever  applied 
to  that  noble  science,  for  whicn  so  much  ambiguity  and  per- 
plexity are  indispensably  necessary. 

The  application  of  these  remarks  to  other  subjects  of  compo- 
sition is  obvious.  Every  one  indeed  knows,  that  a  true  play* 
writer  has  nothing  to  do  with  plot  or  incidents  till  he  comes  to 
the  last  act,  and  that  the  great  art  is  to  prevent  die  audience 
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from  forming  any  guess  about  the  real  views  of  the  principal 
characters,  till  they  are  presented  with  a  catastrophe  which 
could  never  have  been  anticipated:  and  that  a  genuine  epic 
poem  is  nothing  but  a  series  of  digressions.  If  any  one  shall 
be  disposed  to  argue  that  a  speech  cannot  be  called  a  series  of 
parendieses,  or  a  poem  a  series  of  digressions,  and  that  the  very 
words  imply  some  other  general  matter  as  a  principal  subject, 
and  that  to  make  the  principal  subject  seem  incidental,  is 
against  the  rules  of  art ;  the  first  point,  being  merely  verbal,  I 
should  leave  to  grammarians  to  settle,  but  the  latter  point  I 
should  feel  myself  bound  to  deny.  For  art  is  but  the  imitation 
of  nature ;  and  the  uniform  course  in  life  is  for  men  to  put  on  a 
disguise,  and  let  their  real  character  lie  in  reserve,  though  it 
may,  perhaps,  sometime  peep  out  unawares.  Do  we  not  all 
know  that  firutus  played  the  simpleton  two-thirds  of  his  life, 
and  then  all  of  a  sudden  showed  something  peculiar  in  his  wit 
and  spirit?  Did  not  every  one  think  Swift  a  queer  mulish 
being,  till  by  accident  he  turned  author  i  Did  not  Henry  the 
Eig^di,  for  many  good  years,  entertain  conscientious  scruples 
about  die  legality  of  his  ftrst  marriage,  and  consult  all  the  doc* 
tors  in  Europe  to  solve  the  problem,  and  then,  when  he  could 
not  prevsul  on  the  Pope  to  come  to  any  determination  one  way 
or  other,  did  he  not,  in  a  manner,  by  chance  marry  Anne 
Boleyn  ?  Did  not  Oliver  Cromwell  talk  for  years  about  flat 
Popery  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  then,  in  a  parenthesis, 
buy  Charles  the  First's  jewels  i  Does  not  his  High  Mightiness 
the  Pope  designate  himself  the  servant  of  servants,  and  is  not 
his  only  constant  care  bent  on  enlarging  Christ's  kingdom, 
**  which  is  not  of  this  world ;''  and  does  he  not  occasionally  put 
forth  his  feet  to  be  kissed  merely  for  courtesy  ?  Do  not  fana- 
tics, in  all  ages,  loudly  disclaim  all  sense  of  merit,  and,  in  true 
self-annihilation,  resemble  that  honest  friar  who,  apprehensive 
of  the  acclamations  of  respect  that  must  ensue  upon  nis  preach- 
ing, took  care  to  close  his  long  unintelligible  rant  with  a  ^^  not 
unto  us,  not  unto  us,  O  Lord,  but  to  thee  be  the  praise  and  the 
glory?" 

But  I  cry  your  mercy,  gentle  reader,  and  beg  you  will  not 
think  that,  for  the  purpose  of  taking  a  Pisgah  view  of  the  world, 
I  have  mounted  myself  on  the  tub  of  Diogenes.  Understand 
me,  1  pray  you,  in  a  more  simple  sense,  and  above  all,  be  of 
good  courage  since  you  now  see  land.  Nor  will  I,  after  men- 
tioning the  cjmic's  name,  apologise  for  this  long  tirade,  or  ex- 
press my  fears  that  I  may  have  seemed  tedious  to  you,  lest  vou 
should  answer  me,  as  he  did  some  foolish  talker  in  his  oay. 
**  Surely  not,  not  at  all,"  said  he,  "  for  I  did  not  think  it  worth 
while  to  compliment  you  with  a  moment's  attention."  Q. 


(     «4     ) 
MACPHEBSON's  LAHfiNT. 

Mr.  £ditor.^I  am  encouraged  to  send  fragments  of  Mac* 
pherson's  Lament,  and  some  account  of  the  incidents  by  which 
those  stanzas  were  preserved.  Macpherson  was  exeputed  at 
Banff,  b  the  year  ITOl,  eight  days  after  his  trial,  and  Ms  exe- 
cution took  place  at  a  mudh  earlier  hour  than  was  appointed  by 
his  sentence ;  the  magistrates  of  Banff  being  apprehensive  of  a 
rescue.  It  was  even  reported,  that,  either  by  fraud  or  violence, 
an  express  with  his  pardon  was  detained  between  Turreff  and 
Banff.  An  unhappy  ^irl,  whose  love  for  him,  and  grief  for  his 
fate,  ended  in  distraction,  came  to  Glenorchy  and  Upper  Lome 
in  the  following  summer.  She  could  give  no  distinct  account  of 
herself;  but  the  incoherent  hints  drawn  from  her  led  to  a  con- 
clusion that. her  parents  were  reputable;  but  that, infatuated  by 
a  passion  for  Macpherson,  she  had  passed  some  time  with  him 
among  his  gipsy  associates,  had  been  admitted  to  him  in  prison, 
and  learnt  the  Lament,  which  he  hoped  would  engage  the  popu- 
lace to  assist  liis  friends  in  delivering  him  from  the  civil  power, 
when  disencumbered  from  his  fetters,  preparatory  to  execution ; 
but,  as  she  said,  ^^  they  wadna  trust  the  music  o'  his  voice,  but 
choked  him  before  his  time."  She  had  left  her  ^^  ain  fouk  to 
gang  to  Badenoch,  the  laund  o'  her  dear,  and  her  dopl,"  and 
she  insisted  Glenorchy  was  Badenoch,  because  the  people  spoke 
Gaelic,  and  there  were  ^^  bonny  lads,  and  red-cheeked  lasses." 
Some  one  asked  if  she  was  a  gipsy  ?  She  seemed  quite  indig- 
nant, and  replied,  ^^  Na,  na,  she  was  bom  in  haly  marriage,  and 
bapteezed  in  haly  kirk.^' 

The  fragments  of  the  Lament  were  literally  stolen  from  this 
mourner.  A  gendeman  attempted  to  write  from  her  singing ; 
but  she  wept  bitterly  at  the  idea  of  "  giving  away,"  as  she 
termed  it,  "  the  last  remains  of  her  dear."  The  gendeman  en- 
gaged some  friends  to  prevail  with  "  Jamie's  lassie,'^  the  only 
name  she  gave  herself,  to  sing  his  Lament ;-  and  he  kept  behind 
her  employing  his  pencil  to  trace  the  lines. 

I've  spent  my  life  in  rioting 

DebauchM  my  health  anoTstrengtb, 
I  squander'd  fast  as  pillage  came, 

And  fell  to  shame  at  length. 
To  hang  upon  a  tree,  a  tree, 

Accurs'd  dismcefiil  death. 
Like  a  vile  do^  hung  up  to  be. 

And  stifled  m  the  breath. 
My  father  was  a  gentleman. 

Of  fame  and  honour  hish. 
Oh  mother,  would  you  ne'er  had  borne 

The  son  so  doom'd  to  die ! 
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The  laird  of  (jrrant,  with  pow'r  aboon 

The  royal  Majesty, 
PassM  his  nreat  word  for  Peter  Brown, 

And  let  Macpherson  die. 

But  Braco  Duff,  with  rage  enough. 

First  laid  a  snare  for  me. 
And  if  that  death  did  not  prevent, 

Ayeng'd  I  well  could  be.« 

But  vengeance  I  did  never  wreak. 

When  power  was  in  my  hand. 
And  you,  dear  friends,  no  vengeance  seek^ 

It  18  my  last  command. 

Fomve  the  man  whose  rage  betray'd 

Macpherson's  worthless  life : 
When  1  am  gone,  be  it  not  saicf. 

My  legacy  was  strife. 

And  ye  that  blame  with  cruel  scorn 

The  wandering  gipsy's  ways. 
Oh  think  if  homeless,  houseless  born. 

Ye  could  spend  better  days ! 

If  all  the  wealth  on  land  or  sea 
Before  my  eyes  were  spread, 
rd  ^ve  them  all  this  hour  to  be 
On  the  soldier's  dying  bed. 

Though  cut  and  hack'd  in  every  limb, 

And  chok'd  with  heaps  of  slain, 
Glory  and  fame  should  be  my  theme, 

To  soften  every  pain. 

My  father  was  a  gentleman, 
.    Of  fame  and  Unease  hish ; 
Oh  place  me  in  tlie  neld  Tike  him — 
Like  him  to  fight  and  die !  B.  O.  A.  S. 


XBTTERS  FROM  SPAIN.   BY  DON  LEUCADIO  DOBlADO. 

LETTXB  III.     f 

SetdUe, 1799. 

Dear  Madam, 

PoRTuxE  has  favoured  me  with  an  acquaintance— «  young  cler- 
rpsmn  of  this  town — for  whom,  since  our  first  introduction,  1  have 
felt  a  growing  esteem,  such  as  must  soOn  ripen  into  the  warmest 
affection.  Common  danger,  and  common  suffering,  especially  of 
the  mind,  prove  often  the  readiest,  and  most  indissoluble  bonqs  of 
human  friendship :  and  when  to  this  influence  is  added  the  blending 
power  of  an  intercommunity  of  thoughts  and  sentiments,  no  le^s 
Vox.  n.  No.  7.— 1821.  B 
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unbounded  than  tke  canftdence  with  which  two  men  put  thereby 
their  liberty,  their  fortune,  and  their  life  into  the  hands  of  each  other 
— 4magination  can  hardlf  measure  the  warmth  and  devotedness  of 
honest  hearts  thus  united. 

*  Spaniards  who  have  broken  the  trammels  of  superstition  possess 
a  wonderful  quickness  to  mark  and  know  one  another.  Yet  caution 
is  so  necessaiy,  that  we  never  oflfbr  the  ri^t  hand  of  fellowship  till, 
bj  gradual  approaches,  the  heart  and  mind  are  carefulljr  scanned 
on  both  sides.  There  are  hillies  in  mental  no  less  than  in  animal 
coura^ :  and  I  have  sometimes  been  in  danger  of  committing  my- 
self with  a  pompous  fool  that  was  hazarding  propositions  in  the 
evening,  which  he  was  sure  to  lav,  in  helpless  (ear,  brfore  the  con- 
fessor, the  next  morning;  and  who,  had  he  met  with  free  and  tin- 
qualified  assent  from  any  one  of  the  company,  would  have  tried  to 
save  his  own  soul  and  body  by  carrying  the  whole  conversation  to 
the  Inquisitors.  But  the  diaracter  of  my  new  friend  was  visible 
at  a  glance ;  and,  after  some  conversation,  I  could  not  feel  the  slight- 
est apprehension  that  there  might  lark  in  his  heart  either  the  villany 
or  the  folly  which  can  betray  a  man,  in  this  world,  under  a  pretext 
of  ensuring  his  happiness  in  the  next  He  too,  eitiier  from  the  cir- 
cumstance of  my  long  residence  in  England,  or,  as  i  hope,  from 
something  more  properly  belonging  to  myself,  sc|on  opened  his 
whole  mind ;  and  we  both  uttered  downright  heresy.  After  this  mu- 
tual, this  awful  pledge,  the  Scrthian  ceremony  of  tasting  each  other's 
blood  could  not  have  more  closely  bound  us  m  interest  and  danger. 
The  coolness  of  an  orange -grove  is  not  more  refreshing  to  him 
who  has  panted  across  one  of  our  burning  plains,  under  the  meri- 
dian sun  in  August*  than  the  company  of  a  tew  trusty  friends  to  some 
unbending  minds,  after  a  Ions;  oay  of  restraint  and  dissimulation. 
When  after  our  evening  walk  we  are  at  last  comfortably  seated 
round  my  friend's  reading-table,  where  an  amiable  young  officer, 
another  clergjman,  and  one  of  the  most  worthy  and  hi^Ij-jgifted 
men  that  tyranny  and  superstition  have  condemned  to  pine  m  ob- 
scurity, are  always  welcomed  with  a  cordiality  approaching  to  rap- 
ture—I cannot  help  comparing  our  feelings  to  those  lirhich  we  mignt 
suppose  iti  Christian  slaves  at  Alters,  who,  haviiur  secretly  unlock- 
ed the  rivets  of  their  fetters,  could  shake  them  off  to  feast  and  riot 
in  the  dead  of  night,  cheerine  their  hearts  with  wild  visions  of  li- 
berty, and  salving  their  wounds  with  vague  hopes  of  revenge.  Re- 
venge, did  I  say!  what  a  false  notion  would  that  word  rive  youof 
the  characters  that  compoie  o*ir  little  club!  I  doubt  if  Nature  her- 
self could  so  undo  the  work  of  her  hands  as  to  transform  any  one 
of  my  kind,  my  benevolent  friends,  into  a  man  of  blood.  As  to  my- 
self mere  protestations  were  useless.  You  know  me ;  and  I  shall 
leave  you  to  juc^.  But  there  is  a  revenge  of  the  fancy,  perfectly 
consistent  widi  true  mildness  and  generosity^  though  certainly  more 
allied  to  quick  sensibility  than  ijo  sound  and  sober  judgment.  Tbe 
last,  bsrwever^  shouM  be  seldom,  if  at  all,  looked  for  among  persons 
in  our  circumstances.  Our  childhood  is  artificially  protracted  till 
we  wonder  how  we  have  grown  old :  and*  being  kqpt  at  an  tmrnea^ 
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durable  distance  from  the  affiiin  and  interests  of  paUk  life^  our 
]MWgiops,  OOF  Tirtaes,  and  our  Tices,  like  those  of  eari j  jouth,  have 
deefwr  roots  in  the  imagination  than  the  heart.    I  will  not  sajthat 
this  is  m  proyalent  feature  in  the  character  of  mj  countrymen ;  hot 
I  have  generally  ohserved  it  amon^  the  best  and  the  worthiest.    As 
to  Bsy  confidential  friends,  especially  the  one  I  mentioned  at  the 
bmBmne  of  this  letter^  in  strict  confolrmity  with  the  temper  whkh, 
I  fear,  I  have  but  imperfectly  describetl,  they  spend  thoir  lives  in 
giviiig  ^ent,  among  themselves,  to  the  suppressed  feelii^  of  fidi- 
cale  or  indignation,  of  which  the  religious  institutions  of  this  coun- 
try are  a  nerennial  source  to  those  who  are  compelled  to  receive 
t\uem  as  ot  Ilivioe  authority.    England  lias  so  far  improved  me,  tliat 
1  caok  perceive  the  folly  of  this  conduct    I  am  aware  that,  instead 
of  indnlgoig  this  childish  gratification  of  our  anger^  we  should  be 
{Nn^oring  ourselves,  by  a  profound  study  of  our  ancient  laws  and 
customs,  and  a  perfect  acquaintance  with  the  pure  and  original 
doctrines  of  the  Gospel,  for  any  future  opening  to  reformation  in 
our  church  and  state.    But,  under  this  intolerable  system  of  intel- 
lectual oppression,  we  have  associated  the  idea  of  Spanish  law  with 
despotisaa,  and  that  of  Christianity  with  absurdity  and  persecution. 
After  my  return  from  Euffland  I  feel  almost  involuntarily  relaps- 
ing into  the  old  habits  of  my  mind.    With  my  friends,  who  have 
never  left  their  country,  any  endeavour  to  break  and  counteract 
SQch  habits  would  be  perfectly  hopeless.   Despondency  drives  them 
into  a  course  of  reading  and  thinking,  which  leads  only  to  suppress- 
ed contempt  and  whispered  sarcasm.    The  violence  which  they 
mast  caostantly  do  to  their  best  feelinffs,  might  breed  some  of  the 
fiercer  passions  in  breasts  less  softened  with  **  the  milk  of  human 
kindness."    But  their  hatred  of  the  prevailing  practices  and  opi- 
nioBs  does  not  extend  to  persons.  Yet  I  for  one  must  confess,  that 
were  I  to  net  from  a  firat  and  habitual  impulse,  without  listening  to 
my  better  judgment,  there  is  not  a  saint  or  a  relic  in  the  country  I 
would  not  trample  under  foot,  and  treat  with  the  utmost  indignity. 
As  things  are,  however,  I  content  myself  with  scoffing  and  railing 
the  wh<?e  day*    But  I  trust  that,  on  a  change  of  circumstances,  I 
should  act  more  soberly  than  I  feel. 

I  should  have  found  it  very  difficult  without  this  fortunate  inti- 
macy with  a  man  who,  though  still  in  the  prime  of  youth,  has  late- 
ly obtained^  by  literary  competition,  a  place  among  what  we  call 

de  higher  clergy— that  is,  such  as  are  above  the  cure  of  soulsr— to 
.      ^ .«<,_._    ,^_  ,_, 1 ^:,..,: f  ^u^  Spanish 
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law,  aided  by  civil  power,  hazards  the  morals  of  our  religious 
teachers  and  their  flocks.  .When  I  had  expressed  to  my  friend  my 
desire  of  having  his  assistance  in  carrying  on  this  correspondence. 
as  well  as  satiafied  his  mind  on  the  improbability  of  any  thing  en- 
trained to  you  recoiling  upon  liimself  in  Spain,  he  showed  me  a  ma- 
anscriptke  had  drawn  up,  some  time  before,  vnder  the  title:  atf 
/eio/oda  eanmctnl  wUh  the  formation  of  the  intellectrtal  and  m&ral 
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fharaeter  of  a  SpamA  Clergt/man.  "  Who  koowa/'  he  said,  **  bat 
Ihat  this  sketch  may  answer  your  purpose?  No  traveller's  guide 
account  of  our  universities  and  clerical  establishments  can  convey 
such  a  living  picture  of  our  stale,  as  the  history  of  a  young  mind 
trained  up  under  their  influence.  You  might  easily  find  a  list  of 
the  professors,  endowments,  and  class-books  of  which  the  frame- 
work of  Spanish  education  consists.  But  who  would  have  the  jpa- 
tience  to  read  it,  or  what  could  he  learn  from  it?  I  had  intended 
tiiat  this  little  effusion  of  an  oppressed  and  struggling  mind  should 
lie  concealed  till  some  future  period,  probably  after  my  death,  when 
my  country  might  be  prepared  to  learn  and  lament  the  wrongs  she 
h»i,  for  a£es,  done  to  ner  children.  But,  since  you  have  provided 
against  discovery,  and  are  willing  to  translate  into  English  any 
tiling  I  may  give  you,  it  will  be  some  satisfaction  to  know  that  the 
results  of  my  sad  experience  are  laid  before  the  most  enlightened 
and  benevolent  people  of  Europe.  Perhaps,  if  they  know  tne  true 
source  of  our  evils,  the  day  will  come  when  they  may  be  able  and 
willing  to  help  us." 

The  question  with  me  now  was,  not  whether  I  should  accept  the 
manuscript,  but  whether  I  could  do  it  justice  in  die  translation. 
Trusting,  however,  that  the  novelty  of  the  matter  would  atone  for 
the  faults  of  my  style,  labour  and  perseverance  have,  at  length,  ena- 
bled me  to  enclose  it  in  this  letter.  As  I  have  thus  introduced  a 
stranger  to  you,  I  am  bound  in  comiAon  civility  to  fall  into  the  back- 
ground, ana  let  him  speak  for  himself. 

Ji  few  facts  connected  unth  theformat'um  of  the  intelleettuU  and  morai 
Character  of  a  Spanish  Clergyman. 
« I  do  not  possess  the  cynical  habits  of  mind  which  would  enable 
me,  like  Rousseau,  to  expose  my  heart  naked  to  the  gaze  of  the 
world.  I  have  neither  his  unfortunate  and  odious  propensities  to 
gloss  by  an  affected  candour,  nor  his  bewitching  eloquence  to  dis- 
play:  and  as  1  must  overcome  no  small  reluctance  and  fear  of  im- 
propriety to  enter  upon  the  task  of  writing  an  account  of  the  work- 
ings of  my  mind  and  heart,  I  have  some  reason  to  believe  that  I  am 
lea  to  do  so  by  a  sincere  desire  of  being  useful  to  others.  Millions 
of  human  creatures  are  made  to  venture  their  happiness  on  a  form 
of  Christianity  which  possesses  the  strongest  claims  to  our  attention, 
both  from  its  great  antiquity,  and  the  extent  of  its  sway  over  the 
most  civilized  part  of  the  earth.  The  various  effects  of  that  reli- 
gious system,  unmixed  with  anything  unauthorized  or  spurious, 
upon  my  country,  my  friends,  and  myself,  have  been  the  object  of 
my  most  serious  attention,  from  the  very  dawn  of  reason  till  the 
moment  when  1  am  writing  these  lines.  If  the  result  of  my  experi- 
ence should  be,  that  religion,  as  it  is  taught  and  enforced  m  Spain, 
is  productive  of  exauisite  misery  in  the  amiable  and  good,  and  of 
^os8  depravity  in  tbe  unfeeling  and  the  thouffhtiess— that  it  is  an 
insuperable  obstacle  to  the  improvement  of  the  mind,  and  dves  a 
decided  ascendancy  to  lettered  absurdity,  and  to  dull-headed  bigo- 
tt-y-^that  it  necessarily  breeds  such  reserve  and  dissimulation  in 
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the  most  proviisiw  and  valuable  part  of  the  nation  as  must  check 
and  stunt  the  noblest  of  public  virtues,  candour  and  political  cou- 
ragc  if  all  this,  and  much  more  that  I  am  not  able  to  express  in 
^e  abstract  form  of  simple  positions,  should  start  into  view  from 
the  plain  narrative  of  an  obscure  individual,  I  hope  I  shall  not  be 
chained  with  the  silly  vanity  of  attributing  any  intrinsic  importance 
to  the  domestic  events  and  private  feelings  which  are  to  fill  up  the 
following  pages. 

**  I  was  bom  of  parents  who,  though  possessed  of  little  property, 
held  a  decent  rank  amon^  the  gentry  of  my  native  town.  Their  cha- 
racters, however,  are  so  intimately  connected  with  the  formation  of 
my  own,  that  I  shall  indulge  an  honest  pride  in  describing  them. 

"  My  father  was  the  son  of  a  rich  mercnant,  who  obtainea  for  him- 
self and  descendants  a  patent  of  Hidalguia^  or  Noblesse,  early  in  the 
reign  of  Ferdinand  VI.  During  the  life  of  my  grandfa^er,  and  the 
consequent  prosperity  of  his  house,  my  father  was  sent  abroad  for 
his  education,  and  a  tew  years  after  he  visited  France  for  his  amuse- 
ment. This  gave  a  polish  to  his  manners,  which,  at  that  period,  was 
not  easily  found,  even  in  the  first  ranks  of  the  nobility.  Little  more 
than  his  accomplishments,  however,  was  left  him,  when,  in  conse- 
quence of  his  fadier's  dealii,  the  commercial  concerns  of  the  house, 
being  managed  by  a  stranger,  received  a  shock  which  had  nearly 
reduced  the  family  to  poverty  and  want.  Yet  something  was  saved ; 
and  my  fatiier,  who,  by  some  unaccountable  infatuation,  had  not 
been  brou^t  up  to  business,  was  now  obliged  to  evert  himself  to  the 
utmost  of  his  power.  Joining,  therefore,  yn  partnership  with  a  more 
weaitfiy  mercnant,  ^ho  had  married  one  of  his  sisters,  he  contrived, 
by  care  and  diligence,  together  with  a  strict,  though  not  sordid  eco- 
nomy, not  to  descend  below  the  rank  in  which  he  had  been  bom. 
Under  these  unprooiisinff  circumstances  he  married  my  mother, 
who,  if  she  could  add  but  Tittle  to  her  husband's  fortune,  yet  brought 
him  a  treasure  of  love  and  virtue,  which  he  found  constantly  in- 
creasing, till  death  removed  him  on  the  first  approaches  of  old  age. 

**  My  mother  was  of  honourable  parentage.  She  was  brought  up 
in  that  absence  of  mental  cultivation  whicn  prevails,  to  this  day, 
among  the  Spanish  ladies.  But  her  natural  talents  were  of  a  supe- 
nor  cast.  She  was  lively,  pretty,  and  sang  sweetly.  Under  the  in- 
fiuence  of  a  happier  coun^,  her  pleasing  vivacity,  the  quickness 
of  her  apprehension,  and  the  exquisite  degree  of  sensibility  which 
animated  ner  words  and  actions,  would  have  qualified  her  to  shine 
in  the  most  elegant  and  refined  circles. 

**  Bauvoienee  prompted  all  my  father's  actions,  endued  him,  at 
times,  with  something  like  supernatural  vigour,  and  ^ave  him,  for 
the  ffood  of  his  fellow  creatures,  the  courage  and  decision  he  wanted 
in  whatever  concemed  himself.  With  hardly  any  thing  to  spare,  I 
do  not  recollect  a  time  when  our  house  was  not  a  source  or  relief 
and  consolation  to  some  families  of  such  as,  by  a  characteristic  and 
feeling  appellation,  are  called  among  us  the  blushing  poor,*  In  all 
seasons,  for  thirty  years  of  his  life,  my  father  allowed  himself  no 

•  Pohre9  vergmixtmtfffi. 
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ofber  relaxatbii,  after  the  fattgning  iMMineaa  of  Us  c«iuitiiig4kaii8e» 
than  a  visit  to  the  general  hospital  of  this  to wn-^e  horrible  scene  of 
niserj,  where  fimr  or  five  hundred  beggars  are*  at  a  tine»  allowed 
to  lay  themseWea  down  and  die»  when  womr  out  by  want  and  dis- 
ease. Stripping  himself  of  his  coat,  and  having  put  on  a  coarse  dress 
for  the  sake  of  cleanliness,  in  which  he  was  scniMilous  to  a  fault, 
he  was  employed,  till  late  at  night,  in  making  the  beds  of  the  poor, 
taking  the  helpless  in  his  arms,  and  stoomne  to.such  seryices  as 
even  the  menials  in  attendance  were  often  loth  to  perform.  All  this 
he  did  of  his  own  free  will,  without  the  least  conaexioii,  piiUic  or 
private,  with  the  estaUishment  Twice  he  was  at  death's  aoor  from 
the  contajrious  infiitence  of  the  atmosjjriiere  in  which  he  exerted  his 
charity.  But  no  danger  would  a^pal  him  when  enmed  in  adminis- 
tering relief  to  the  needy*  Fore%ners,  cast  by  misfortune  into  that 
gulf  of  wretchedness,  were  the  peculiar  objects  of  his  kindness. 

''  The  principle  of  benevolence  was  not  less  powerful  in  my  mo- 
ther; but  her  extreme  sensibility  made  her  infinitely  more  suscepti- 
ble of  pain  than  of  pleasure— of  fear  thlm  of  h(H)e— and,  for  such 
characters,  atechnical  religion  is  ever  a  source  of  aistracting  terrors. 
Enthusiasm— that  bastard  of  religious  liberty,  that  vigorous  weed  of 
Protestantism—does  not  thrive  under  the  iealoas  eye  of  infalliUe 
authority.  Catholicism,  it  is  true,  has,  in  a  few  instances,  produced 
a  sort  of  splendid  madness  $  but  its  risions  and  trances  partake 
largely  of  tne  tameness  of  a  mind  previously  exhausted  by  fears  and 

S;onies  meekly  borne  under  the  authority  of  a  priest.  The  throes  of 
e  New  Krth  harrow  up  the  mind  of  the  Methodist,  and  give  it 
that  phrenzied  energy  of  despair,  whick  often  settles  iuto  the  all- 
hoping,  all-daring  raptures  of  tiie  enthusiast.  The  Catholic  Saint 
suffers  in  all  the  passiveness  of  blind  submission,  till  nature  sinks 
exhausted,  and  reason  gives  way  to  a  sentle,  visionary  madness. 
The  natural  powers  of  my  mother's  intellect  were  strong  enourii  to 
withstand,  unimpaired,  tiie  enormous  and  constant  pressure  of  re- 
ligious fears  in  taeir  most  hideous  shape.  But,  did  I  not  consider 
Reason  the  only  ^ft  of  Heaven,  which  fully  compensates  the  evils 
of  this  present  existence,  I  midit  have  wisned  for  its  utter  extinc- 
tion in  the  first  and  dearest  Mnect  of  my  natural  affection.  Had 
she  become  a  visionary,  she  had  ceased  to  be  unhappy.  But  she 
possessed  to  the  last  an  intellectual  energjr  equal  to  any  exertion, 
except  one,  which  was  not  compatible  witli  the  influence  of  her 
country— that  of  looking  boldly  into  the  dark  recess  where  lurked 
tiie  phantoms  that  harassed  ana  distressed  her  mind. 

*<  It  would  be  difficult,  indeed,  to  choose  two  fairer  sutjects  for 
observing  the  effects  of  the  reli^on  of  Spain.  The  results,  in  both, 
were  lamentable,  though  certainly  not  the  most  mischievous  it  is 
apt  to  produce.  In  one,  we  see  mental  soberness  andgood  sense 
degraded  into  timidity  and  indecision— unbounded  goodness  of 
heart,  confined  to  the  lowest  range  of  benevolence.  £a  the  other, 
we  mark  talents  of  a  superior  kind,  turned  into  the  ingenious  tor- 
mentors of  a  heart,  whose  main  source  of  wretchedness  was  an  ex- 
quisite sensibility  to  the  beauty  of  virtue,  and  an  insatiate  ardour 


in  ireaddie  tbe  ^leviovs  and  thoniy  paih  it  wis  mftAe  to  take  far  the 
•  «aj  whiclileftdetli  Qnto  life.'— A  bolder  resMHi,  in  the  fixvt,  (it  wSl 
be  aoid)  and  a  reason  leas  Battered  by  aeoeibilitj  in  the  second* 
mnld  hare  made  dune  virtaousiDinds  more  cautioos  of  yteUiag 
dMvnelvefl  up  to  the  full  inflvenoeof  aacetic  devotioii.  la  tfais»1hcii, 
all  that  men  are  to  expect  from  the  nnbounded  promiiea  of  lif^t. 
and  the  loftjr  daima  or  aathoritr,  which  oar  relig^  holds  fora  ? 
la  it  thoa  tluit,  when,  to  obtain  the  protection  of  an  infallible  piide» 
we  have,  at  his  conunand,  maimed  and  faat  bound  onr  reaaon,  atiU  a 
ptedpice  yawva  before  onr  feet,  from  which  none  bvt  that  inaalted 
reason  cait  save  na?  Are  we  to  call  far  her  aid  on  the  brink  of  ik- 
nair  and  maanity.uid  then  apmn  onr  frithfal,  duran^  injnred 
friend,  lest  she  amrald  unlock  onr  hand  from  that  of  onr  proud  and 
treacherona  leader?  Often  ha^e  i,  from  education,  habit» and  a  mis- 
^ded  lore  of  moral  excellence,  been  gailtj  of  that  ineonaiataney* 
till  freipeat  disappointmeiit  nrj^  me  to  break  mjr  chains*  Painfiil, 
indeed,  and  force  was  the  atru|^le  by  which  I  gained  my  UbortT* 
and  doomed  I  am  for  ever  to  carry  abont  the  marka  of  early  bona- 
age.  But  no  power  on  earth  ahali  make  me  again  give  np  the  coi* 
dance  of  mr  reason,  till  I  can  find  a  rule  of  conduct  and  belief  2iat 
may  be  sara^jr  trusted,  without  wanting  reason  itself  to  moderate 
and  expound  it. 

**  The  first  and  most  anxious  care  of  my  parents  was  to  sow  abun- 
dantly the  seeds  orChrtstian  virtue  in  my  infant  breast  In  this,  as 
in  all  their  proeeedin|;s,  they  strictly  followed  the  atepe  of  thoae 
whose  ytrtue  had  received  the  aanction  of  their  church.  Religions 
instmction  was  conveyed  to  my  mind  with  the  rudimenis  of  speech ; 
and  if  early  imjmssions  alone  could  be  trusted  for  the  fatnre  cam- 
plexion  of  a  chad's  character,  the  music,  and  the  splendid  pagean- 
try of  the  cathedral  of  Seville,  which  was  to  me  the  first  scene  of 
mental  enioyment,  might,  at  this  day,  be  the  soundest  foundation 
of  nrr  Catholic  faith. 

**  invines  have  declared  that  moral  responsibility  begins  at  the  age 
of  seven,  and,  conaecj^uently,  children  of  quick  parts  are  not  allowed 
to  CO  much  longer  without  the  advantage  of  confessiou.  My  mind 
Ittd  scarcely  attained  the  first  climacteric,  when  I  had  the  lull  be- 
nefit of  absolution  for  such  nns  ail  my  good  mother,  who  acted  as 
the  aceaainr  conacience,  could  discover  in  my  naughHnns.  llie 
dmrch,  we  now,  cannot  be  wrong ;  but,  to  say  the  honest  truth,  all 
her  pious  contrivances  have,  by  a  sad  fatality,  produced  in  me  just 
the  reverse  of  what  they  were  aimed  at.  Fhough  the  clergyman 
who  was  to  ahrive  thia  young  sinner  had  mild,  gentle,  and  affection- 
ate manners,  there  is  someuung  in  auricular  confesuon  which  has 
revolted  my  feeling  from  the  day  when  I  first  knelt  before  a  priest, 
in  duldish  simplicity,  to  the  last  time  I  have  been  forced  to  repeat 
that  eeremony,  as  a  protection  to  my  life  and  liberty,  with  acorn 
and  contempt  in  my  heart 

**  Amicnmr  confession,  as  a  subject  of  theological  controvmy,  is, 
pn>baMy,  beneath  the  notioe  -ei  many ;  but  I  could  not  easily  aiiow 
the  naneof  philosopher  to  any  onewho  should  look  upon  an  inquiry 
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into  the  moral  inflneRce  of  that  religions  practice,  as  oerfectly  void 
of  interest.    It  has  been  obsenred,  with  ^reat  truth,  that  the  most 

eilanthropic  man  would  feel  more  uneasiness  in  the  expectation  of 
ving  his  little  finger  cut  off,  than  in  the  assurance  that  the  whole 
empire  of  China  was  to  be  swallowed  up,  the  next  day,  by  an  earth- 
quake. If  ever,  therefore,  these  lines  should  meet  the  eye  of  the 
public  in  some  distant  country  (for  ages  must  pass  before  they  can 
see  the  light  in  Spain),  I  entreat  my  readers  to  beware  of  indiffer- 
ence about  evils  from  which  it  is  their  happiness  to  be  free,  and  to 
make  a  due  allowance  for  the  feelings  which  lead  me  into  a  short 
digression.  They  certainly  cannot  expect  to  be  acquainted  with 
Spain  without  a  sufficient  knowledge  ot  the  powerful  moral  engines 
which  are  at  work  in  that  country ;  and  they  will,  perhaps,  find 
that  a  Spanish  priest  may  have  something  to  say  which  is  new  to 
them  on  the  subject  of  confession. 

**  The  effects  of  confession  upon  young  minds  are,  generally,  un- 
favourable to  their  future  peace  and  virtue.  It  was  to  that  practice 
I  owed  the' first  taste  of'  remorse,  while  yet  my  soul  was  in  a  state 
of  infant  purity.  My  fancy  liad  been  strongly  impressed  with  the 
awful  conditions  of  tne  penitential  law,  and  the  word  sacriUge  had 
made  me  shudder  on  being  told  that  the  act  of  concealing  any 
thought  or  action,  the  rightfulness  of  which  I  suspected,  would 
make  me  guilty  of  that  worst  of  crimes,  and  greatly  increase  my 
danger  of  everlasting  torments.  My  parents  had,  in  this  case,  done 
no  more  than  their  duty  according  to  the  rules  of  their  church.  But. 
though  they  had  succeeded  in  rousing  my  fear  of  hell,  this  was,  on 
the  other  hand,  too  feeble  to  overcome  a  childish  bashfulness,  which 
made  the  disclosure  of  a  harmless  trifle  an  effort  above  my  strengtii. 
The  appointed  day  came  at  last,  when  I  was  to  wait  on  the  con- 
fessor. Now  wavering,  now  determined  not  to  be  guilty  of  sacri- 
lege, I  knelt  before  the  priest,  leaving,  however,  in  my  list  of  sins, 
the  last  place  to  the  hideous  offence — I  believe  it  was  a  petty  lar- 
ceny committed  on  a  young  bird.  But,  when  I  came  to  the  dreaded 
point,  shame  and  contusion  fell  upon  me,  and  the  accusation  stuck 
m  my  throat  The  ima^nary  guilt  of  this  silence  haunted  my  mind 
for  tour  years,  gatbenne  horrors  at  every  successive  conies^ion, 
and  rising  into  an  appalling  spectre  when,  at  the  ace  of  twelve,  I 
was  taken  to  receive  the  sacrament.  In  this  miserable  state  I  con- 
tinued till,  with  the  advance  of  reason,  I  plucked,  at  fourteen,  cou- 
rage enough  to  unburden  my  conscience  by  a  general  confession  of 
the  past  And  let  it  not  be  supposed  that  mine  is  a  singular  case, 
arising  either  from  morbid  feeling  or  the  nature  of  my  early  educa- 
tion. Few,  indeed,  among  the  many  penitents  I  have  examined 
have  escaped  the  evils  of  a  similar  state ;  for,  what  a  silly  bashful - 
ness  does  in  children,  is  often,  in  after-life,  the  immediate  effect  of 
that  shame  by  which  fallen  frailty  clings  still  to  wounded  virtue. 
The  necessity  of  confession,  seen  at  a  distance*,  is  lighter  than  a 
feather  in  the  balance  of  desii^;  while,  at  a  subsequent  period,  it 
becomes  a  punishment  on  delicacy — an  instrument  to  blunt  the 
moral  sense,  by  multiplying  the  subjects  of  remorse,  and  directing 
its  greatest  terrors  against  imaginary  crimes. 
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"These  ctUs  affect^  nearly  equally,  the  two  sexes;  but  there 
are  some  that  fall  peculiarly  to  the.  lot  of  the  softer.  Yet  the  re- 
motest of  all— at  least,  as  long  as  the  inquisition  shall  exist---is  the 
danger  of  direct  seduction  from  the  priest.  The  formidable  powers 
of  that  odious  tribunal  have  been  so  skilfully  arrayed  against  the 
abase  of  sacramental  trusty  that  few  are  found  base  and  blind 
enough  to  make  the  confessional  a  direet  instrument  of  debauch. 
The  strictest  delicacy,  however,  is,  I  believe,  inadequate  fully  to 
oppose  the  demoralizing  tendency  of  auricular  confession.  With- 
out the  slightest  responsibility,  and,  not  unfreouently,  in  the  con- 
scientious discharge  of  what  he  believes  his  outf,  the  confessor 
conveys  to  the  female  mind  the  first  foul  breath  which  dims  its  vif- 
pn  purity.  He,  undoubtedly,  has  a  right  to  interrogate  upon  sub- 
jects which  are  justly  deemed  awkward  even  for  maternal  confi- 
dence; and  it  would  require  more  than  common  simplicity  to  sup- 
pose that  a  discretionary  power  of  this  nature,  left  in  the  hands  of 
thousands*-*men  beset  with  more  than  common  temptations  to  abuse 
it — ^will  generally  be  exercised  with  proper  caution.*  But  I  will 
no  longer  dwell  upon  this  sut^ect  for  the  present.  Men  of  unpre- 
jadiced  minds  will  easily  conjecture  what  I  leave  unsaid:  while 
to  show  a  hope  of  convincing  such  as  have  made  a  full  and  irre^ 
vocable  surrender  of  their  judgment,  were  only  to  libel  my  own. 

"  From  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  my  country,  the  training  of 
my  mental  faculties  was  an  object  of  little  interest  with  my  pa- 
rents. There  could  be  scarcelv  any  doubt  in  the  choice  of  a  line 
of  life  for  me,  who  was  the  eldest,  of  four  children.  My  father's 
fortune  was  improving;  and  I  might  help  and  succeed  him  with 
advantage  to  myself  and  two  sisters.  It  was,  therefore,  in  my  fa- 
ther's connting-hquse  that,  under  the  care  of  an  old  trusty  clerk,  I 
learned  writing  a^d  arithmetic.  To  be  a  perfect  stranger  in  lite- 
rature is  not,  even  now,  a  disgrace  among  the  better  class  of  Spa- 
niards. But  my  mother,  whose  jpride,. though  greatly  subdued,  was 
never  conquered  by  devotion,  felt  anxious  that,  since  from  pru- 
dential motives  I  was  doomed  to  be  buried  for  life  in  a  counting- 

•  Tliou|^  I  will  not  abate  one  tittle  from  the  stateinents  of  tliis  reverend  Spa- 
niaid,  I  think  it  proper  to  observe  that  the  degree  of  delicacy,  or  its  opposite,  in 
a  conleaaor — beindes  the  individual  influence  of  virtue,  and,  more  than  virtue, 
good-breeding) — ^ranst  greatly  depend  upon  the  general  refinement  of  the  peo^ 
pic  among  whom  he  exercises  his  powers.  Such  is  the  state  of  manners  in 
England,  tkat  few  or  none,  I  will  venture  to  say,  among  its  Catholic  female^ 
viU  probably  be  aware  of  any  evil  tendency  in  auricular  confession.  I  would 
not  ec{iaJly  answer  for  Ireland,  especiaUy  among  the  lower  classes.  Since  these 
letters,  however,  would  not  have  seen  the  light  witliout  mv  consent,  I  must  here, 
once  for  all,  enter  my  protest  against  the  supposition  of  their  being  intended  as 
an  attack  on  the  large  and  respectable  portion  of  our  fellow-subjects  who  pro- 
fess the  Roman  Catholic  fiiith.  That  I  firmly  believe  in  the  abstract  tendency 
which  the  author  of  these  letters  attributes  to  Catholicism,  1  cannot,  will  not  denv. 
Yet  we  should  not  confound  Cathoficism  in  the  rank  luxuriance  of  full  growth, 
with  the  same  noxious  plant  gradusdly  tamed  and  reclaimed  under  the  imade  of 
Protestantism.  Thus,  while  f  am  persOaded  that  the  religion  of  Spain,  Poitugal, 
and  Naples,  is  the  main  obstacle  to  the  final  establishment  of  liberty  in  those 
couBtnes,  I  positively  deny  the  inference  that  Catholics  must,  in  aUcuxumstan- 
ces,  make  a  wrong  use  of  political  power.  B. 
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house,  a  little  knowledge  of  Latin  should  distinguish  me  from  a. 
mere  mercantile  drudge.  A  private  teacher  was  accordingly  pro- 
cured,  who  read  with  me  in  the  evening,  after  I  had  spent  tne  best 
part  of  the  day  in  drawing  copies  of  the  extensive  correspondence 
of  the  house. 

« I  was  now  about  ten  years  old,  and  though,  from  a  child,  exces- 
sively fond  of  reading  my  acquaintance  with  books  did  not  extend 
beyond  a  history  of  tne  Old  Testament-— a  collection  of  the  Lives 
of  the  Saints  mentioned  in  the  Catholic  Almanac,  out  of  which  I 
chose  the  Martyr8,.for  modem  saints  were  never  to  my  taste— a  lit- 
tle work  that  gave  an  amusing  miracle  of  the  Virgin  for  every  day 
of  the  year"^ — and,  prized  above  all,  a  Spanish  translation  of  Fene- 
Ion's  Telemachus,  which  I  perused  till  I  had  nearly  learned  it  by 
heart.  I  heard,  therefore,  with  uncommon  pleasure,  that,  in  acc^ui- 
ring  a  knowledge  of  Latin,  I  should  have  to  read  stories  not  unlike 
that  of  my  favourite  the  Prince  of  Ithaca.  Little  time,  however, 
was  allowed  me  for  study,  lest,  from  my  love  of  learning,  I  should 
conceive  a  dislike  to  mercantile  pursuits.  But  my  mind  had  taken 
a  decided  bent.  1  hated  the  counting-house,  and  loved  my  books. 
Learning  and  the  church  were,  to  me,  inseparable  ideas ;  and  I 
aoon  declared  to  my  mother  that  I  would  be  nothing  but  a  clergy- 
man. 

"  This  declaration  roused  the  strongest  prejudices  of  her  mind 
and  heart,  which  cold  prudence  had  only  damped  into  acquiescence. 
To  have  a  son  who  shall  daily  hold  in  his  hands  the  real  body  of 
Christ,  is  an  honour,  a  happiness  which  raises  the  humblest  Spanish 
woman  into  a  self-complacent  consequence  that  attends  her  through 
life.  What,  then,  must  be  the  feelings  of  one  who,  to  the  strongest 
sense  of  devotion,  joins  the  hope  of  seeing  the  dignities  and  emolu- 
ments of  a  rich  and  proud  Church  bestowed  upon  a  darling  child  ? 
The  Church,  besides,  by  the  law  of  celibacy,  averts  that  mighty  terror 
of  a  fond  mother— a  wife,  who,  sooner  or  later,  is  to  draw  away  her 
child  from  home.  A  boy,  therefore,  that  at  the  age  of  ten  or  twelve, 
either  dazzled  by  the  gaudy  dress  of  an  officiating  priest — by  the 
importance  he  sees  others  acauire,  when  the  bishop  confers  upon 
them  the  clerical  tonsure— or  by  any  other  delusion  of  childhood, 
declares  his  intention  of  taking  orders,  seldom,  very  seldom  escapes 
the  heavy  chain  which  the  Church  artfully  hides  under  the  tinsel 
of  honours,  and  the  less  flimsy,  though  also  less  attainable  splendour 
of  her  gold.  ^  Such  a  boy,  among  the  poor,  is  infallibly  plunged  into 
a  convent ;  if  he  belongs  to  the  gentry,  he  is  destined  to  swell  the 
ranks  of  the  secular  clergy. 

'*  It  is  true  that,  in  all  a^es  and  countries,  the  leading  events  of 
human  life,  are  inseparab^  linked  with  some  of  the  sli^test  inci- 
dents of  childhood.  But  this  fact,  instead  of  an  apology,  affords 
the  heaviest  charge  against  the  crafty  and  barbarous  system  of  lay- 
ing snares,  wherein  unsuspecting  innocence  may,  at  the  very  en- 
trance of  life,  lose  every  chance  of  future  peace,  happiness,  and  vir- 
tue. To  allow  a  girl  of  sixteen  to  bind  herself,  for  ever,  with  vows 
— ^not  only  under  the  awful,  though  distant^ardianship  of  heaven, 

*  See  an  account  of  this  little  work  at  the  end  of  thia  article,  pa^  3i, 
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but  the  odious  and  immediate  superintendence  of  man— ranks,  in- 
deed, with  the  most  hideous  abuses  of  superstition.  The  law  of 
celibacj,  it  is  true,  does  not  bind  the  secular  clergj  till  the  age  of 
twentj-one;  but  this  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  mockery  of 
common  sense,  in  the  eyes  of  those  who  practically  know  how  fri- 
volous is  that  latitude.*  A  man  has,  seldom,  the  means  to  embrace, 
or  the  aptitude  to  exercise  a  profession  for  which  he  has  not  been 
trained  from  early  youth.  It  is  absurd  and  cruel  to  pretend  that  a 
youn^  man,  whose  Dest  ten  or  twelve  years  have  been  spent  in  pre- 
paration for  orders,  is  at  full  liberty  to  turn  his  back  upon  the  Church 
^hen  he  has  arrived  at  one-and -twenty.  He  may,  indeed,  preserve 
his  liberty ;  but  to  do  so  he  must  forget  that  most  of  his  patrimony 
has  been  laid  out  on  his  education,  that  he  is  too  old  for  a  cadetship 
in  the  army,  too  poor  for  commerce,  and  too  proud  for  a  petty 
trade.  He  must  behold,  unmoved,  the  tears  of  nis  parents;  and, 
caisting  about  for  subsistence  in  a  country  where  industry  affords 
bo  resource,  love,  the  main  cause  of  these  struggles,  must  content 
itself  with  bare  possible  lawfulness,  and  bid  adieu  to  the  hope  of 
possession.  Wherever  unnatural  privations  make  not  a  part  of  the 
clerical  duty,  many  may  find  themselves  in  the  Church  who  might 
be  better  elsewhere.  But^no  great  effort  is  wanted  to  make  them 
happy  in  themselves,  and  useful  to  the  community.  Not  so  under 
the  unfeeling  tyranny  of  our  ecclesiastical  law.  For,  where  shall 
we  find  that  virtue  which,  having  nature  herself  for  its  enemy,  and 
misery  for  its  meed,  will  be  able  to  extend  its  care  to  the  welfare  of 
others? — As  to  myself,  the  tenor  and  colour  of  my  life  were  fixed 
the  moment  I  expressed  my  childish  wish  of  being  a  clergyman. 
The  love  of  knowledge,  however,  which  betrayed  me  into  the  path 
of  wretchedness,  has  never  forsaken  its  victim.  It  is  probable  that 
I  could  not  have  found  happiness  in  uneducated  ignorance.  Scantjjr 
and  truly  hard-earned  as  is  the  store  on  which  my  mind  feeds  itself, 
I  would  not  part  with  it  for  a  whole  life  of  unthinking  pleasure  : 
and  if  the  necessity  of  circumstances  left  me  no  path  to  mental  en- 
joyment, except  that  I  have  so  painfully  trodden,  I  hail  the  moment 
when  I  entered  it,  and  only  bewail  the  fatality  which  fixed  my  birth 
in  a  Catholic  country.^' 

{Tq  be  continued,) 

A  liUle  Work,  that  gave  an  amusing  Miracle,  of  the  Virgin  for 
every  Day  in  the  Fear,  P.  88. 
I  learn  from  the  original  manuscript  that  this  book  is  the  ^no 
Virgineo,  which,  as  a  curiosity,  I  picked  up  during  my  travels  in 
Spain,  though,  unfortunately,  1  have  since  lost  it  The  moral  ten- 
denej  of  this  and  similar  books  may  be  shown  by  the  following 
story — technically  named  an  Exampler^yfhich  I  will  venture  to 
rive  from  memory  >— A  Spanish  soldier,  who  had  fought  in  the 
^Netherlands,  having  returned  home  with  some  booty,  was  leading 


The  secular  clerey  are  not-bmind  by  vows.    Celibacy  is  enforced  upon 
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them  by  a  law  which  makes  their  maniage  illegal,  and  punishable  by  tUe  Eocie* 
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a  profligate  and  desperate  life.  He  had,  however,  bled  for  the  Faith  ; 
and  his  own  was  perfectly  orthodox.    A  large  old  picture  of  th^ 
Virgin  Mary  hung  ov^r  tne  inside  of  the  cfoor  of  his  lodgings. 
which,  it  seems,  did  not  correspond  in  loftiness  to  the  brave  hal- 
berdier's mind  and  demeanour.    Early  every  morning  he  used  tQ 
sally  forth  in  pursuit  of  unlawful  pleasure ;  but,  though  he  never 
did  bend  his  iinees  in  prayer,  he  would  not  cross  the  threshold 
without  a  loud  Bail  Mary  s  to  the  picture,  accompanied  by  an  in- 
clination of  the  halbert,  which,  partly  from  his  outrageous  hurry  to 
break  out  of  the  nightly  prison,  partly  from  want  of  room  for  his 
military  salute,  inflictedf  many  a  wound  on  tlie  canvas.    Thus  our 
soldier  went  on  spending  his  life  and  money,  till  a  sharp  Spanish 
dagger  composed  nim  to  rest,  in  the  heat  of  a  brawl.  <*  He  died  and 
made  no  sign.'^  The  Devil,  who  thought  him  as  fair  a  prize  as  any 
that  had  ever  been  within  his  grasp,  waited  only  for  the  sentence 
which,  according  to  Catholics,  is  passed  on  every  individual  imme- 
diately after  death,  in  what  they  call  the  Farticnlar  Judgment. 
At  this  critical  moment  the  Virgin  Mary  presented  herseli  in  a 
black  mantle,  similar  to  that  which  she  wore  in  the  picture,  but 
sadly  rent  and  slit  in  several  places.    "  There  are  the  marks,"  she 
said  to  the  affrighted  soul,  "of  your  rude,  though  certainly  well- 
meant  civility.    I  will  not,  however,  permit  that  one  who  has  so 
cordially  saluted  me  every  day,  should  go  into  everlasting  fire." 
Thus  saying,  she  bade  the  evil  spirit  give  up  his  {irisoner,  and  the 
gallant  soldier  was  sent  to  purge  off  the  dross  of  his  boisterous  na- 
ture in  tlie  gentler  flames  of  purgatory. — My  friend  Dtm  Jjeutadio 
assured  me  that  a  portion  of  the  book  from  which  I  recollect  this 
story,  was,  for  many  years,  read  every  evening  in  one  of  the  prin- 
cipal parishes  at  Seville.    He  observed  the  same  practice  at  a  town 
not  far  from  the  capital  of  Andalusia;  and,  for  any  thing  he  knew" 
to  the  contrary,  it  may  have  been  very  common  all  over  Spain. 
Such  is  the  doctrine  which,  disowned  in  theory  by  the  divines  of 
the  Roman  church,  but  growing  out  of  the  system  of  saint-worship, 
constitutes  the  main  religious  feeling  of  the  vulgar,  and  taints 
strongly  the  minds  of  the  higher  classes  in  Spain.    The  Chronicles 
of  the  Religious  Orders  are  full  of  narratives,  the  whole  drift  of 
which  is  to  represent  their  patron  saint  as  powerful  to  save  from 
the  very  jaws  of  hell.    The  skill  of  the  painter  has  often  been  en- 
gaged to  exhibit  these  stories  to  the  eye,  and  the  Spanish  convents 
abound  in  pictures  more  encouraging  "to  vice  than  the  most  profli- 
gate prints  of  the  Palais  RoyaL    1  recollect  one  at  Seville  m  the 
convent  of  the  Antonines — a  species  of  the  genus  Monackus  Fran- 
ciscanus  of  the  Monachologia — ^so  strangely  absurd,  that  I  hope  the 
reader  will  forgive  my  lengthening  this  article  with  its  description. 
The  picture  1  allude  to  was  in  the  cloisters  of  the  convent  of  San 
Jintonio,  facing  the  principal  entrance,  so  late  as  the  year  1810, 
when  I  last  visited  Seville.  The  subject  is  the  hair-breadth  escape 
of  a  great  sinner,  whom  St  Francis  saved  a^inst  all  chances.   An 
extract  from  the  Chronicles  of  the  Order,  which  is  found  in  a  corner 
of  the  pointing,  informs  the  beholder  how  that  the  person  whose 
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sovl  is  represented  on  the  canvas,  was  a  lawless  noUeroan,  who» 
fortified  in  his  own  castle,  became  the  terror  and  abhorrencaof  the 
neighbourhood.  As  neither  the  life  of  man,  nor  the  honour  of 
woman,  was  safe  from  the  violence  of  his  passions,  none  willingly 
dwelt  upon  his  lands,  or  approached  the  gate  of  the  castle.  It 
chanced,  however,  that  two  Franciscan  friars,  having  lost  the  way 
in  a  stormy  night,  applied  for  shelter  at  the  wicked  nobleman^ 
^te,  where  they  met  with  nothing  but  insult  and  scorn.  It  was  welt 
for  them  that  the  fame  of  Saint  Francis  filled  the  world  at  that 
time.  The  holy  saint,  with  the  assistance  of  Saint  Paul,  had  lately 
cut  the  throat  of  an  Italian  bishop,  who  had  resisted  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Franciscans  in  his  diocese**  The  fear  of  a  similar  pun- 
ishment abated  the  fierceness  of  the  nobleman,  and  he  orderea  his 
servants  to  eive  the  friars  some  clean  straw  for  a  bed,  and  a  couple 
of  eggs  for  their  supper.  Having  given  this  explanation,  the  painter 
trusts  to  the  appropriate  langoap  of  his  art,  and  takes  up  the  story 
immediately  after  the  death  of  tne  noble  sinner.  Michael  the  arch- 
ai^l— who  by  a  traditional  belief,  universal  in  Spain,  and  proba- 
bly common  to  all  Catholic  countries,  is  considered  to  have  the 
ci&ar^  of  we^hing  departed  souls  with  their  good  works,  against 
the  sms  they  nave  committed— -is  represented  with  a  large  pair  of 
scales  in  his  hand.  Several  angels,  in  a  group,  stand  near  him, 
and  a  crowd  of  devils  are  watching,  at  a  respectful  distance,  the 
result  of  the  trial.  The  newly -departed  soul,  in  the  puny  shape  of 
a  sickly  boy,  has  been  placed,  naked,  in  one  scale,  wnile  the  oppo- 
site groans  under  a  monstrous  heap  of  swords,  daggers,  poisoned 
bowls,  love-letters,  and  the  portraits  of  females  whohad  been  the 
victims  of  his  fierce  desires*  It  is  evident  that  this  ponderous  mass 
would  have  greatly  outweighed  the  slight  and  nearly  transparent 
form  which  was  to  oppose  its  pressure,  had  not  Saint  Francis,  whose 
figure  stands  prominent  in  the  paintine,  assisted  the  distressed  soul 
by  dippina;  a  pair  of  eggs  and  a  bundle  of  straw  into  its  own  side 
of  the  balance.  Upon  this  seasonable  addition,  the  instruments 
and  emblems  of  guilt  are  seen  to  fly  up  and  kick  the' beam.  It  ap- 
pears from  this  that  the  Spanish  painter  agrees  with  Milton  in  the 
system  of  weighing  Fate ;  and  that,  since  me  dajrs  of  Homer  and 
Virgil,  superior  weight  is  become  the  sign  of  victory  from  being 
that  of  deteat— ^uo  vergat  pondere  lethum, 

•  Thk  curious  scene  is  the  subject  of  another  picture  in  the  cloisters  of  Saint 
Fkwicia,  at  Seville.  The  bishop  is  seen  in  his  bed,  where  Saint  Francis  has  neatly 
severed  the  bead  {rom  the  body  with  Saint  Paul's  sword,  which  he  had  borrowed 
for  this  pious  purpose.  As  the  good  fnan  might  have  been  suspected  of  having 
a  hand  in  this  miracle,  the  saint  performed  an  additional  wonder.  The  figures  of 
Saint  Paul  and  Saint  Francis  stood  side  by  side  in  a  painted  glass  window  of  the 
prtneipol  convent  of  the  order.  The  apostle  hada  sword  in  his  hand,  while  his 
companion  was  weaponless.  To  the  great  surprise  of  the  fathers,  it  was  obsen'ed, 
one  moniing,  that  Saint  Paul  had  given  away  the  sword  to  his  friend.  The  death 
of  the  bidiop,  which  happened  that  vety  ni^t,  explained  the  wonder,  and  taught 
the  world  what  those  xm^t  expect  who  thwarted  the  plans  of  heaven  in  the  es- 
tablishment of  the  Franciseans. 
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MAH — ^VEHSIFIED  FEOM  AN  APOLOGUE  BT  DR.  SUERIDAIH. 

Affliction  one  day,  as  she  hark'd  to  the  roar 

Of  the  stormy  and  struggling  billow, 
Drew  a  beautiful  form  on  tne  sands  of  the  shore, 

With  the  brancfh  of  a  weeping  willow. 
Jupiteri  stnlck  with  the  noble  plan 

As  he  roam'd  on  the  verge  of  the  ocean* 
Breath'd  on  the  figure,  and  calling  it  Man, 

Endued  It  with  Ufe  and  motion. 
A  creature  so  glorious  in  mind  and  in  fram^ 

So  8tamp*d  with  each  parent's  impression. 
Among  them  a  point  of  contention  became. 

Each  claiming  the  right  of  possession. 
He  is  mine,  said  Affliction,  I  gave  him  his  birth, 

I  alone  am  his  cause  of  creation : — 
Hie  materials  were  fumish'd  by  me,  answer'd  Eartli, — 

I  gave  him,  said  Jove,  animation. 
The  gods,  all  assembled  in  solemn  Divan, 

After  hearing  each  claimant's  petition. 
Pronounced  a  definite  verdict  on  Man, 

And  thus  settled  his  fate's  disposition. 
Let  Affliction  possess  her  own  child  till  the  woes 

Of  life  cease  to  harass  and  g^ad  it ; 
After  death  ^ve  his  body  to  Earth  whence  it  rose ; 

And  his  spirit  to  Jove,  who  bestow'd  it.  IL 


THE  NEW  PLAY. 

"  Behold  a  wonder  for  theatric  story ! 

The  culprit  of  this  night  appears  before  ye : 

Before  his  judges  dares  these  boards  to  tread, 

*  With  all  his  imperfections  on  his  head !' " — Gabbick. 

**  It  will  certainly  be  damned/'  said  I,  peeping,  with  tA:mu- 
lous  anxiety,  through  the  curtain  of  a  side  box,  and  surveying 
the  lengthening  visages  of  several  grave  elderly  gentlemen, 
seated  in  formidable  array,  and  most  significantly  shrugging  up 
their  shoulders,  about  the  fifth  row  from  the  orchestra.  **  Con- 
found that  gaping  booby  in  the  stage-box !''  uttered  I,  in  an 
agony  of.  despair,— ^^^  gs^ping  is  catching,  you  rascal ! — Another 
yawn,  and  I  am  certainly  undone.^'  But  thanks  to  the  gods 
above!  this  expectant  forerunner  of  my  irretrievable  ruin  was 
succeeded  by  the  deafening,  though  welcome  shouts  of  ^^  over 
with  him!"  "kick  him  out!"  "turn  him  over!"  proceeding 
from  the  stentorian  lungs  of  the  thunder-cloud  gods,  at  the  sum- 
mit of  Mount  rascal.  Peal  on  peal  re-echoed  above,  and,  to  my 
inconceivable  delight,  the  apparent  frown  of  merciless  criticism, 
and  the  native  yawn  of  a  country  clown,  were  dissipated  by  the 
rude  gust  of  an  overwhelming  clamour. 

After  a  delightful  interlude  of  five  minutes'  whistling  and 
screaming,  tranquillity  was  at  length  restored,  and,  with  fear  and 
trembling,  I  betook  myself  to  my  peep-hole,  watchm^,  like  a 
mouse  from  his  hiding-place,  with  anxious  and  scrutinizmg  eye, 
the  hostile  movements  of  the  great  grimalkin  Criticism. 
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No  gentle  reader^s  heart  ever  palpitated  with  the  anxiety  that 
perturbed  my  half-distracted  brain,  when '  my  ear  caught,  on 
turning  round  to  wipe  away  the  distillations  with  which  hope 
and  fear  had  flooded  my  cheek,  the  whispering  sound  of  a  lurk* 
ing  hiss.  It  vibrated  to  my  very  soul,  and  the  chill  of  horror 
thrilled  my  whole  frame.  Half  breathless,  and  my  knees  trem- 
bling beneath  me,  I  awaited  the  threatening  thunders  of  the 
approaching  storm;  but  the  hiss  died  away  harmlessly,  and,  to 
my  unspeakable  delight,  the  thunder  of  public  approbation 
started  me  from  my  reverie,  and  hope  animated  the  declining 
warmth  of  my  drooping  heart,  which  croMmed  the  conclusion  of 
the  first  act. 

Now !  thought  I,  am  I  about  to  become  immortalized*— to  be 
pointed  at,  as  the  favourite  poet  of  the  day— the  wonder  and 
admiration  of  thousands — the  topic  of  general  conversation-^ 
die  *^  sine  qua  non^'*  of  the  beau  monde —  in  short!  the  enviable 
author  of  the  sweet,  charming,  delightful  ^^  new  play."  £lated 
with  these  ideas,  and  ^  puffed  up  in  my  own  conceit,"  I  speedily 
resumed  my  post  of  observation,  rejoiced  beyond  measure  wi^ 
the  success  that  attended  the  first  representation  of  the  first  act 
of  my  first  attempt  at  theatricals. 

At  length !  the  mighty  judge  was  seated,  and  the  murmuring 
hum  of  busy  voices  was  soon  hushed  in  die  calm  quietude  of 
listening  anuety,  awaiting,  on  ^^  tip-toe  expectation,"  the  com- 
mencement of  the  second  act.  Soon  the  tinkling  harbinger 
"  gave  note  of  dreadful  preparation,"  and  all  was  "  still  as 
night."  But  scarce  had  the  drop-scene  risen,  when  the  most 
enthusiastic  greetings  welcomed  the  entrance  of  a  favourite 
actor,  and  relieved  me  for  the  moment,  to  prepare  for  yet  more 
trying  scenes  of  "  doubts  and  hopes."  From  right  to  left  I 
watched — ^then  listened — and  then  watched  again,  eager  to  catch 
the  faintest  whisper  of  the  public  voice. 

For  two  scenes,  all  went  on  ^^  smooth  as  a  flowing  tide,"  save 
here  and  there  a  temporary  interruption  of  ^^  Pray,  Ma'am,  be 
so  kind  as  to  have  the  goodness  to  take  off  that  there  bonnet  of 
yours." — ^^  La  Pa!  I  vish  you'd  shove  off  that  there  gendeman'a 
hat,"  with  various  other  fretful  ejaculations,  humorous  enough 
in  die  abstract,  but  distressingly  fidgeting  to  an  agitated 
author. 

At  last  the  lightning  of  a  bright  conception  fired  the 
audience.  Shouts  of  **  Bravo !  bravo  !"  simultaneously  burst 
forth  from  pit,  boxes,  and  gallery.  And  ^^  Bravo  !  my  boy !" 
reiterated  an  impertinent,  rushing  into  my  box,  and  saluting  me 
with  a  slap  on  the  shoulder,  that  nearly  felled  me  to  the  ground, 
•xcbuming,  *^  By  the  genius  of  Shakspeare,  Hal,  well  can*}*  it 
through  bravely;— half  a  dozen  friends  in  every  box  in  the 
house,  slipjs  and  all, — ^five  hundred  in  the  pit, — and  a  roar'tnjs^ 
thousand  in  the  galleries;"— -adding  a  damme — a  devilish  glad  , 
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to  see  ye*-4ind  a  similar  salute  at  parting — ^this  brainless yiic  «(- 
mile  of  a  milliner's  band-box,  was  off  in  the  skip  of  a  grasshop- 
per; leaving  me  wonder-struck  at  the  consummate  effrontery  of 
one  who  was,  to  me,  a  perfect  stranger.  Recovering  from  my 
fit  of  amazement,  yet  certainly  much  roused  by  such  an  uncere- 
monious greeting,  I  shook  my  feathers,-— took  another  pinch  of 
snuff,-— rubbed  my  hands,  and  hugged  myself  with  the  idea  of 
pocketing  the  hard-earned  profits  of  my  literary  labours.  For 
authorship  is,  at  best,  but  a  laborious  sort  of  profession,  a  name 
without  a  trade. 

^Batharic! 
I  he«r  a  sound  that  chilk  my  blood !" 

The  ghosts  of  Richard's  victims  were  not  more  unwelcome 
than  were  the  stifled  symptoms  of  disapprobation  which  grated 
on  my  ear.  ^^  This  passage  must  certainly  come  out,"  said  I, 
ploughing  a  long  black  line  of  pencil-mark  through  half  a  page 
of  self*imagined  beautiful  soliloquy.  **  There  !  'tis  done,  I  may 
be  yet  immortalized,"  continued  I,  sorrowfully  sun^eying  the 
havoc  I  had  made.  ^^  But  n^importe-^Nil  desperandum^  must 
be  my  motto*"  Shouts  of  "  Bravo !  bravo !"  succeeded  to  this 
momentary  inquietude,  which  was  amply  compensated  for,  by 
the  soothing  voice  of  the  audience,  whose  plaudits  closed  the 
last  scene  of  the  second  act,  and  buoyed  me  up,  in  the  hope  of 
success,  with  **  trials  yet  to  come." 

What  frequenter  of  a  London  theatre  is  there,  who,  after  the 
close  of  a  long  act,  has  not  felt  benefited  by  the  comforts  of  se- 
dentary relaxation;  either  by  stretching  his  limbs,  trumpeting 
his  nasal  organs,  or  yawning  out  a  responsive  gape  of  drowsy 
indulgence^  And  how  many  little  masters  and  misses — aye! 
and  grown  people  too,  are  there,  who  have  unintentionally  in- 
curred the  petulant  displeasure  of  Miss  Deborah  Spotless  on  the 
one  side,  or  Mr.  Spick  and  Span  on  the  other,  by  sucking  the 
grateful  juice  of  a  well*squeezed  orange  ?  Even  country  Nan 
and  Sue  must  have  their  "  fidgetings  and  gigglings,"  straining 
their  beauteous  eyes  "  upon  the  start"  to  devour  with  all  their 
might  the  novel  spectacle  of  a  London  theatre.  Critics,  too^ 
can  "  smooth  their  wrinkled  fronts,"  and  sometimes  smile  a  ray 
of  hope  to  an  author  in  a  side-box,  who  now,  with  them,  resumes 
in  eager  haste  his  seat,  to  wait  "  the  coming  storm." 

Never  did  the  creative  brain  of  authorship  teem  with  such 
pleasing  dreams,  as  the  ignis  fatuus  visions  which  danced  be- 
fore me  in  perspective  playfulness,  previous  to  the  commence- 
ment  of  the  last  act.  At  one  time  methought  the  labours  of  my 
youthfurpen  were  rummaged  from  the  dusty  confines  of  a  cor- 
nice shelf,  put  into  *'  apple-pie  order,"  habited  in  the  modem 
apparel  of  double-gilt  morocco,  or  russia,  and  honoured  with  a 
conspicuous  station,  *^'mid  bards  of  old,  immortal  sons  of 
praise."    Now  I  fancied  myself  Su*  Oracle  of  a  Sunday  corner^ 
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sazione^  receiving  the  homage  of  a  fluttering  host  of  fashionable 
literati,  at  the  shrine  of  their  prosperous  saint.  At  another 
time  methought  I  occupied  a  distinguished  station  in  the  Poet's 
comer,  with  a  hie  Jacet  encomiastic  inscription,  blazing,  in 
highly  varnished  black  letters,  the  merits  of  departed  genius. 

Then  I  thought  on when  Ae  prompter's  bell  awoke  me  from 

my  dream. 

This,  said  I  exultingly,  will  be  the  last  trial  I  shall  undergo. 
«  Mind  actors,"  said  I,  in  the  joy  of  my  heart, "  an  author  ex- 
pects every  actor  to  do  his  duty :"  that  well  done,  the  victory  is 
ours.  "Truce  with  your  vanities,"  said  a  listening  critic. 
"  Public  opinion !"  "  Deuce  take  public  opinion,"  faltered  on 
my  lips.  "  But,"  rejoined  I,  cooling  with  icy  celerity, "  public 
opinion  is  here  lord  chief  Justice,  or  commander-in-chief,  and  I 
am  but  a  poor,  ragged,  half-starved,  raw  recruit,  training  under 
the  nimble-wristed  round  rattan  flourish  of  a  drill-serjeant, 
whose  will  is  law."  "  Yes,"  at  the  same  time  pressing  down  my 
book  upon  the  cushion,  and  preparing  the  blunted  point  of  my 
pencil  for  another  coup  de  main^  ^^  it  is  so,  and  by  that  law  I 
am  willing  to  be  judged — so  now  for  the  last  act."  How  smiling- 
ly the  critics  look  to-night,  thought  !•    "  Poor  Ned's  piece  was 

damned  last  night — ^lost  all  his  time,  and ."    Here  a  most 

tremendous  uproar  commenced  between  the  boxes  and  pit;  each 
contending  with  stubborn  perseverance  the  merits  of  a  contest 
ed  point.  Hisses  and  shouts  of  bravo  raged  with  contending 
equality;  whilst  I,  pale  and  trembling,  would  gladly  have  con* 
ceded  die  disputed  point,  to  save  the  piece.  But  "  who  shall 
decide  when  doctors  disagree?"  So  the  wind  blew,  and  the  sea 
roared,  and  my  play  was  buffeted  about,  at  the  mercy  of  con- 
tending  partisans, 

**  And  with  the  sea»  rose  mountains  high. 

Then  dipp'd  ag»n  as  low— «8  hell's  mnn  heaven." 

At  length  Mr.  Manager  came  forward,  amid  loud  cries  of 
ofi^— off— 3iear — ^hear — bravo— bravo— and  went  through  the 
appeanng  elocutives  of  dumb  show.  At  last  a  hearing  was  ob- 
tained, and  Mr.  Manager  addressed  the  audience  by  ^^  Ladies 
and  gendemen,  your  will  is  law.  If  it  is  your  pleasure  that  the 
piece  be  withdrawn,  we  shall  feel  it  incumbent  on  us  to  comply." 
Shouts  of  no— go  on — go  on,  at  length  became  almost  unani- 
mous, and  the  play  proceeded  to  the  delight  of  some  and  the 
grumbling  of  others,  and  was  given  out  for  repetition  on  the 
foDowing  evening,  by  which  time  I  resolved  within  myself  to 
curtail  the  last  act  one-third,  a  resolution  that  fortunately  saved 
the  piece,  set  me  upon  the  pinnacle  of  popularity,  filled  my 
pocket,  inunortalized  my  name,  realized  my  hopes,  and  paved 
a  way  for  the  foundation  of  another  new  play,  to  be  written  for 
the  forthcoming  season,  W.  D.  St.  C. 
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WALKS  IN  THE  GABDEK.      NO.  111. 

'<  The  Ui'e  and  felicity  of  an  excellent  gardener  is  preferable  to  all  other  di- 
Tersions."  Evblts. 

«  What  could  I  wish  that  I  possess  not  here  ? 
Health,  leisure,  means  to  improve  it,  friendship,  peace. 
No  loose  or  wanton,  though  a  wandering  Muse, 
And  constant  occupation  without  care.^  Cowfke. 

"  I  DO  dearly  love,'*  says  the  young  lady  in  the  comedy,  "  to 
see  the  dingy  little  sparrows  in  London  hopping  about  from 
lamp-post  to  lamp-post." — ^**Talk  of  the  rain,"  exclaims  Mrs. 
Briggs,  ^^  pattering  on  the  green  leaves,  and  the  birds  chirping 
on  the  spray: — give  me  the  rain  pattering  on  the  green 
umbrellas,  and  the  clink  of  pattens  on  the  pavement !"  Now, 
with  due  deference  to  these  authorities,  I  cannot  help  thinking 
there  is  something  very  melancholy  in  the  smoky  aspect  of 
those  feathered  cockneys,  who  are  conversant  with  lamp-posts 
and  the  rumbling  of  cart-wheels,  instead  of  the  dancing  green 
bough,  and  the  music  of  the  grove,  or  its  hushing  silence : — and, 
as  to  the  effect  of  a  shower  in  the  countr}',  I  declare  I  do  not 
know  a  more  exhilarating  sight,  to  say  nothing  of  its  melodious 
sounds  and  refreshing  odours.  To  me  the  branches  of  the  trees 
always  appear  to  stretch  themselves  out,  and  droop  their  leaves 
with  an  obvious  sense  of  enjoyment,  while  they  are  fed  by  the 
renovating  moisture.  I  have  been  complacently  watching  my 
shrubs  and  plants,  during  this  repast; — ^but  the  rain  is  now  over, 
they  have  finished  their  meal,  and  as  they  have  already  begun 
with  fresh  spirits  to  dance  in  the  breeze  and  glitter  in  the  sun- 
shine, let  us  sally  forth  to  share  their  festivity.  What  a  deli- 
cious fragrance  gushes  from  the  freshened  grass  and  borders ! 
It  is  the  incense  which  the  grateful  earth  throws  up  to  heaven 
in  return  for  its  fertilizing  waters.  Behold !  here  is  one  of  the 
many  objects  which  the  shower  has  accomplished :  by  moisten- 
ing the  wings  of  the  flying  Dandelion,  it  has  conveyed  it  to  the 
earth  at  the  very  moment  when  it  was  best  adapted  for  the 
reception  of  its  seed.  "  The  various  modes  by  which  seeds  are 
dispersed,  cannot  fail  to  strike  an  observing  mind  with  admira- 
tion. Who  has  nut  listened  in  a  calm  and  sunny  day  to  the 
crackling  of  furze  bushes,  caused  by  the  explosion  of  their 
lijtde  clastic  pods ;  or  watched  the  down  of  innumerable  seeds 
floating  on  the  summer  breeze,  till  they  are  overtaken  by  a 
shower,  which,  moistening  their  wings,  stops  their  further  flight, 
and  at  the  same  time  accomplishes  its  final  object,  by  immedi- 
ately promoting  the  germination  of  each  seed  in  the  moist 
earth  ?  How  little  are  children  aware,  as  they  blow  away  the 
seeds  of  Dandelion,  or  stick  burs  in  sport  upon  each  oUier's 
clothes,  that  they  are  fulfilling  one  of  the  great  ends  of  na- 
ture !"*    The  various  mechanism  and  contrivances  for  Hie  dis* 

*  Smith's  Introduction  to  Botany,  p.  302. 
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semination  of  plants  and  flowers  are  almost  inexhaustible. 
Some  seeds  are  provided  with  a  plume  like  a  shuttlecock,  which, 
Tendering  them  buoyant,  enables  them  to  fly  over  lakes  and 
deserts,  in  which  manner  they  have  been  known  to  travel  fifty 
mUes  from  their  native  spot*  Others  are  dispersed  by  animals, 
some  attaching  themselves  to  their  hair  or  feathers  by  a  gluten, 
as  Misletoe ;  others  by  hooks,  as  Burdock  and  Hounds-tongue; 
and  others  are  swallowed  whole,  for  the  sake  of  the  fruit,  and 
voided  uninjured,  as  the  Hawthorn,  Juniper,  and  some  grasses. 
Other  seeds  again  disperse  themselves  by  means  of  an  elastic 
seed-vessel,  as  Oats  and  Geranium ;  and  the  seeds  of  aquatic 
plants,  and  those  which  grow  on  the  banks  of  rivers,  are  carried 
many  miles  by  the  currents  into  which  they  fall.  The  seeds  of 
Tillandsia,*  which  grows  on  the  branches  of  trees  like  Misletoe, 
are  furnished  with  many  long  threads  on  their  crowns,  which,  as 
they  are  driven  forwards  by  the  winds,  wrap  round  the  arms  of 
trees,  and  thus  hold  them  fast  till  they  vegetate.  When  the 
seeds  of  the  Cyclamen  are  ripe,  the  flower-stalk  gradually 
twists  itself  spirally  downwards  till  it  touches  the  ground,  and 
forcibly  penetrating  the  earth,  lodges  its  seeds,  which  are 
thought  to  receive  nourishment  from  the  parent  root,  as  they 
are  said  not  to  be  made  to  grow  in  any  other  situation.  The 
subterraneous  Trefoil  has  recourse  to  a  similar  expedient,  which 
however  may  be  only  an  attempt  to  conceal  its  seeds  from  the 
ravages  of  birds ;  while  the  Trifolium  Globosum  adopts  a  still 
more  singular  contrivance  :  its  lower  florets  only  have  corols, 
and  are  fertile;  the  upper  ones  wither  into  a  kind  of  wool,  and, 
forming  a  head,  completely  conceal  the  fertile  calyxes.  But 
the  most  curious  arrangement  for  vegetable  locomotion,  is  to  be 
found  in  the  awn  or  beard  of  barley,  which,  like  the  teeth  of  a 
saw,  are  all  turned  towards  one  end  of  it :  as  this  long  awn  lies 
upon  the  ground,  it  extends  itself  in  the  moist  air  of  night,  and 
pushes  forward  the  barley-corn  which  it  adheres  to ;  in  the  day 
it  shortens  as  it  dries,  and  as  these  points  prevent  it  from  re- 
ceding, it  draws  up  its  pointed  end,  and  thus,  creeping  like  a 
worm,  will  travel  many  feet  from  its  parent  stem.  The  late 
Mr.  Edgeworth  constructed  a  wooden  creeping  hygrometer 
upon  this  principle,  which  expanding  in  moist  weather,  and 
contracting  itself  when  it  was  dry,  in  a  month  or  two  walked 
across  the  room,  which  it  inhabited. 

If  Nature  have  been  thus  ingenious  in  providing  for  the  dis- 
persion of  seeds,  she  has  not  been  less  provident  in  her  arrange- 
ments for  procuring  a  prolific  and  inexhaustible  supply.  Her 
great  leading  principle  seems  to  be  eternal  destruction  and  re- 
production, which  one  of  our  essayists  tells  us  may  be  simpli- 
fied into  the  fdSowing  concise  order  to  all  her  children,  ^^  eat 
and  be  eaten."    She  has  been  not  less  prodigal  in  the  seeds  of 

*  Dsrwin's  Loves  of  the  Pl»nti,  Canto  1^ 


44  lyalks  in  tike  Garden. 

plants  than  in  the  spawn  of  fish ;  as  almost  any  one  plant,  if  all 
Its  seeds  should  rtow  to  maturity,  would  in  a  few  years  alone 
people  the  terrestnal  globe.  The  seeds  of  one  Sunflower  amount 
to  4000 ;  Poppy  has  32,000.  Mr.  Ray  asserts  that  1012  seeds  of 
Tobacco  weighed  only  one  grain,  and  that  thus  calculated,  they 
amounted  in  one  plant  to  360,000 ;  and  he  supposes  the  seeds  of 
the  Ferns  to  exceed  a  million  on  a  leaf !  Nor  does  this  exube- 
rance seem  necessary  to  counteract  their  small  tenacity  of  life, 
for,  on  the  contrary,  the  vital  principle  in  seeds  is  generally  pre- 
served with  a  remarkable  vigour.  Great  degrees  of  heat,  short 
of  boiling,  do  not  impair  their  vegetative  power,  nor  do  we 
know  any  degree  of  cold  which  has  such  an  effect.  They  may 
be  sent  round  the  world,  exposed  to  eveiy  variety  of  climate, 
without  injury;  and  even  when  buried  forages  deep  in  the 
ground,  they  retain  their  vitality,  although  they  will  not  germi- 
nate, apparently  from  the  want  of  some  action  of  the  air,  as  it 
has  been  ascertained  by  repeated  experiments  that  seeds  planted 
in  the  exhausted  receiver  of  an  air-pump  will  not  vegetate.  The 
earth  thrown  up  from  the  deepest  wells,  although  all  possible 
access  of  fresh  seeds  be  carefully  excluded,  will,  upon  exposure 
to  the  air,  shoot  forth  weeds,  grasses,  and  wild  flowers,  whose 
seeds  must  have  lain  dormant  for  many  centuries ;  and  it  is  very 
common,  upon  digging  deeper  than  usual  in  gardener's  grounds, 
to  recover  varieties  of  flowers  which  had  long  been  lost. 

Observe  in  this  beautiful  double  Dahlia  how  highly  nature 
may  be  improved,  aU  double  flowers  being  produced  by  culti- 
vation, although  their  reproductive  powers  are  frequently  lost  in 
the  process,  whence  they  have  been  termed  by  botanists  vege- 
table monsters.  This  operation  is  effected  in  various  ways :  in 
some  the  petals  are  multiplied  three  or  four  times,  without  ex- 
cluding the  stamens,  whence  they  are  able  to  produce  seeds,  as 
in  Campanula  and  Stramoneum ;  but  in  others  the  petals  be- 
come so  numerous  as  totally  to  exclude  the  stamens,  and  these 
are,  of  course,  unproductive.  In  some  the  nectaries  are  sacri- 
ficed for  the  formation  of  petals,  as  in  Larkspur;  while  in  others 
the  nectaries  are  multiplied  to  the  exclusion  of  the  petals,  as  in 
Columbine. 

**  Who  kivesa  gudeo»  kyres  a  greenhouse  Uks" 
sings  Cowper;  and  ours,  humble  as  it  is,  may  afford  us  some 
instruction,  as  we  sit  and  contemplate  its  evergreen  inhabitants, 
filling  their  little  amphitheatre  in  due  succession  of  rank  and 
dignity. 

— •«  Fordgnen  from  many  lands* 

They  form  one  sodal  shade,  as  if  conTened, 

By  magic  summons  of  the  Orphean  lyre." 

These  Vine-leaves,  which  were  suspended  yesterday  by  a  thread 
with  their  under  surfaces  turned  towards  the  windows,  have 
already  recovered  their  natural  position,  sJthough  deUched  from 
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the  stem;  whence  we  not  only  learn  that  light  acts  beneficially 
upon  the  upper  surface^  and  injuriously  upon  the  under  side  of 
leaves,  but  we  have  proof  that  the  turning  is  eiFected  by  an 
impression  made  upon  the  leaf  itself,  and  not  upon  the  foot- 
stalk. Fruit*trees  on  the  opposite  sides  of  a  wall  invariably 
turn  their  leaves  from  the  wall  in  search  of  light,  which  seems 
to  have  a  positive  attraction  for  them,  exclusive  of  any  accom- 
panying warmth ;  for  plants  in  a  hot-house  present  the  fronts  of 
their  leaves,  and  even  incline  their  branches  to  the  quarter  where 
there  is  most  light,  not  to  that  where  most  air  is  admitted,  nor 
to  the  flue  in  search  of  heat.  Light  gives  the  green  colour  to 
leaves ;  for  plants  raised  in  darkness  are  of  a  sickly  white,  of 
which  the  common  practice  of  blanching  Celery  in  gardens,  by 
covering  it  up  with  earth,  is  a  proof  under  every  one's  observa- 
tion. By  experiments  made  with  coloured  glasses,  through 
which  light  was  admitted,  it  appears  that  plants  become  paltr 
in  proportion  as  the  glass  approaches  nearer  to  violet. 

This  annual  Mesembryanthemum  would  have  afforded  us 
ttiother  illustration  of  the  extraordinary  provisions  of  Nature 
for  the  dispersion  of  seed.  It  is  a  native  of  the  sandy  deserts 
of  Africa,  and  its  seed-vessels  only  open  in  rainy  weather^ 
otherwise  the  seeds  in  that  country  might  lie  long  exposed  be- 
fore they  met  with  sufficient  moisture  to  vegetate.  Succulent 
plants,  which  possess  more  moisture  in  proportion  as  the  soil 
which  they  are  destined  to  inhabit  is  parched  and  sunny,  attain 
that  apparently  contradictory  quality  by  the  great  facility  with 
which  they  imbibe,  and  their  being  almost  totally  free  from 
perspiration,  which  in  plants  of  other  latitudes  is  sometimes 
excessive.  According  to  Dr.  Hales,  the  large  annual  Sunflower 
perspires  about  seventeen  times  as  fast  as  the  ordinary  insensi- 
ble perspiration  of  the  human  skin;  and  the  quantity  of  fluid 
which  evaporates  from  the  leaves  of  the  Cornelian  Cherry  in 
the  course  of  twenty-four  hours,  is  said  to  be  nearly  equal  to 
twice  the  weight  of  the  whole  shrub.  Sometimes,  from  a  sud- 
den condensation  of  their  insensible  evaporation,  drops  of  clear 
water  will,  even  in  England,  in  hot  calm  weather,  fail  from 
groves  of  Poplar  or  Willow,  like  a  slight  shower  of  rain.  Ovid 
has  made  a  poetical  use  of  this  exudation  from  Lombardy  Pop^ 
lars,  which  he  supposes  to  be  the  tears  of  Phaeton's  sisters,  who 
were  transformed  mto  those  trees. 

How  utterly  vain  and  insignificant  appear  all  the  alembics 
and  laboratories  of  chemists  and  experimental  philosophers 
when  compared  with  the  innumerable,  exquisite,  and  unfathom- 
able processes  which  Nature  in  silence,  andwithout  effort,  is  at 
this  instant  elaborating  within  the  precincts  of  our  little  garden ! 
From  the  same  mysterious  earth,  planted  in  the  same  pot,  her 
inscrutable  powers  will  not  only  concoct  various  flowers  utterly 
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dissimilar  in  form,  odour,  colours,  and  properties,  some  perhaps 
containing  a  deadly  poison,  others  a  salutary  medicine;  but  she 
will  even  sometimes  combine  all  these  discordant  secretions  in 
the  same  plant*  The  gum  of  the  Peach-tree,  for  instance,  is 
mild  and  mucilaginous.  The  bark,  leaves,  and  flowers  abound 
with  a  bitter  secretion  of  a  purgative  and  rather  dangerous  qua- 
lity. The  fruit  is  replete  not  only  with  acid,  mucilage,  and 
sugar,  but  with  its  own  peculiar  aromatic  and  highly  volatile 
secretion,  elaborated  within  itself,  on  which  its  fine  flavour  de- 
pends. How  far  are  we  still  from  understanding  the  whole 
anatomy  of  the  vegetable  body,  which  can  create  and  keep  sepa- 
rate such  distinct  and  discordant  substances  !*  Iron  has  been 
detected  in  roses,  and  is  supposed  to  be  largely  produced  by 
vegetable  decomposition  from  the  chalybeate  quality  and 
ochrous  deposit  of  waters  flowing  from  morasses;  and  it  is  well 
ascertained  that  pure  flint  is  secreted  in  the  hollow  stem  of  the 
bamboo,  in  the  cuticle  of  various  grasses,  in  the  cane,  and  in  the 
rough  horsetail,  in  which  latter  it  is  very  copious,  and  so  dis- 
posed as  to  make  a  natural  file,  for  which  purpose  it  is  used  in 
our  manufactures.  Whstt  a  contrast,  exclaims  the  same  ingeni- 
ous botanist,  to  whom  we  have  been  so  largely  indebted,  be- 
tween this  secretion  of  the  tender  vegetable  frame,  and  those 
exhalations  which  constitute  the  perfume  of  flowers !  One  is 
among  the  most  permanent  substances  in  nature,  an  ingredient 
in  the  primaeval  mountains  of  the  globe;  the  other  the  invisible, 
intangible  breath  of  a  moment ! 

Among  the  innumerable  advantages  to  be  derived  from  a 
knowledge  of  botany,  however  slight,  may  be  mentioned  the 
perpetual  amusement  which  it  affords  in  scenes  which  to  others 
might  be  only  productive  of  ennui;  the  impressions  of  pilre 
natural  religion  which  it  awakens,  and  the  lofty  and  ennobling 
sentiments  by  which  they  are  invariably  associated.  Nor  do  we 
need  for  this  purpose  the  garden's  artificial  embellishments,  as 
the  same  sensations  may  be  excited,  even  in  a  more  striking  de- 
gree, amid  the  most  desolate  scenes.-^ 

Nature  in  every  form  is  lovely  still. 

I  can  admire  to  ecstasy  although 

I  be  not  bower'd  in  a  rustling  grove. 

Tracing  through  flowery  tufte  some  twinkling  rill. 

Or  i>ercn'd  upon  a  green  and  sunny  hill. 

Gazing  upon  the  sylvanry  below. 

And  harkmg  to  the  warbling  breaks  above. 

To  me  the  wilderness  of  thorns  and  brambles 

Beneath  whose  weeds  the  muddy  runnel  scrambles— 

The  bald,  burnt  moor— the  marsVs  sedgy  shallows, 

*  Smith's  IntrodacGon  to 'B«tm>y. 
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Where  docks,  buUrusheSy  waterta^,  and  mallows 

Choke  the  rank  waste,  alike  can  ^eld  delight.  ^ 

A  blade  of  silver  hair-grass  nodding  slowly 

In  the  soft  wind ;— the  thistle's  purple  crown. 

The  ferns,  the  rushes  tall,  and  mosses  lowly, 

A  thorn,  a  weed,  an  insect,  or  a  stone. 

Can  thrill  me  with  sensations  exquisite— 

For  all  are  exquisite,  and  every  part 

Points  to  the  mighty  hand  that  fashioned  it. 

Then  as  I  look  Soft  with  yearning  heart. 

The  trees  and  mountains,*like  conductors,  raise 

My  spirit  upward,  on  its  flight  sublime, 

And  clouds  and  sun  and  heaven's  marroorean  floor, 

Are  but  the  stepping  stones  by  which  I  climb 

Up  to  the  dread  invisible,  to  pour 

My  grateful  feelings  out  in  silent  praise. 

When  the  soul  shakes  her  win^,  how  soon  we  fly 

From  earth  to  th'  empyrean  heights,  and  tie 

The  Thunderer  to  the  tendril  ol  a  weed.  H. 
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^'Le  Thtotre  est  ce  aue  Tesprit  humain  a  jamais  invent^  de  plus  noble  et  de 
plua  utile,  pour  former  les  moeurs  et  pour  le«  polir :  c'st  la  le  chef-d'oeuvre  dc 

**  I  befieve,  upon  a  true  definition-  of  tngedy,  it  wiU  be  found  that  ita  vrotk  ia 
to  refiinn  maimers  by  deligfatfid  representation  of  homan  life  in  great  penons, 
ky  way  of  diiio^e."  DaTDxy. 

It  is  curious  and  instructive  to  observe  the  French,  with  less 
of  dramatic  genius  than  the  English,  surpassing  the  English  and 
every  other  nation,  in  perfecting  the  tragic  drama.  There  is  no 
subject,  however,  the  impartial  treatment  of  which  will'  meet 
with  less  conformity  of  opinion.  Even  the  proposition  just 
stated  contains  two  chaUenges  to  dispute.  The  countrymen  of 
ConeiUe,  Racine,  and  Voltaire,  smile  at  an  assumed  supe- 
riority to  them,  of  genius  to  invent,  taste  to  embellish,  or  talent 
to  extend*  Amongst  us,  on  the  other  hand,  French  tragedy  is 
absolutefy  contenaned  by  three  descriptions  of  people ;— the 
smitten  admirers  of  Germanism ;  those  literary  antiquarians, 
who,  seeking  matter  for  paradox  and  refuge  for  conceit,  in  the 
accessible  but  neglected  rude  essays  of  our  ancestors,  enviously 
decry  perennial  literature,  because  they  do  not  know  it ;  lastly, 
sane  who,  with  judgments  more  enlightened,  reproach  the 
Frendi  poels  with  eflSeminacy  and  mannerism,  and  tolerate  the 
grossneas  and  extravagance  of  our  own  early  dramatists,  for  the 
sake  of  that  redeeming  anomalv  of  force,  grandeur,  and  fidelity 
to  nature,  which  in  diem  is  the  morei  striking  and  fascinating, 
from  the  effect  of  contrast  and  surprise.   Here  is  a  vast  mass  of 
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the  reading,  and  even  writing  population  of  the  day,  prepared 
to  trample  down  the  principles  of  classic  criticism ;  not  caring, 
—some  perhaps  not  knowing, — ^that  they  proscribe  Euripides 
and  Virgil  with  Racine — Sophocles,  Aristode,  and  Horace,  with 
Voltaire.  They,  however,  whose  minds  have  been  formed,  and 
whose  prejudices  have  been  removed,  by  classical  studies,  and 
a  European  education,  concurring  in  the  censure  of  the  French 
poets  for  occasional  mannerism  and  effeminacy,  produced  by  a 
too  strict  observance  of  rules,  and  a  too  sensitive  refinement  of 
taste,  will,  at  the  same  time,  accord  to  them  the  honour  of  having 
given  to  dramatic  composition,  correctness  of  design,  beauty  of 
form,  and  the  other  graces  of  fine  art,  in  a  civilized  age. 

But  why  is  it  that  English  tragedy,  with  its  superiority  of 
genius,  its  force,  depth,  free  spirit,  and  variety,  has  remained 
comparatively  unrefined  ?  The  following  is  the  chief  cause.  Tlie 
master-spirits  of  the  drama  in  France  produced  their  chefa-iTccuvre 
after  the  middle  of  the  17th  and  during  the  18th  centuries,  when 
the  French  language  had  been  already  formed  and  polished, 
and  French  literature  had  reached  its  meridian  splendour.  In 
England,  unhappily,  the  master-spirits,  or  rather  the  one  tran- 
scendant  master-spirit,  appeared  in  an  age,  rich  undoubtedly  in 
the  growth  of  great  intellect,  but  whilst  the  language  was  yet 
rude^  civilization  less  than  imperfect,  and  the  stage  uncreated. 
Shakspeare's  genius  has  not  only  immortalized  his  name ;  but, 
as  if  to  give  proof  of  its  extraordinary  power,  has  consecrated 
grossness,  impurit)',  unnatural  conceits,  the  two  extremes  of 
baseness  and  bombast*— in  fine,  all  those  lamentable  vices  of 
taste,  which  are  properly  not  his,  but  of  bis  time.  It  is  from 
this  leading  circumstance,  that  tragedy  in  France  and  England 
bears  a  different  impress  of  character,  peculiar  to  the  two 
nations  respectivelv.  A  mere  coup-d^cal  of  the .  progress  of 
tragic  composition  m  both  countries  will  establish  this  fact.  It 
may  also  give,  perhaps,  juster  notions  of  French  tragedy  than 
are  at  present  generally  entertained  amongst  us.  The  dramatic 
literature  of  our  neighbours  has  often  mingled  with  our  own  ; 
but,  from  the  incapacity  of  our  imitators  and  translators,  and 
the  natural  disappointment  of  the  public,  its  merits  have  never 
been  fairly  appreciated,  and,  indeed,  its  true  character  never 
understood.  The  progress  of  dramatic  improvement  in  France 
is  also  curiously  illustrative,  by  contrast,  of  the  causes  which 
have  retarded  the  culture,  or  corrupted  the  principles  of  English 
theatric  taste.  And  here  a  material  error,  but  too  geneniUy 
prevalent,  may  be  corrected — at  least  stated,  en  passant.  There 
is  not,  in  this  age  of  dissertation,  a  tyro,  or  a  sage  in  criticism, 
who  expends  his  judgment  or  his  spleen  on  the  passing  litera- 
ture of  the  stage,  but  opens  with  a  lament  upon  the  decay  of 
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dramatic  taknt-^a  most  mistaken  idea,  or  more  propeiijr,  the 
CQofusicm  of  one  idea  with  another.  Never  was  our  poetical 
literature  more  vivified  and  resplendent  with  the  soul  and  genius 
of  the  drama*  Boldness,  variety,  and  force,  in  the  invention  i^ 
character  and  situation;  a  sounding  and  stirring  of  the  pas- 
sions to  their  utmost  depth;  a  picturesque  introduction  of  per* 
sonages  speaking  and  acting  for  themselves  :•— these  are  its  main 
features.  £ven  those  great  talents  that  have  abandoned  the 
dassic  for  the  romantic  muse-^ut  still  preserve  and  cherish  the 
sentiment  of  grandeur,  beauty,  and  propriety,  which  never  yet 
was  found  but  in  the  classic  models^-^u'e  only  die  more  dramatic* 
But  in  the  abundance  of  capable  genius  the  theatre  is  barreni 
because  the  depravation  of  public  taste  has  consigned  the  stage 
to  a  race  of  writers  whom  the  poverty  of  their  resources  has  con* 
demned  to  move  in  the  procession,  at  the  tail  of  literature. 
This  general  proposition  will  be  understood  as  subject  to  ex* 
ceptkm  and  qualification,  in  favour  of  some  late  tragedies; 
but  it  does  jusdy  and  emphatically  apply  to  the  host  of  transla* 
tors,  adapters,  and  revivers,  who  import  melodrame  from  the 
famastic  bedlam  stage  of  Germany,  or  the  Boulevards  of  Paris  ^ 
or  rake  up  buried  rudeness  from  iu  grave;  or  else  fix  their  fierngs 
upon  any  new  w6rk  which  may  be  tortured  into  a  drama--^ub* 
sisting,  like  freebooters,  upon  the  outskirts  of  literature,  by 
prowling  among  the  living,  and  profaning  the  dead*— ignorant 
alike  of  conscience  and  of  taste. 

Minds  of  superior  power,  with  reputations  to  lose,  or  to  gain, 
will  not  risk  the  mortification  of  failure  for  a  most  precarious 
success.  But  why,  it  will  be  asked,  do  they  not  take  possession 
of  the  stage,  and  raise  and  reform  it  i  There  is  no  longer  the 
same  incentive  of  ambition  or  interest.  The  vast  diiFusion  of 
the  faculty  of  reading  among  the  people,  has  rendered  the  press 
jost  as  rapid  a  vehicle  to  fame  and  fortune,  without  the  same 
perils.  The  stage,  moreover,  has  fallen  into  neglect,  if  not  dis- 
repute. Those  who  fill  the  high  offices  of  state  and  the  ranks 
of  nobility,  no  longer  adorn  it  by  their  talents,  or  protect  it  by 
their  inftueooe.  Their  patronage  of  literary  dependants  is  not 
an  equalizing  communion  in  the  worship  of  the  Muses,  but 
rather  a  pampering  of  political  satellites  and  parasites.  The 
softer  sex  too,  whose  influence  is  always  so  powerful  in  giving 
the  tone,  and  whose  organic  sensibility  and  fineness  of  touch 
are  so  well  calculated  to  exalt  and  refine  the  drama,  have  aban- 
doned society  and  the  stage  for  heardess  revelry,  a  pedantic 
smattering  o^  science,  or  what  is  more  fatal  though  more  difficult 
to  blame,  die  fascinations  of  a  sister  art.  Music  has  nearly 
faanidied  conversation  from  the  drawing-room,  and  seduced  the 
fair  votaries  of  intellectual  pleasure  from  the  national  theatres 
to  the  Italian  opera. 
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The  drama,  both  in  France  and  England,  first  sprang*  up  in 
those  two  extremes  of  society  and  reclusion,  where  the  tedium 
of  life  is  most  importunate— palaces  and  cloisters.  Ennui  be- 
came ini^ntive  for  its  own  rehef,  and  produced  the  monstrous 
£effces  called  mysteries  and  moraliues.  The  French  have  pre- 
served many  of  those  gross  but  curious  monuments  of  European 
barbarism  in  the  middle  aee.  The^  are  takem  almost  exclu- 
sively from  the  mysteries  o?  the  Christian  faith,  and  the  mytho- 
logy of  Paganism,— sometimes  blended  together,  not  only 
without  scruple,  but  with  equal  reverence.  The  fantastic  and 
varied  invention,  the  gorgeous  splendour,  die  resources  of  archi- 
tecture and  machinery,  displayed  in  these  exhibitions,  on  occa- 
sions of  sacred  or  profane  solemnity  in  the  courts  of  princes, 
in  an  age  so  gross  and  ignorant,  is  truly  wonderful.  In  1313, 
Philip  the  Fair,  of  France,  had  a  morality  performed  before 
him,  at  which  our  Edward  II.,  his  Queen,  a  Princess  of  France, 
and  a  splendid  train  of  English  nobility,  were  present  by 
special  invitation.  This  extraordinary  spectacle  consisted  of 
three  parts:  the, fable  of  the  Fox  and  tiie  Lion  dramatized, and 
presenting  the  whole  race  of  quadrupeds,  with  all  the  license  of 
the  Animaii  parUmti;  the  interior  of  Hell,  with  all  ito  machinery 
of  terror  and  torture  employed  upon  the  souls  of  the  damned; 
and  lastly,  a  view  of  the  bliss  of  Paradise,  An  old  chronicler, 
shortly  after  the  same  period,  ^ves  the  following  account  of 
a  monJity  performed  at  the  marriage  of  a  Prince  Palatine  of 
the  Rhine  with  a  Princess  of  England.  Orpheus  enters  play- 
ing upon  his  lyre,  with  an  assemblage  of  deputies  from  the 
whole  brute  creation,  tame  and  savage,  dancing  at  his  heels. 
The  firmament  next  opens,  and  the  stars  appear  also  dancing  to 
his  music.  Mercury,  who  officiates  as  stage^manager,  prays 
Jove  that  one  half  of  the  stars  should  be  transformed  to  knights 
dad  in  flaming  armour,  the  other  into  flame-clad  beauties.  The 
good-humoured  ^^  father  of  gods  and  men''  consents  by  a  nod 
from  the  top  of  Olympus;  the  knights  and  dames  join  hands  in 
the  heavens,  then  descend  from  tiieir  empyreal  abode  to  the 
banquet-hall,  and  dance  celestial  sarabands,  with  which  the 
spectacle  closes.  The  representation  of  the  twelve  labours  of 
Hercules  was  a  favourite  morality;  and  it  will  seem  rather 
strange  to  those  who  remember  exactly  what  those  labours  were, 
that  tiie  son  of  Jupiter  was  not  excused  the  representation  of  a 
single  one  of  these  memorable  trials  of  his  prowess.  The  mvs- 
teries,  composed  and  acted  almost  exclusively  in  the  beginnmg 
by  monks  and  pilgrims,  and  consisting  of  the  -birth,  life,  and 
passion  of  our  Saviour  dramatized,  were  at  first  represented  in 
monasteries,  but  subsequendy  exhibited  publicly  on  religious 
festivals  for  the  edification  of  the  people.  The  stage  was  a 
temporary  structure,  with  no  illusion  of  scenery,  but  the  orifice 
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of  hell,  in  the  form  of  a  dragon's  mouth,  through  which  the  de« 
Tib  nuide  their  entrances  and  exits.  There  is  something  at  once 
shocking  and  ludicrous  in  the  blasphemous  absurdity  of  these 
productions.  TThe  following  passage,  though  selected  for  its 
decorum,  will  pve  some  idea  of  the  tone  in  which  these  holy 
peMnages  treated  topics  the  most  sacred.  It  is  taken  from  a 
myitcry  entitled  "  The  Conception*"    It  is  Joseph  who  speaks: 

Mon  soulcy  ne  se.  pent  deffaire 
De  Marie»  mon  epouse  sainte. 
Que  j'ai  ainsi  trouee  enceinte, 
Ne  scay  s'il  y  a  faute  ou  non. 

#  «        *        •        « 

De  moi  n'est  la  chose  venue, 
Sa  promesse  n'a  pas  tenue. 

•  «        «        «        « 

Elle  a  rompu  son  manage. 
Je  suis  bien  infeible,  incredale, 
Qaand  je  r^rde  bien  son  a£Eaire 
De  croire  qu'ii  n'y  ait  meffaire, 
Elle  est  enceinte;  et  d'ou  viendroit 
Le  fniict?  II  faut  dire  par  droit 
Qu'il  y  ait  vice  d'adultire 
Pttisque  je  n'en  suis  le  p^e. 

Elle  a  tilt  trois  mois  entiers 
Hors  d'icy  et  au  bout  du  tiers 
Je  I'ai  toute  grosse  re9ue : 
L'aurait  queique  paillard  dou9e, 
Ou  de  fait  voulu  efforcer. 
Ha!  brief,  je  ne  scay  que  penser! 

It  may  be  thought  that  there  is  more  of  ndiveti  than  profane- 
ness  in  this  curious  monologue ;  but  there  are  other  passages  so 
explicitly  gross,  and  in  so  unequivocal  a  tone  of  impious  plea- 
santry, as  to  leave  no  doubt  but  the  two  extremes  of  superstition 
and  mfidelity  had  met  in  the  monasteries ;  however  the  sacred- 
ness  of  the  subject,  and  the  authority  of  the  performers,  may 
have  imposed  on  the  multitude.  Nor  is  this  meeting  of  extremes 
unnatural  or  infrequent.  Why  they  should  endeavour  to  bes- 
uaUzetfae  common  reason  of  mankind  is  no  less  easily  account- 
ed for.  It  is  the  policy,  if  not  the  instinct,  of  all  tyranny*,  spiri- 
tual and  temporal,  to  bow  down  the  slaves  of  its  power,  in  very 
wantonness,  to  the  lowest  abasement. 

This  profane  buffoonery  at  length  gave  such  public  scandal, 
as  to  call  for  the  interference  of  the  civil  magistrate :  and,  soon 
after,  some  advances  were  made  towards  introducing  a  better 
taste.     L Az ARE  Baif,  a  gentleman  of  Anjou,  who  had  studied 
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the  Greek  poets  in  Italy  tmder  the  celebrated  scholar  Mvsu&vs, 
early  in  the  16th  century,  gave  transktiona  in  French  verse  of 
the  £lectra  of  Sophocles  and  the  Hecuba  of  Euripides*  Seve- 
ral  other  translations  from  the  Greek  drama  quickly  followed. 
But  the  first  who  introduced  any  thin^  approaching  to  regular 
tragedy  on  the  stage  was  Jodelle.  His  Cieopatra,  the  earliest 
tragedy  in  the  language,  was  acted  with  proaigious  apphuiise  at 
the  palace  of  Rheims,  in  1552,  before  Henry  II.  and  a  splendid 
court.  The  Queen  of  Egypt  was  represented  by  the  poet  him- 
self, then  only  20  years  of  age,  and  uie  other  characters  by  the 
nobles  of  the  court.  Jodelle  is  regarded  as  the  inventor  of  the 
tragic  art  in  France.  He  was  celebrated  in  his  life-time  as  ^  a 
famous  child  of  the  Muses,"  and  figured  in  ^  the  poetic  pleiad'* 
of  his  contemporary  and  friend  Ronsard. 

The  extent  to  which  the  dramatic  genius  of  Jodelle  was  ho-* 
noured  by  the  poets  of  his  day,  and  the  influence  which  the 
Greek  drama  had  already  gained  in  France,  may  be  collected 
from  a  curious  circumstance  rdated  in  the  obscure  memoirs  of 
the  time : — An  assemblage  of  scholars  and  poets,  among  whom 
was  Jodelle  himself,  being  attracted  to  Arcueil  by  the  celebration 
of  the  CamivaU  in  1552,  took  occasion,  in  the  spirit  of  th&  sea- 
son, to  celebrate  the  recent  triumph  of  their  companion,  after 
the  manner  of  the  Greeks.  They  raised  a  temple  to  Bacchus; 
dithyrambics  were  composed  and  sung,  in  imitation  of  the 
ancient  festivals  of  the  god.  A  goat,  decked  out  in  due  form 
with  fillets  and  flowers,  was  produced  for  sacrifice  at  the  altar. 
But  the  priests  of  the  Muse,  in  their  pagan  enthusiasm,  were 
humane;  and  the  votive  goat,  after  merely  the  semblance  of  a 
bloody  offering,  was  dismissed  with  life  and  liberty.  They 
were  themselves  much  nearer  being  made  the  victims  of  their 
own  sacrifice.  The  clergy  raised  a  persecuting  cry  of  impiety 
and  idolatry  against  the  performers  of  this  harmless  masque- 
rade. 

The  French  would  consign  to  eternal  ridicule  the  man  who 
suggested  the  revival  of  the  Cleopatra  of  Jodelle.  But  such  a 
play,  and  of  such  a  date,  in  the  English  language,  would  throw 
our  dramaUc  virtuosos  into  an  ecstasy.  They  who  can  dicover 
truth,  force,  simplicity,  freedom,  in  the  rude  language,  gross 
manners,  and  capricious  extravagance  of  an  uncultivated  age, 
and  who  mistake  its  figurative  appedte  of  giant  coarseness  and 
capaciousness  for  power  of  imagination,  would  place  Jodelle^ 
were  he  English,  among  the  satellites  of  Shakspeare.  The  fol- 
lowing lines  may  be  given  as  a  specimen  of  his  manner.  The 
scene  is  historical.     It  is  that  in  which  Seleucus  charges  Cleo- 

Ctra,  in  the  presence  of  Octavius  Csesar,  with  secreting  part  of 
r  treasure.    Cleopatra,  boxing  and  kicking  him,  says, 
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*Ah,  fauxmenrdrier!  ah^faoxtraistre!  arrache 
gem  le  poil  de  la  teste  craelle* 
Que  plost  aux  dieux  qae  ce  fuBt  la  cervellei 

{8eleu^  d  Octavieu.) 
Puissant  Caesar!  retiens  la  doncq. 

{CUopatre  i  Seleuaue.) 

Tons  mesbienfaits— 4ia!  le  deuil  aui  m'eflbrce 
Donne  a  mon  coeur  ianguoreux  telle  force, 
Que  je  pourraisy  ee  me  semble,  froisser, 
Dtt  poing,  tea  os,  et  tes  flancs  crevasser 
A  coup  de  pied ! 

{Oeiavien  d  deapatre.) 
O  quelle  grinsant  coura^!- 
Mais  rien  n'est  plus  funeux  ^ue  la  n^ 
D'un  cceur  de  femrne*    H6  bien !  quoi !  Cleopatre, 
Eates  vous  point  ji  saoule  de  le  battre  ? 

{A  Seleuque.) 
Fuy-t'-en,  amy,  fuy-t'-en. 

Shakspeare's  play  on  the  same  subject  was  written  near  half  a 
century  after  that  of  Jodelle;  and  between  the  genius  displayed 
in  the  one  and  in  the  other  the  distance  is  immense.  The  me- 
morable description  of  Cleopatra  sailing  down  the  Cydnus,  and 
some  passages  of  sublimity  and  pathos,  as  the  drama  assumes 
the  tone  and  cast  of  adversity,  are  made  for  the  admiration  of 
mankind.  But  there  is  a  close  and  lamentable  resemblance  be- 
tween the  two  Cleopatras.  The  scene  just  cited  is  in  exact 
colouring  and  keeping  with  that  in  which  Shakspeare's  Cleo- 
patra, striking  the  messenger,  says— 

"Hence, 

Horrible  villain !  or  I'll  spurn  thine  eyes. 
Like  balls,  before  me ;  ni  unhair  thy  head,  , 

{She  hales  him  up  and  doum,) 
Thou  shalt  be  whipped  with  wire,  and  stewed  in  brine. 
Smarting  in  lingenng  pickle,  &c."-~ 

that  other  scene,  in  which  she  swears 

*  Ah!  fiJie  vUlain,  false  tnitor,  111  tear  the  hair  off  thy  cmcl  bead.  Wouki 
the  goda  it  were  thy  brain  I  dashed  out. 

{Seleucua  to  Octaviu9») 
Oh !  mi^ty  Cxaar,  do  hold  her  back. 

(  Cleopatra  to  Sdeucu$,) 
See  the  fiuits  of  all  my  bounty.    Ah  *  the  grief  I  suffer  gives  to  my  Luuniid 
heart  such  force,  that  methinks  I  could  beat  thy  bones  to  powder  with  my  fists, 
and  tread  on  thee  till  thy  loins  burst  beneath  my  feet. 

(Ocfovfitf.) 
Oh!  what  a  devilish  (teeth«iiaamng)  spirit!  but  nothing  is  so  iurioosas  the 
bean  of  an  enraged  woman.— < To  Cleopatra)    Eh!  how!  Cleopaitra,  han't  you 
yet  had  your  stomach  fall  of  beating  hun  f — (To  Seleucuo)  Begone,  begone,  my 
fnend. 
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"  By  Isist  I  will  giTe  thee  bloodj  teeth* 
If  tnoii  with  Cttsar  paragon  again* 
My  man  of  men,  &c."-— 

that  scene  of  deplorable  buffoonery  between  Cleopatra,  on  the 
eve  of  suicide,  and  the  clown,  who  brings  her  the  aspic;  and  but 
too  many  other  passages,  which  are  read  with  pain  and  humilia- 
tion, by  all  who  re^rd  the  glory  of  the  English  stage,  and  ad- 
mire Shakspeare  with  discernment. 

Jodelle,  who  was  familiar  with  the  Greek  poets,  copied  their 
regularity  and  simplicity  of  plot;  but  so  inartificially,  that  it 
mdces  his  play  only  the  more  flat  and  tediouis.  It  opens  with 
the  ghost  of  Antony  complaining  that  the  gods,  envious  of  his 
glory,  had  ma4e  him  the  slave  of  love  for  his  ruin ;  and  an- 
nouncing, that  Cleopatra,  by  his  command,  conveyed  to  her  in 
a  dream,  was  to  slay  herself  that  day  at  his  tomb.  The  queen 
next  appears,  surrounded  by  her  fem^e  attendants,  and  occu- 
pied with  this  dream.  She  devotes  herself  to  death,  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  command  of  her  lover's  ghost,  to  avoid  being  chain- 
ed to  the  triumphal  car  of  his  victorious  rival.  The  following 
verses,  in  which  she  vows  the  sacrifice  of  her  life,  possess  con- 
siderable force. 

*Qae  plutost  cette  terre  au  fond  de  ses  entrailles 
M'engloutisse  ii  present,  que  toutes  les  tenailles 
De  ces  bourrelles  sceurs,  norreur  de  I'onde  basse, 
M'arrachent  les  boyaux,  ^ue  la  teste  me  casse 
D'un  foudre  inusit6,  qu^ainsy  je  me  conseille 
Et  que  la  pear  de  mort  entre  dans  mon  Oreille. 

There  is,  in  imitadon  of  the  Greeks,  a  chorus  of  Alexandrian 
women,  who  descant  upon  the  vanity  of  human  affairs;  the 
glory  atad  the  fall  of  Troy;  the  wrongs  and  sorrows  of  Medea; 
die  beauty  of  the  rose,  which  endures  but  for  a  day ;  and, 
finally,  the  disastrous  loves  of  Marc  Antony  and  Cleopatra.  He 
wrote  several  other  pieces,  amonc;  which  "  The  Passion  of 
Dido,''  dramatized  trom  Virgil,  is  the  most  endurable;  all, 
however,  exhibiting  glimpses  of  great  natural  talent,  in  the 
midst  of  rudeness,  negligence,  and  haste.  ^^  The  composition 
of  a  tragedy,"  says  La  Mothe^  '*  never  cost  him  .above  ten  mom* 
ings."  He  died  at  an  early  age,  miserable  and  neglected,  after 
having  been  the  delight  of  two  sovereigns--one  among  many 
examples  of  the  ingratitude  of  kings,  and  of  the  sensibihty  and 
weakness  of  the  poetic  character  under  disappointment.  In  the 
extreme  of  poverty  and  sickness,  he  reminds  (in  vain)  Charles 

*  Sooner  may  this  earth  engulf  me  in  its  bowels,  sooner  may  the  toitnring^ 
pincers  of  the  avenginr  astersy  that  spread  honor  over  the  infernal  lake,  tear 
my  Titals,  than  I  counsel  me  to  thiis,  or  let  the  fear  of  death  find  passage  througli 
my  ear. 
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IX.  of  inhuman  memoiy,  that  *^  he  who  makes  use  of  the  lam|> 
should  at  least  supply  it  with  oil" — ^  ^i  se  sert  de  la  iampCj  au 
moins  de  Phuile  y  mety  But  what  seems  to  have  broken  his 
heart  was  the  failure  of  a  grand  spectacle^  founded  on  the 
Argonautic  expedition,  which  he  undertook  to  have  represented 
under  his  own  immediate  direction  at  court.  He  had  employed^ 
in  the  preparadon  of  it,  all  the  resources  of  his  skill,  which  was 
remarkable,  in  architecture  and  scenic  painting.  But  on  the 
eventful  day,  the  performers,  musicians,  scene-shifters— all  con- 
spired, by  their  blunders,  to  ruin  his  hopes.  ^  Where,"  says  he, 
^  I  had  ordered  two  rocks^  I  beheld  advancing  two  bells*'*  (au  lieu 
de  deux  rockers  que  j'avais  ccunmand^s,  je  vis  arriver  detix  clO' 
ehers^  The  following  beautiful  stanza  is  from  a  Funeral  Ode 
en  his  wretched  end,  written  by  one  of  his  friends : 

'^'Jodelle  est  mort  de  pauvret^. 
La  pauvret6  a  eu  puissance 
Sur  la  richesse  de  la  France^ — > 
O  Dieu  !  quel  trait  de  cruaut6 ! 
Le  Ciel  avoitmis  en  Jodelle,^ 
Un  esprit  tout  autre  qu'humain : 
La  France  lui  nia  le  pain» 
Tant  elle  fust  m^re.cruelle ! 
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Fount  of  Blandusia,  glassy  spring. 
Worthy  of  hallow'd  ofTering, 
Of  scattered  flowers  and  sweetest  wine ! 
A  kid  to-morrow  shall  be  thine, 
Whose  budding  horns  threat  lote  and 
Falsely,  alas !  poor  wantoner ! 
To-morrow  with  his  heart's  red  tide 
Thy  gelid  streamlet  shall  be  dyed. 
Thee  not  the  dog-star's  fiery  ray 
Visits  with  unrelenting  day: 
Th'  o?er-labour'd  ox,  toe  roving  kine. 
Glad  in  tbiy  cool,  fresh  shade  recline. 
Rank  amid  noblest  brooks  shalt  thou,     ' 
Whilst  in  my  song  the  oak  shall  grow 
Based  on  the  rock,  with  sparkling  flash 
Whence  down  thy  headlong  waters  dash. 

*  Jodelle  hath  had  his  death-stroke  from  poverty.  Poverty  hath  had  powei* 
werthe  treasure  of  iPrance.  O  God!  how  cruel.  Heaven  gave  Jodelle  a  spi- 
nt  other  thaahuman— IVuice  denied  ium  a  morael  of  bread,  so  much  was  she  a 
anel  mother. 

^  [Thos  closely  literal  version  can  give  to  the  mere  English  reader  no  idea  of  the 
^mpEcity,  tenderness,  and  turn  of  phrase,  in  the  origmal.] 
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^'  God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town :''  I  von* 
der  in  which  of  the  two  divisions  Cowper  would  have  placed 
Richmond.  £very  Londoner  would  laugh  at  the  rustic  that 
should  call  it  tOMm ;  and  yet  it  is  no  more  like  the  counlry,  the 
realf  untrimmed,  genuine  country,  than  a  garden  is  like  a  field. 
I  do  not  say  this  in  disparagement.  Richmond  is  nature  in  a 
court  dress,  but  still  nature — aye,  and  very  lovely  nature  too; 
gay,  and  happy,  and  elegant,  as  one  of  Chailes  the  Second's 
beauties,  and  with  as  little  to  remind  us  of  the  penalty  of  the 
original  Adam,  of  labour,  or  poverty,  or  grief,  or  crime.  Since 
no  place  on  the  globe  is  quite  exempt  from  their  influence,  I 
suppose  that  care  and  vice  may  exist  even  there;  they  are,  how- 
ever, well  hidden :  the  inhabitants  may  find  them,  or  they  may 
find  the  inhabitants;  but  to  the  casual  visiter  Richmond  appears 
a  sort  of  fairy-land— -a  piece  of  the  old  Arcadia,  a  hcdiday-spot 
for  ladies  and  gentlemen,  where  they  lead  a  happy  out-of-door 
life,  like  the  gay  folks  in  Watteau^s  pictures,  and  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  work-a-day  world.  The  principal  ingredient  in 
this  powerful  charm  is  the  river,  the  beautiful  river,  for  the  hill 
seems  to  me  overrated.  The  prospect  is  too  woody,  too  leafy, 
too  green.  There  is  a  monotony  of  vegetation,  a  heaviness. 
TThe  view  was  finer  as  I  first  saw  it  in  February,  when  the  bare 
branches  admitted  frequent  glimpses  of  houses  and  villages,  and 
the  colouring  was  left  to  the  fancy,  than  when  I  last  beheld  it, 
all  pomp  and  garniture,  *^  in  the  leafy  month  of  June.''  Canova 
said  it  only  wanted  crags ;  I  rather  incline  to  the  old  American 
criticism,  and  think  that  it  wants  clearing.  But  the  river,  the 
beautiful  river,  there  is  no  overrating  that.  Brimming  to  its 
very  banks  of  meadow  or  garden,  clear,  pure,  and  calm  as  the 
bright  summer  sky  which  smiles  down  into  its  bosom.  How 
gracefully  it  glides  through  the  bridge,  and  how  the  boats  be- 
come it!  and  how  pretty  those  boats  are,  ftom  the  light  green 
pleasure  vessel,  with  its  white  awning  and  its  gay  freight  of 
beaux  and  belles^  to  the  heavy  steam  boat,  which  comes  wal- 
loping along  with  a  regular  mechanical  motion,  rumpling  the 
waters,  and  leaving  a  track  of  tiny  waves  on  their  glassy  sur- 
face. Certainly  the  TThames  is  the  pleasantest  highway  in  his 
Majesty's  dominions.  The  happiest  hours  I  ever  passed  in  my 
life  were  spent  on  its  bosom  one  sweet  June  morning,  when  the 
light  clouds  seemed  ibllowing  and  folding  the  sun  in  a  thousand 
.veils  of  shadowy  alabaster,  and  the  soft  air  was  loaded  with 
fragrance  from  gardens  which  were  one  flush  of  roses  and  honey* 
suckles.  I  shall  never  forget  that  morning.  How  delightful  it 
was  to  g^ide  along  through  those  beautiful  scenes  with  those 
dear  companions,  sunk  in  that  silence  of  deep  enjoyment  which 


looks  so  like  thought,  though,  m  reality,  a  much  wiser  and 
happier  thing;  listening,  h^f  unconsciously,  to  Emily  I.'s 
sweet  snatches  of  Venetian  songs;  muttering  almost  as  un- 
consciously as  we  met  the  queen  birds,  ^<  The  swans  on  still 
St.  Mary's  lake  float  double,  swan  and  shadow;"  just  roused 
as  we  passed  Pope's  grotto,  or  the  arch  over  Strawberry  Hill; 
then  landing  at  Hampton  Court,  the  palace  of  the  Cartoons, 
and  coming  home  with  my  whole  mind  full  of  the  divine  Ra- 
phael, and  of  that  glorious  portrait  of  Titian  by  himself,  whicK 
almost  divided  my  admiration.  I  shall  never  forget  that  morn- 
ing. 

How  jdeasant  it  is,  on  the  other  hand,  to  go  down  the  river 
towards  Kew,  amongst  all  sorts  of  royal  recollections,  from  the 
ruined  house  of  Anne  of  Cleves,  to  the  lime-trees,  fragrant  with 
blossom  and  ^  musical  with  bees,"  imder  which  the  late  King 
and  Queen  used  to  sit  on  a  summer  evening,  whilst  their  chil- 
dren were  playing  roimd  them  on  the  grass.  Kew  Palace  is  in 
fine  harmony  wi£  this  pretty  family-piece.  It  is  quite  refresh- 
ing to  think  of  royalty  so  comfortable,  and  homely,  and  uncon- 
strained, as  it  must  have  been  in  that  small,  ugly,  old-fashioned 
house.  Princes  are  the  ^^bom  thralls"  of  splendour;  and  to 
see  them  eased  of  their  cumbrous  magnificence,  gives  such  a 
pleasure  as  one  feels  in  reading  ^^  Ivanhoe,"  when  the  cdDar  is 
taken  from  the  neck'of  Gurth,  and  he  leaps  up  a  free  man.  At 
Kew,  too,  in  those  confined  and  ill-furnished  s^artments,  they 
were  not  without  better  luxuries ;  books  accessible  and  read- 
able, and  looking  as  if  they  had  been  read,  and  a  fine  collection 
of  cabinet  pictures;  superb  Canaletti's;  the  famous  dropsical 
woman,  on  which  the  Queen  is  said  to  have  fixed  her  eyes,  du- 
ring her  last  illness,  with  such  an  intense  expression  of  self-pity; 
and  a  portrait  of  Vandyke,  which  rivals  the  Titian— «the  elegant 
Vandyke,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder,  which  has  been  so 
often  engraved.  What  an  interesting  thing  is  the  portrait  of  a 
great  artist! 

Amongst  the  many  superb  villas  round  Richmotid,  none  at- 
tracted me  so  much  as  Ham  House,  a  stately  old  place,  retired 
from  the  river,  and  conceided  and  divided  from  it  b^  rows  of 
large  trees.  Ham  House  is  quite  a  model  of  the  mansion  of  the 
last  century,  with  its  dark  shadoMry  front,  its  steps  and  terraces, 
its  maiUe  basins,  and  its  deep,  silent  court,  whose  iron  gate,  as 
H<»aice  Walpole  complains,  is  never  opened.  The  keeping  is 
perfect.  The  very  flowers  are  old-fashioned.  ^  No  American 
borders !  No  Kahnias,  or  Azalias,  or  Magnolias,  or  such  hea- 
then shrubs!  No  flimsy  China  roses!  Nothing  new-fangled  I 
none  but  flowers  of  the  olden  time— gay,  formal  knots  of  pinks 
and  sweet-peas,  and  larkspurs,  and  lilies,  and  hollyhocks,  mixed 
with  sotid  cabbage  roses,  and  round  Dutch  honey-suckles.  I 
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veverence  such  a  garden.  Every  thing  about  it  belong^  to  the 
time  of  hoops  and  periwigs.  Harlowe  Place  must  have  been 
such  another  abode  of  stateliness  and  seclusion.  Those  iron 
gates  seem  to  have  been  erected  for  no  other  purpose  than  to 
divide  Lovelace  fix)m  Clarissa.  We  almost  expect  to  see  her 
through  them,  sweeping  slowly  along  the  terrace  walk,  in  the 
pure  dignity  of  her  swan-like  beauty,  with  her  jealous  sister 
walching  her  from  a  window;  and  we  look  for  him  round  the 
comer  of  the  wall,  wsdting  to  deposit  a  letter,  and  listening,  with 
speaking  eagerness,  to  the  rustle  of  her  silk  gown.  Richardson 
must  certainly  have  seen  Ham  House. 

Another  interesting  part  of  Richmond  is  the  Park,  so  cele- 
brated in  the  Scotch  novels.  But,  alas!  it  has  been  improved* 
The  walk  in  which  Jeanie  Deans  met  Queen  Caroline  no  longer 
exists :  and  so  completely  do  those  engrossing  and  usurping 
books  take  possession  of  every  place  which  they  choose  to  men- 
tion, that  me  alteration  is  felt  as  a  real  disappointment.  To 
make  amends  for  this,  on  removing  some  old  furniture  lately 
from  a  house  in  the  vicinity,  three  portraits  were  discovered  in 
Ae  wainscot,  George  the  Second,  a  staring  4ikeness,  between 
Queen  Caroline  and  Lady  Suffolk.  The  paintings  are  the  worst 
of  that  bad  era;  but  the  recollection  of  Jeanie  Deans  is  irresisti- 
ble. I  was  still  more  forcibly  reminded  of  another  g^reat  poet, 
by  a  yew-tree  near  the  river,  worthy  to  have  been  joinedj  with 
^^  those  fratemsd  sons  of  Borrowdale— - 

M Hiif^e  trunks!  and  each  particular  tatink  a  gprowth 

$  intertwisted  fibres  serpentine, 
coilinip  and  inveterately  convolved." 

Richmond  has  been  so  accustomed  to  be  praised  in  fine 
poetry^  that  to  speak  of  it  in  humble  prose  seems  like  an  aflFront. 
But  die  sincerest,  and,  perhaps,  the  highest  compliment  that 
has  been  paid  to  this  celebrated  spot;  is  the  residence,  in  its 
near  neighbourhood,  of  two  of  our  greatest  landscape-painters, 
Mr.  Turner  and  Mr.  Hofiand.  The  pervading  spirit  of  this  soft 
and  lovely  scenery  may  often  be  traced  in  their  works ;  more 
especially  in  those  of  the  latter,  whose  sparkling  delicacy  and 
Claude-like  sweetness  of  tone  and  colour,  seem  caught  from  the 
beauty  which  breathes  like  a  perfume  around  him;  whilst  Mr. 
Tumer^s  original  and  truly  English  genius  is  evidently  derived 
from  universal  nature.  A  fine  picture  is  the  best  description  of 
Richmond,  though  some  of  its  graces  are  too  subtle  and  evanes- 
cent even  for  the  penciL  But  the  finest  charm  of  this  elegant 
place  is  the  pure  and  innocent  pleasure  which  it  affords  to  a 
large  and  meritorious  class  of  people.  They  who  love  to  con- 
template happy  faces,  should  go  diere  on  a  fine  Sunday  after- 
noon, and  reg^e  themselves  with  a  sight  of  the  many  family 
parties  drinking  tea  in  the  meadova,  reciulsng  Madame  Hdand's 
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delightful  account  of  her  Sunday  evening  by  the  banks  of  the 
Seme,  and  inhaling  fragrance  and  fresh  air  after  a  week's  smoke 
and  dust  in  smoky  London.  To  a  London  citizen,  Richmond 
is,  undoubtedly,  the  coimtry ;  and  if  we  who  come  farther  a-field, 
should  be  disposed  to  contest  the  point,  we  shall^at  least,  admit 
that  it  is  something  better.  M  • 


THOUGHTS  AWAKE1?ED  BY  CONTEMPLATING  A  PIECE  OF  THE 
PALM  WHICH  GROWS  ON  THE  SUMMIT  OF  THE  ACROPOLIS 
AT  ATHENS. 

1  GAXE  noon  thee— yet  I  will  not  weep— 

Thoittn  to  my  lips  this  heart  tumultuous  swell-— 
Myiour  calls  Freedom  from  her  silent  sleep^ 

Then  wildl  j  breathes  that  last,  lone  woro— Farewell  I 
Why  doth  the  music  of  the  sweet-toned  shell 

Break  into  sadness?  now  those  soft  notes  flying 
Lisht  as  the  musical  airs — ^now  Freedom's  knell 

Upon  the  desolate  winds  abruptly  sighing — 

Like  Ocean's  whisp'ring  gale,  wnich  seems  most  sweet  when 
dying! 

Oh !  lead  me  to  blest  Liberty^s  lone  graye !— - 

There  will  I  stand,  and  hear  the  waters  lash 
Her  sacred  tomb— -the  wildly-musical  waye 

May  scomfttUy  upon  the  cold  stone  dash! 

Yes!  let  seas  rage,  and  angry  liditnings  flash!  ^ 

Land  of  the  Muses,  and  of  liberty  T 

Once  it  was  thine  to  bid  kings  bow,  worlds  crash! 
Oh !  once  Hwas  thine,  immorSd  Greece,  to  be 
Hie  conqueror  of  the  world — ^the  parent  of  the  free ! 

And  this  is  desolation ! — ^this  is  death! — 

This  is  the  gloomy  stillness  of  the  soul  !— 
Within  this  chaos  doth  no  spirit  breathe  P — 

Doth  no  soft  yoice  upon  the  loud  seas  roll. 

Wild  as  thy  winds,  and  free  from  man's  control?— 
Heard  faintly,  but  mysterious,  and  unseen-*- 

A  sad  tone  issuing  from  destruction's  goal. 
And  gently  breathing  'neath  that  blue  serene 
A  si^  for  what  tritt^e— what  is,  and  what  has  bbbit  ? 

Then  farewell,  Athens!  Oh,  farewell,  farewell ! 

Land  of  the  glorious— nation  of  the  free ! 
Oh !  do  my  senses  labour  'neath  a  spell. 

Gazing  on  THifr— ^hich  breathes  of  thine,  and  thee. 

City  of  heroes?— Orphan'd  liberty, 
Inyisible,  may  eyen  now  be  near. 

And  bending  from  her  kindred  skies,  may  be 
Gazing,  in  silent  sadness,  mutely  HEnBr-> 
And  mingling  wiA  a  smile  the  sweetness  of  a  tear !        £•  B*  B. 
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FRAGMENTS  FROM  TH£  l^OODS. 

^  Lo,  the  poor  Indian,  whose  untutor'd  mind 

See^  God  in  clouds, or  Uean him  in  the  wind: 

His  soul  proud  Science  never  taught  to  stray 

Far  as  the  solar  walk,  or  milky  way ; 

Yet  simple  Nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 

Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  Heavenr— 

Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embraced. 

Some  happier  island  in  the  waterjr  waste, 

Where  shives  once  more  their  native  land  behold. 

No  fiends  tonnent,  no  Christians  thirst  for  gold. 

To  be  content 's  his  natural  desire. 

He  asks  no  angel's  wing,  no  seraph's  fire. 

But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  sky, 

His  ftithfiil  dog  shall  bear  him  company."         Pops. 

Happening,  a  few  days  ago,  to  take  up  a  volume  of  Lord 
Erskine's  speeches,  I  was  peculiarly  struck  with  the  passage  in 
which  he  either  invents  or  relates  the  speech  of  ai^  American 
chieftain,  justifying  his  animosity  to  the  invaders  of  his  country^ 
and  avowing  his  determination  to  defend  it.  Whether  the 
speech  be  Lord  Erskine^s  own  or  the  genuine  production  which 
it  purports  to  be,  I  have  no  means  of  ascertaining ;  but  be  it 
which  it  may,  there  is  a  soul-stirring  energy  about  it  which  few 
can  peruse  without  excitement— it  is  a  short  and  splendid  speci- 
men of  nature's  eloquence,  which  has  its  fountain  in  the  hearty 
and  irresistibly  returns  to  it.  The  labours  of  the  lamp  have 
produced  nothing  which  more  effectually  answers  the  purpose 
for  which  it  was  intended.  It  appeals  directly  to  the  feelings; 
the  simplicity  of  its  sad  complaint  is  overwhelming,  and  its  wUd, 
determined,  but  provoked  avowal,  is  not,  upon  human  princi- 
ples, to  be  combated.  There  is  something  to  me  extremely 
interesting  in  (if  I  may  so  term  it)  the  retrogradation  of  the  Ame- 
rican Indians  upon  their  woods  and  wildernesses.  Their  re^ 
monstrances,  their  treaties,  their  talks,  their  conferences,  their 
occasional  denunciations,  and  the  thousand  plans  and  stratagems 
by  which  they  hope  to  arrest  the  progress  of  the  "  white  man" 
upon  their  territory,  are  most  curious.  They  exhibit,  on  the 
one  hand,  the  matured  device,  and  ingenious  frauds  of  civi- 
lized rapacity ;  and,  on  the  other,  the  natural  alarm  of  a  primi- 
tive people,  too  guileless  to  negotiate,  too  feeble  to  avert,  but 
still  too  conscious  of  its  injustice  to  subn^it,  without  a  struggle^ 
to  the  deprivation  of  their  beloved  inheritance.  The  perusal 
of  this  fragment  of  Lord  Erskine's,  set  me  upon  the  search 
after  more.  Fortunately,  through  the  kindness  of  an  Ameri- 
can friend,  I  have  been  enabled  not  only  to  collect  some  Indian 
anecdotes,  but  also  some  specimens  of  their  eloquence,  which 
almost  deserve,  like  the  speech  in  question,  to  be  improved 
by  the  recitation  of  the  orator  of  England.    The  following 
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address  was  made  in  the  Council  Arbour  at  Ponrtage,  by  the 
Chief  of  an  American  tribe  of  Indians,  to  the  first  Commissbner 
of  the  United  States.  In  order  to  understand  it  clearly,  it  is 
necessary  to  explain  the  circumstances  under  which  it  was  spo- 
ken. A  conference  of  several  suspected  tribes  had  been  solici- 
ted by  the  American,  not  in  order  either  to  accuse  or  to  nego- 
tiate, but  as  an  evidence  of  their  good  faith  and  sincerity.  The 
tribes  met,  and  the  ambassador,  forgetting  the  purport  and  stipu- 
lations of  their  conference,  immediately  poured  out  his  sispi- 
cions,  and,  in  the  most  violent  and  indignant  terms,  denounced 
as  traitors  all  who  could  meditate  an  infraction  of  the  treaties 
which  had  been  so  solemnly  ratified  with  the  United  States. 
The  first  chief  who  answered,  betrayed  every  consciousness  of 
guilt;  he  treifibled  like  an  aspen  leaf,  and  seemed  scarcely  able 
to  articulate.  Immediately  alter  him,  ^^  Black  Thunder,''  tke 
celebrated  patriarch  of  the  Fox  tribe  of  Indians,  addressed  the 
comnEussioner.  His  mind  had  never  meditated  the  slightest 
treachery,  but  he  suspected  that  the  accusation  was  merely  a 
pretence,  and  a  prelude  to  a  further  encroachment  on  his  patri- 
mony. He  was  indignant  both  at  the  suspicions  which  were 
avowed,  and  at  the  timid  consciousness  with  which  his  predeces- 
sor had  met  them,  and  with  a  firm  and  manly  dignity,  he  replied 
to  die  commissioner: — 

^'My  father,  restrain  your  feelings,  and  hear  calmly  wh^t  I  shall 
aaj.  I  shall  say  it  plainly.  I  shaU  not  speak  with  fear  and  trem- 
bling. I  feel  no  fear;  for  I  have  no  cause  to  fear.  I  have  never 
injured  jou ;  and  innocence  can  feel  no  fear.  I  turn  to  you  all,  red 
skins  and  white  skins — ^where  is  the  man  who  will  appear  as  my 
accuser  P  Father,  I  understand  not  clearly  how  things  are  working. 
i  have  just  been  set  at  liberty ;  am  I  again  to  be  pluneed  mU  bon- 
dage? Frowns  are  all  around  me;  but  I  am  incapable  of  cliange. 
You,  perhaps,  may  be  ignorant  of  what  I  tell  you,  out  it  is  a  troth, 
which  I  call  Heaven  and  earth  to  witness,  lit  is  a  fact  whick  can 
easily  be  proved,  that  I  have  been  assailed  in  almost  every  possible 
way  that  pride,  fear,  feeling,  or  interest,  could  touch  me— -that  I 
have  been  pushed  to  the  last  to  raise  the  tomahawk  against  you ; 
but  all  in  vain.  I  never  could  be  made  to  feel  that  your  were  my 
enemy.    Jf  this  be  the  conduct  of  an  enemy,  I  shaU  never  be  your 


'  You  are  acquainted,  my  father,  with  my  removal  above  Prairie 
de$  Ckiens.  1  went,  and  formed  a  settlement,  and  called  my  war- 
riors around  me.  We  took  counsel,  and  from  that  counsel  we  never 
bave  departed.  We  smoked,  and  resolved  to  make  common  cause 
with  the  United  States.  I  sent  you  the  nipe— it  resembled  this; 
and  I  sent  it  by  the  Missouri,  that  the  Inclians  of  the  Mississippi 
lairiit  not  know  what  we  were  doing.  You  received  it.  I  then 
tM  you  that  your  friends  should  be  my  friends-— that  your  ene- 
mies siiould  be  my  enemies-^and  that  I  only  awaited  your  signal 
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to  nake  war.    IfihU  be  tAe  amduet  of  an  enemy,  I  shall  meoot  be 
youffriend*    Why  do  I  tell  you  this?    Because  it  is  a  truth,  and 
a  melancholj  trutn»  that  the  good  things  which  inea  do  are  often- 
buritd  in  the  ground,  while  their  evil  deeds  are  stripped  naked,  and 
exposed  to  the  world."!^ 

**  Ht  father,  when  I  came  here,  I  came  to  you  in  friendship.  I 
little  thought  I  should  have  had  to  defend  myself.  I  have  no  de- 
fence to  make.  If  I  was  guilty,  I  should  have  come  prepared ;  but 
I  hare  ever  held  you  by  the  hand,  and  I  am  come  without  excuses. 
If  I  had  fought  against  you,  I  would  have  told  you  so;  but  I  have 
Qotliig  now  to  say  here  in  your  councils,  except  to  repeat  what  I 
sai4  before  to  my  great  father,  the  President  of  your  nation.  You 
hesrd  it,  and  no  doubt  remember  it.  It  was  simply  this :  My  lands 
can  never  be  surrendered ;  I  was  cheated,  and  basely  cheated,  in 
the  contract;  I  will  not  surrender  my  country  but  Ivith  my  life. 

*<  Again  I  call  Heaven  and  earth  to  witness,  and  I  smoke  this 
ppe  in  evidence  of  my  sincerity.  If  you  are  sincere,  you  will  re- 
ceive it  from  me.  My  only  desire  is  that  we  should  smoke  it  to- 
ge\hei>— that  I  should  grasp  your  sacred  hand,  and  claim  for  myself 
and  my  tribe  the  protection  of  your  country.  WheVi  this  pipe 
touches<your  lip,  may  it  operate  as  a  blessing  upon  all  my  tribe — 
maytfie  smoke  rise  like  a  cloud,  and  carry  away  with  it  aU  the  ani- 
mosities which  have  arisen  between  us." 

G)nsidering  this  speech  to  have  been,  what  it  appears  to  be, 
totally  unpremeditated,  there  is  a  singular  strength  and  sim- 
plicity about  it.  We  find  that  the  American  Christian  mission- 
aries have  sometimes  succeeded  in  converting  the  most  cele- 
brated chieftains  of  the  tribes;  thus  in  some  degree  making  a 
compensation  for  the  less  peacefid  incursions  of  their  military 
brethren.  Amongst  the  most  remarkable  of  their  convert  was 
the  Oneida  warrior,  Skenaud'oh,  who  died  not  very  long  ago  at 
his  castle  in  the  United  States,  at  the  advanced  age  of  one  hun- 
dred and  ten  years.  He  was  the  convert  of  Mr.  Kirkland,  who 
had  undertaken  a  mission  to  his  tribe ;  and,  after  a  youth  ad- 
dicted to  war  and  drunkenness,  and  all  the  vices  incidental  to 
barbarism,  he  became  thoroughly  reformed,  and  lived  and  died 
an  honour  to  the  Christian  religion.  His  conversion  from  the 
crying  sin,  not  only  of  savage,  but,  if  we  are  to  credit  Mr.  Cob- 
.  bet,  of  civilized  America  also,  carries  about  it  something  of  a 
noble  and  peculiar  character.  As  the  chieftain  of  his  tribe, 
he  was,  in  the  year  1775,  present  at  a  treaty  made  in  Albany, 
and  fell  at  night  into  one  of  his  usual  debauches;  next  morning> 
on  awaking,  he  found  himself  in  the  street,  stripped  of  all  his 
ornaments,  and  even  the  insignia  of  his  chieftaiaiship.  Frosi 
that  hour  he  was  never  seen  intoxicated*     Perhaps  all  dieinorml 

*  The  coincidence  between  thii  passage  and  the  celebrated  one  from  Shak« 
spearc,  is  very  remarkable : — 

'*  The  evil  that  men  do  fives  after  tlian. 
The  good  iti  often  intejred  with  dicir  bones." 
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eloquence  whkh  was  ever  uttered  could  not  have  had  such  aa 
effecras  this  consciousness  of  self-degradation.  Skenaudoh  was 
one  of  the  ablest  Indians  that  ever  appeared  in  North  America; 
and  if  the  colonies  feared  him  with  justice  before  the  Revolu- 
tion, they  had  a  right  to  forgive  him  in  consequence  of  his  con- 
duct during  it.  His  principle  was,  that  on  every  occasion  the 
fights  of  the  natives  of  a  country  should  be  defended.  This, 
which  in  the  first  instance  led  him  to  oppose  the  Anglo-Ameri- 
cans, induced  him  afterwards  to  unite  with  them,  when  what 
he  considered  a  still  more  foreign  stock  landed  as  its  invaders* 
The  colonists  he  would  have  exterminated,  if  he  could;  but 
stiU  a  succession  of  generations  had  infused  some  of  the  ^  red 
men^s'^  blood  into  their  veins,  and  he  preferred  them  on  this 
account  to  the  British,  who  had  reason  to  regret  the  preference 
daring  the  revolutionary  warfare.  The  United  States  honour- 
ed him  with  a  public  funeral,  and  the  Indians  gave  him  the  ap- 
pelladon-of  the  ^  white  man^s  friend  ;^  for,  though  a  tornado  in 
war,  he  was  the  "  zephyr  in  peace,"  and  fully  capable  of  the 
wannest  friendship.  About  a  month  before  his  death,  in  refer- 
ence to  his  long  life  and  the  solitude  in  which  age  xmfortunately 
lea\'es  us,  he  most  beautifully  and  pathetically  said:— 

^  I  am  an  aged  hemlock;  the  ivinds  of  an  hundred  tcinters  have 
whistled  through  my  branches;  lam  dead  at  the  top.  The  genera- 
Hon  to  which  I  belong  has  run  away  and  left  me.  Why  I  liye,  the 
great  good  Spirit  only  knows.  Pray  to  my  Jesus»  that  I  may  have 
pat^nce  to  wait  for  my  appointed  time  to  die." 

That  appointed  time  was  soon  to  come,  and  his  last  desire 
was,  to  be  buried  by  the  side  of  the  pious  missionary  by  whom 
he  had  been  converted.  Surely  Skenaudoh  has  at  least  redeem- 
ed himself  from  the  motto  which  we  have  selected  from  the 
immortal  satirist  whose  sweet  lines  are  prefixed  to  this  commu- 
nication.^'^-The  following  is  in  a  different  style:  it  is  the  fero- 
cious, but  firm,  defiance  of  the  chieftain  of  the  Creek  nation,  to 
the  general  wha  had  captured  him  :— 

"  I  fought  against  you.  at  Fort  Mimms.  I  fought  against  you  at 
Georgia.  I  did  you  all  the  injury  I  could.  Had  not  treachery  left  me 
desolate,  1  would  have  done  you  more*  The  warriors  who  were 
faithful  all  died  by  my  side— -they  died  in  battle.  I  mourn  over 
their  loss,  but  they  are  gone  to  dory.  I  am  their  chief— a  captive,  but 
a  soldier.    Do  your  utmost-—!  shall  not  disgrace  their  memories  1" 

Our  readers  are  aware  that  words  like  these,  coming  from  an 
Indian  captive,  are  not  words  of  course*  They  mean  what  they 
My;  and  when  the  fires  of  death  are  blazing,  and  the  torture  is 
anticipating  their  effect  upon  the  victim,  his  placid  smile  exhi- 
bits their  impotence  upon  a  spirit  whose  endurance  is  the  pre- 
lude to  his  nationsd  canonization.  One  sigh,  one  struggle, 
would  exclude  Urn  for  ever  from  the  tribe's  respect  and  the 
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hero's  para^se;  and  his  captivity  affords  him  the  most  signal 
and  most  durable  triumph  over  his  enemies.  A  very  fine  in- 
stance of  this  heroism  has  been  handed  down  in  the  person  of 
the  Virginian  chiefs  Opechauchanough.  Bold,  artful,  and  insi- 
nuating; master  alike  of  arms  and  intrigue,  he  kept  the  early 
setders  of  Virginia  in  a  state  of  continual  alarm;  and  when  so 
dccrepid  from  age  as  to  be  unable  to  walk,  he,  from  the  litter  in 
which  he  was  borne,  directed  the  onset  and  retreat  of  his  war- 
riors in  the  dreadful  massacre  of  1641,  which  almost  extermi- 
nated the  colony*  At  last,  worn  out,  exhausted,  and  almost 
blind,  he  was  taken  prisoner,  and  carried  to  James  Town,  where 
he  was  mortally  wounded  by  the  less  civilized  savage  who  was 
appointed  to  guard  him.  To  the  last  moment  his  courage  re- 
mained unbroken.  Like  the  staff  of  the  prophet  it  was  his  sup- 
port alike  in  prosperity  and  adversity,  in  sickness  and  in  deatiu 
His  last  words,  indeed,  proved  this  remarkably.  Just  as  he  was 
expiring,  he  heard  an  unvsual  bustle  in  his  prison,  and  faintly 
opening  his  eyes,  he  discovered  a  number  of  persons  crowding 
around  for  the  purpose  of  gratifying  a  cruel  and  unseasonable 
curiosity.  The  d)ring  chieftain's  sensibility  was  indignantly  ex- 
cited. Without  seeming  to  notice  the  intruders,  he  raised  him- 
self from  his  mat,  and  with  a  voice  and  air  of  authority,  desired 
that  the  governor  should  instandy  be  sent  for;  when  he  arrived^ 
the  Indian,  looking  at  him  steadfasdy  and  scornfully,  exclaimed, 

*<  Had  it  been  my  lot  to  have  captured  Sir  William  Berkeley,  I 
should  have  disdained  to  hare  thus  exposed  him  to  my  people.'' 

The  sudden  burst  of  passion  was  too  much  for  his  debilitated 
frame.  Nature  yielded,  and  he  fell  back  in  death  before  indig-^ 
nation's  hectic  had  faded  from  his  cheek.  There  is  sometimes 
to  be  found  amongst  the  fragments  of  this  people  a  spirit  of  poli- 
cy, which,  perhaps,  more  civilized  nadons  mig^t  imitate  with- 
out disadvantage.  The  following  appeal  from  a  Cherokee  chief 
to  some  of  his  countrymen  who  were  about  to  join  our  troops 
against  the  colonists,  contains  some  precepts,  which  by  a  litde 
change  of  words,  might  be  rendered  applicable  to  every  people 
upon  earth,  but  more  particularly  to  those  whose  internal  dissen- 
tions  have  sometimes  induced  the  madness  of  calling  in  a  fo- 
reign arbitrament : 

"  My  countrymen !  God  made  us  all,  botli  red  and  white  Ameri- 
cans, to  live  on  the  same  land.  Since  he  has  said  that  we  should 
live  together,  why  do  we  join  the  people  who  come  from  the  salt 
waters!  We  can  do  without  them,  we  and  our  children.  When 
the  Great  Spirit  gave  us  a  country,  he  gave  it  to  be  a  residence  for 
our  lives,  and  a  resting-place  for  our  bones ;  and  this  he  says  to  all 
to  whom  he  has  given  a  country.  The  cold  water  which  he  gave  ua 
still  runs:  so  are  the  paths  for  the  government  of  eood  men  still 
here.    Foolish  as  I  am,  my  little  understafading  tells  me,  when  I 
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see  these  things,  that  they  are  God's  works.  When  the  white  peo- 
ple first  came  anonest  as,  the  Great  Spirit  had  forbid  our  mixtui^ : 
— ^re  did  mix— 4incf,  to  avoid  the  pain  of  separating  the  husband 
from  the  wife,  the  father  from  his  children,  and  the  brother  from  his 
sister,  he  has  continued  the  course  of  the  mixed  blood  in  our  veins. 
We  must  remain  so,  because  he  directs  it  so.  From  this  mixture  of 
our  blood,  and  accession  of  our  strength,  Washington,  the  white 
man^s  brotJier,  has  gained  a  name  in  warfare — a  name  far  above  the 
names  of  white  men.  But  vou  all  know  how  slow  was  his  progress 
when  opposed  bj  the  united  arm  of  our  fathers ;  and  jou  all  know 
how  rapid  it  has  been  since  whiskey  and  calico  have  divided  us. 
Remember,  then,  that  we  are  one  people." 

There  are  countries  in  Europe,  and  not  far  from  England,  to 
whom  both  in  ancient  and  modem  times  the  Cherokee's  advice 
might  have  spared  some  affliction. — Our  missionaries  have  dis- 
covered, that  the  talents  of  some  of  the  tribes  in  the  arts  of  peace 
have  been  quite  commensurate  with  their  warlike  capabilities; 
and  they  have  skilfully  and  successfully  enlisted  their  co-opera- 
tion*  Even  in  the  propagation  of  the  Gospel,  and  the  diifusioB 
at  ChristiftD  knowledge,  they  have  often  found  them  eminently 
useful.  Enthusiasm  is  the  natural  characteristic  of  a  savage 
life;  the  chose,  the  scenery,  the  power  of  wandering  wherever 
fancy  leads,  and  the  pre-eminence  which  superiority  either  in 
mind  or  person  never  fails  to  ensure,  awaken  the  savage  into 
constant  exertion,  and  he  becomes,  in  some  degree,  m(M«  or 
less  excited  and  elevated,  as  it  were,  by  the  romance  of  nature. 
This  disposition  has  particularly  evinced  itself  wherever  con- 
version has  been  successful ;  and  the  dreams  and  trances  which 
monks  invented  in  the  corruptions  of  the  church,  for  the  de- 
ception of  credulity,  the  Indian  zealots  have  either  really  exr 
perienced  in  their  moments  of  excitement,  or,  what  in  its  effect 
is  much  the  same,  they  have  conscientiously  worked  themselves 
into  a  belief  of  dieir  existence.  The  most  remarkable  of  those 
personages  was  a  chief  of  the  Alleghenies,  whose  miraculous  con- 
version and  resdess  fiety  procured  for  him  the  appellation  of 
"  the  Indian  Prophet,"  During  the  first  fifty  years  of  his  life 
he  was  remarkable  for  nothing  except  his  stupidity  and  inKoxka- 
tion.  In  bis  fiftieth  year  however,  while  in  the  act  of  ligfattag 
his  pipe,  he  suddenly  fell  back  upon  his  bunk,  upon  wUch  he 
was  then  sitting,  and  continued  m  a  state  of  insensibility  fcM* 
several  hours ;  his  family  supposing  him  dead,  had  made  pre- 
parations for  laying  him  out,  according  to  their  barbarous  prac- 
tice, the  tribe  was  invited  to  the  funeral  festivity,  and  they  were 
in  the  very  act  of  removing  him  when  he  revived.  His  first 
words  were,  **  Don't  be  alarmed.  I  have  seen  heaven.  Call  the 
nation  together,  that  I  may  tell  them  what  has  appeared  to  me." 
The  nation  were  accordingly  summoned  round  the  chieftain. 
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whea  wkh  much  solemnity  he  informed  them  that  he  had  seea 
four  beautiful  young  men,  who  had  been  sent  from  heaven  by 
the  Great  Spirit,  and  who  thus  addressed  him :  ^  The  Great 
Spirit  is  angry  with  you,  and  with  all  the  red  men ;  and  unless 
yourefrain  from  drunkenness,  lying,  and  stealing,  and  turn  your- 
selves to  him,  you  shall  never  enter  the  beautiful  place  which 
we  will  now  show  you."'  He  stated  that  he  was  then  conducted 
by  these  young  men  to  the  gate  of  heaven,  which  was  opened, 
but  he  was  not  allowed  to  enter;  that  it  was  more  beautiful  than 
any  thing  which  he  could  describe  or  they  conceive ;  that  the 
inhabitants  appeared  to  be  in  a  state  of  the  most  perfect  happi- 
ness; that  he  was  suffered  to  remain  there  three  or  four  hours, 
and  was  then  reconducted  by  the  same  young  men,  who,  oa 
taking  their  leave,  promised  they  would  visit  him  early,  and 
commanded  him  to  inform  all  other  Indians  of  what  he  had  seen 
and  heard.  He  immediately  visited  the  Bifferent  tribes  in  the 
western  states,  with  the  exception  of  the  Oneidas.  They  ail 
put  the  most  implicit  faith  in  what  he  told  them,  and  revered 
him  as  a  prophet.  The  consequences  were  most  providential; 
his  tribe,  from  being  filthy,  lazy,  and  drunken,  became  a  cleanly, 
industrious,  sober,  and  happy  people*  The  prophet  asserted 
that  he  annually  received  those  heavenly  visitations,  immediately 
after  each  of  which  he  visited  the  tribes  in  person;  and  it  was 
during  one  of  those  annual  pilgrimages  that  he  died.  He  was 
called  "  the  Prophet  of  Peace,"  in  contradistincUon  to  a  bro- 
ther of  their  ferocious  chief  Tecumseh,  who  was  designated  as 
"  the  Prophet  of  War."  Many  of  the  Indians,  however,  con- 
sider the  zeal  of  the  missionaries  as  misplaced,  and  complain 
loudly  on  the  subject.*-On  the  approach  of  the  late  war  between 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  Sutes,  a  formal  ^^  talk"  was  held 
before  American  commissioners,  when  Hauanossa,  their  orator, 
thus  announced  the  determination  of  the  tribes,  and  took  this 
no  impolitic  opportunity  to  state  their  grievances  on  that  subject. 
*  Brothers,  we  return  thanks  to  the  Great  Spirit  for  the  many 
favours  he  has  bestowed  on  us,  and  we  hope  he  will  continue  to 
cherish  his  children  with  his  blessings.  We  rejoice  that  he  has 
permitted  us  to  meet  you  here  to-day  in  friendship  and  in  peace. 
i¥e  wish  you  to  consider  well  what  we  are  going  to  say  to  vou ;  fot 
we  speak  from  the  very  bottom  of  our  hearts,  and  not  mm  tiie 
fnds  of  OUT  tongues,  and  we  wish  you  to  do  the  same.  Brodiers,  we 
have  been  told  that  the  Kin^  over  the  great  waters  has  matly  in- 
jured our  white  brethren  otthe  ereat  council  fires,  and  tiiat  war 
will  soon  take  place.  We  have  neard  also  that  the  supporters  of 
this  King  are  persuading  our  red  brethren  to  join  him,  and  to  raise 
the  tomahawk  against  the  white  brethren  amongst  whom  we  reside. 
IVe  are  told  that  he  is  endeavouring  to  win  them  by  presents  and 

S  promises.    Brothers,  we  do  solemnly  assure  you  that  Ae  agents 
this  King  shall  never  succeed  in  destroying  our  affections  for 
you.  We  wish  to  live  retired.  Our  highest  ambition  is  to  cultivate 
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tmr  corn-fields  in  peace.  War  is  our  detestation.  Our  fathers  have 
told  OS  its  dreadful  evils.  We  well  know  tfiat  nothing  is  to  be 
sained  by  spilling  the  blood  of  our  fellow  creatures,  and  our  chil- 
dren are  as  dear  to  us  as  your  children  are  to  you.  We  value  also 
our  property,  and  by  war  we  know  we  should  lose  it  Already,  we 
are  told,  have  the  rorces  of  the  Prophet*  made  an  attack  on  our 
white  brethren  towards  the  setting  sun.  From  our  hearts  we  de-* 
dare  to  you  we  shall  not  espouse  his  cause.  We  will  never  join 
his  forces,  or  wield  the  tomahawk  at  the  bidding  of  the  King  who 
lives  beyond  the  waters.  Brothers,  we  are  not  flie  terrible  beinzs 
you  have  conceived  us  to  be.  We  do  not  thirst  for  blood.  Wc 
are  men,  and  are  clothed  in  the  feelings  of  humanity.  Let  your 
women  and  vour  children  sleep  in  quiet,  and  tell  the  white  man 
that  our  wish  is  peace.  Brothers,  we  have  a  complaint  to  make  to 
von.  Certain  white  men  often  come  amongst  us  for  the  purpose 
of  inducing  us  to  kneel  before  their  altars.  They  come  to  snake 
that  hiih  which  the  Great  Spirit  has  breathed  into  our  souls,  which 
is  oar  greatest  comfort  and  worldly  consolation.  Now,  our  reli- 
sion  is  as  dear  to  us  as  the  reiirion  of  the  white  man  is  to  him. 
Why  then  should  they  obstinately  come  amongst  us.  They  tend 
not  only  to  destroy  our  hopes  of  a  future  life,  but  to  throw  us  into 
leligioiis  parties  and  contusion.  We  formerly  stated  this  to  the 
great  father  of  the  white  people.  We  were  admitted  into  his  pre- 
sence. W^e  were  pleased  to  find  that  he  condemned  the  practice. 
He  knew  as  well  as  we  did  that  our  red  brethren  had  never  pros- 

Sired  in  their  conversion  to  the  religious  faith  of  the  white  people 
rothers,  we  are  happy  to  inform  you  that  the  resolution  we  adopt- 
ed some  years  aeo,  to  abolish  the  use  of  strong  liquors,  has  not  yet 
been  violated.  We  wish  we  could  say  the  same  thing  of  our  red 
Wethren  of  the  Buflaloe  village.  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  a  barrel 
of  whiskey  is  the  god  they  worship.  Brothers,  we  have  another 
complaint  to  make  to  you :  our  white  brethren  often  come  and  car- 
nr  away  our  timber ;  and  last  year  they  cut  down  more  than  they 
did  in  all  the  years  preceding !  Once  we  owned  the  whole  country 
— ^the  great  forest  was  our  own : — ^the  whites  have  taken  part  of  it 
—the  remainder  is  still  ours ;  and  is  not  property  as  dear  to  the 
red  man  and  the  red  man's  child  as  it  is  to  white  men  ?  Brothers, 
make  your  laws  known  to  them,  and  punish  them.  Make  this  talk 
known  to  all  the  white  men,  wherever  they  may  be ;  and  tell  them^ 
to  live  in  harmony  and  peace  b  the  wish  of  the  heart  and  the  tribe 
of  Hauanossa." 

Infinitely,  however,  the  most  simple,  soul-stirring,  energetic 
speech,  in  the  annals  of  Indian'  eloquence,  is  the  well-known 
speech  of  Logan,  the  celebratted  Shawanee  chieftain.f 

Nothing  more  reconciles  the  spirits  of  savage  life  to  its  close 
than  the  probability  of  a  splendid  funeral.  For  this  thev  will 
endure  almost  any  privation;  and  even  at  this  day,  in  the  re- 
mote parts  of  Ireland,  the  scanty  savings  of  laborious  poverty 

•  The  brother  of  TecuTOBeh,  before  referred  to. 
t  Vide  the  Notes  to  •«  6ertrudc  of  Wyofnung." 
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are  not  uafrequently  left  by  wUl  to  provide  the  wretched  peasant 
Uie  posthumous  reputation  of  a  merry  wake  and  well-attended 
buriaL  The  opinion  of  the  Nordi  American  Indians  upcKi  tUs 
subject  is  strikingly  exemplified  by  the  following  oration,  de- 
livered by  a  chief  of  the  Teton  tribe,  over  the  body  of  *^  Black 
BuiTaloe,"  the  flower  of  the  warriors,  who  had  died,  at  a  con- 
ference held  with  the  Americans  at  Portage  de  Sioux,  It  is  pa- 
retic in  the  extreme,  and  glows  with  a  manly  though  mournful 
energy. 

'*  Warriors,  do  not  grieve  ;'misfortune8  will  happen  to  the  best  of 
mtu*  Death  will  come,  and  always  comes  outer  season.  It  is  the 
command  of  the  Great  Spirit,  and  all  nations  and  people  mast  obey. 
What  is  past  and  cannot  be  prevented  should  not  be  grieved  for* 
Be  not  discouraged  then,  that  in  visiting  your  father  here,  yon  have 
lost  your  chief.  Misfortunes  are  not  peculiar  to  our  path-^bey 
grow  every  where.  What  a  nusfortune  for  me  that  I  did  not  die 
to-dav  instead  of  him  who  lies  before  us.  My  trifling  loss  would 
have  been  doubly  repaid  by  the  glories  of  my  burial.  Thev  would 
have  wiped  away  all  tears.  Instead  of  being  covered  with  tne  cloud 
of  sorrow,  my  warriors  would  have  felt  the  sunshine  of  joy  in  their 
hearts.  Hereafter  when  I  die,  instead  of  a  noble  grave  and  a  grand 
procession,  the  roiling  music  and  the  thundering  cannon,  with  a  white 
Sag  waving  at  mv  head,  I  shall  be  wrapt  in  a  robe  and  hoisted  on  a 
sc^old  to  the  whistling  winds,  soon  to  be  blown  to  the  earth-^mjr 
flesh  to  be  devoured  by  wolves,  and  my  bones  rattled  on  the  ^aina 
br  the  wild  beasts  of  prey !  (Addressing  himself  to  Colonel  Miller) 
Chief  of  the  warriors,  your  labours  have  not  been  in  vain— •they 
shall  not  be  fom)tten — ^my  nation  shall  hear  of  your  honour  to  the 
dead.    When  I  return,  I  will  echo  the  sound  of  your  guns." 

There  appears  to  us  to  be  a  very  beautiful  simplicity  in  the 
foregoing  words;  but  by  far  the  most  pathetic  of  the  Indian 
complaints  are  those  addressed  to  the  tribes,  upon  the  daily  en- 
croachment  of  the  white  men  on  their  villages.  We  seldom  re- 
collect reading  any  thing  more  affecting  than  the  reproaches  of 
Scauaudo,  the  old  Oneida  chieftain  and  convert,  upon  the  dis- 
covery that  their  lands  and  improvements  had  been  sold  to  the 
States,  by  the  intrigue,  as  he  imagined,  of  the  white  men» 
Scauaudo  was  then  one  hundred  years  of  age,  and  had  been 
blind  for  a  long  period  before.  While  he  spoke,  the  tears  ran 
copiously  down  his  cheeks  and  those  of  all  his  people.  Even 
the  nciissionary,  who  had  settled,  ^ong  the  Oneidas,  could  not 
refrain  from  the  general  sym[»d>y,  excited  by  the  murmurs  of 
the  foriom  patriarch.  With  his  words  we  shall  close  this  com- 
munication. 

*•  My  warriors  and  my  children !  hear !  it  is  cruel — it  is  very  cruel 
-^  heavy  burden  lies  upon  my  heart !  This  is  a  dark  day.  The 
clouds  are  black  and  heavy  over  the  Oneida  nation,  and  a  strong 
arm  is  pressing  on  us»  and  our  hearts  are  groaning  under  it.    The 
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tn^fes  ef  our  finthers  are  destroyed,  and  our  childrea  are  driven 
avaj.  Our  fires  are  put  out,  and  our  beds  removed  from  under  us. 
The  Alnai^ty  is  an^j  with  us,  for  we  have  been  verj  wicked,  and 
therefore  it  is  that  his  arm  does  not  keep  us.  Where  are  the  chiefe 
of  the  nsing  sun  ?  White  chiefs  now  kindle  their  ancient  fires  1 
There  no  Indian  sleeps  but  those  who  are  sleeping  in  their  sraves. 
My  house  will  soon  be  like  theirs — soon  will  a  white  chief  Kindle 
his  fire  upon  the  hearth  of  Oneida !  Your  Scauaudo  will  soon  be 
no  more,  and  his  village  no  more  a  village  of  Indians*  The  news 
that  came  last  night  by  our  men  from  Albany  made  this  day 
t  sick  day  in  Oneida.  All  our  children's  hearts  are  sick,  and 
our  ej^es  rain  like  the  black  clouds  that  roar  on  the  tops  of  the 
trees  in  the  wilderness.  Long  did  the  loud  voice  of  8cauaudo 
cry— children,  take  care,  be  wise,  be  straight  His  feet  were  then 
like  the  deer's,  and  his  arm  like  the  bear's.  He  can  now  only 
numni  out  a  few  words  and  be  silent,  and  his  voice  will  soon  l>e 
heard  no  more  in  Oneida.  But  certainly  he  will  be  long  in  the 
minds  of  his  children.  In  white  men's  land  his  name  has  gone  far, 
and  will  not  die.  Long  has  he  said  to  his  children^Trink  no 
strong  waters-— it  makes  you  mice  for  white  men,  who  are  cats. 
Many  a  meal  have  they  eaten  of  you.  Their  mouth  is  a  snare,  and 
their  way  like  the  fox.  Their  lips  are  sweet,  but  their  heart  is 
bitter.  Yet  there  are  good  whites  and  good  Indians.  Jesus,  whom 
I  love,  sees  ail— -his  great  day  is  coming ;  he  will  make  straight ; 
he  will  say  to  cheating  whites  and  drinking  Indians,  Begone  ye, 
begone  ye,  go,  go,  eo.  in  that  day  I  will  rejoice,  but,  oh,  great  sor- 
row is  now  in  my  heart  that  so  many  of  my  children  mourn.  The 
Great  Spirit  has  looked  on,  all  the  while  the  whites  were  cheating 
us,  and  it  will  remain  in  his  mind — he  is  good ;  my  blind  eyes  he 
will  open.  Children,  his  way  is  a  good  way.  Hearken,  my 
children,  when  this  news  souncls  in  the  council-house  towards  the 
setting  sun,  and  the  chiefs  of  the  Six  Nations  hearken,  and  they  send 
to  the  council  by  the  great  lake  near  the  setting  sun,  and  they  cry, 
make  bows  and  arrows,  sharpen  the  tomahawk,  put  the  chain  of 
friendship  with  the  whites  into  the  ground— warriors,  kill,  kill. 
The  great  chief  *  at  the  setting  sun  won't  kill  any  of  the  Six  Nations 
tliat  eo  into  his  land,  because  they  have  a  chain  of  friendship  with 
the  wnites ;  and  he  says,  the  whites  have  made  us  wicked  like  them- 
selves, and  that  we  have  sold  them  our  land.  W^e  have  not  sold  it ; 
we  have  been  cheated  :  and  my  messengers  shall  speak  true  words 
in  the  great  council  towards  the  settins  sun,  and  say, — ^yet,  bury 
the  tomsdiawk ;  Oneidas  must  be  children  of  peace.  Children, 
some  have  said  that  your  chiefs  signed  papers  o%  white  men  that 
sold  €fwr  fires.  Your  chiefs  signed  no  papers  f  sooner  would  they 
let  the  t<»nahawk  lay  them  low.  We  know  one  of  our  men  was 
hired  by  white  men  to  tell  you  this,  and  he  will  now  say  so.  Papers 
are  wicked  things.  Take  care ;  sign  none  of  them,  but  such  as  our 
minister  reads  to  us ;  he  is  straight.  The  tears  are  running  from 
his  eyes.  Father,  dry  up  your  tears.   We  know,  if  your  arm  could) 

»  The  President  of  the  United  States. 
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it  would  help  us.  Tou  suffer  with  us ;  but  yon  are  tiie  servast  of 
the  Great  Spirit;  and  he  will  not  love  you  less  for  loving  Indiau. 
Children,  our  two  messengers  will  run  and  carry  your  sorrows  ta 
the  great  council  fires*  beside  the  setting  sun.  Uun,  my  children, 
and  tell  our  words.  Give  health  to  all  the  chiefs  assembled  round 
the  great  fire.   And  may  the  Great  Spirit  bring  you  back  in  safety !" 

Two  men  immediately  set  off  for  Buffaloe;  but  Scauaudo 
was  too  true  a  prophet.  In  six  years  afterwards,  the  fires  of  his 
fathers  ceased  to  bum  in  their  village.  He  had  removed  him* 
self  three  miles  further  into  the  woods,  and  the  commissioners 
of  the  United  States  were  busy  laying  out  their  improvements 
in  his  deserted  or  rather  usurped  inheritance.  Scauaudo  was 
blind  and  bed-ridden ;  he  could  not  see  the  sorrows  of  his 
children,  Alas,  in  a  few  years  more  perhaps  this  perishable  re- 
cord may  be  all  that  remains  of  the  warrior  of  Oneida.  Ma^ 
the  arrow  which  ends  his  sorrows  have  its  barbs  smoothed  by 
the  reflection,  that  his  name  is  not  dead  among  ^^  the  white  men.** 

"  OutALISSA.*' 


ON  THE  COMEDIES  OF  THOMAS  MAT. 

The  beauty  of  old  dramatic  poetry  is  now  so  deeply  felt  and 
SO  widely  understood;  so  many  great  critics  have  illustrated  and 
adorned  the  subject,  that  it  is  rare  to  find  a  fine  play  that  has 
not  been  as  finely  praised.  One  writer,  nearly  the  last,  of  the 
great  dramatic  age,  has  been  singularly  unfortunate — I  allude  to 
I'homas  May,  the  author  of  two  charming  tender  comedies, 
**  The  Heir"  and  "The  Old  Couple,"  whose  name  I  do  not  re- 
member to  have  seen  mentioned  m  any  notice  of  the  early  Eng- 
lish drama.  Perhaps  the  nature  of  his  merit  may  account  for  this 
neglect.  The  remarkable  equability  of  his  style  is,  in  this  point  of 
view,  a  real  disadvantage.  His  plays  are  essentially  unquotable  ; 
and  in  spite  of  the  excellence  of  the  plots,  the  felicity  of  the  si- 
tuations, the  constant  grace  and  harmony  of  the  language,  and  a 
oertain  indescribable  charm  of  tenderness  and  loving  kindness, 
which  breathes  through  the  whole  and  penetrates  like  incense, 
it  would  be  difficult  to  select  any  single  scene  that  might  seem 
to  justify  the  impression  produced  by  the  entire  work.  There  is 
high  poetry,  but  it  h  the  poetry  of  feeling,  rather  than  of  words ; 
a  deep  humanity;  a  strong  faith  in  virtue;  an  earnest  repent- 
ance; a  zealous  atonement;  every  thing  that  is  sweet,  and  ge- 
nial, and  soothing;  nothing  that  is  striking;  little  that  is  fanci- 
ful.   Thomas  May's  writings  resemble  Mn  Macready's  acting, 

•  Tbc  Congress. 
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mdier  than  Mr.  Kean's.  No  sudden  bursts!  no  electrical 
shocks !  all  is  graceful,  flowing,  and  continuous.  His  softness 
is  almost  womanly;  his  female  characters  are  as  pure  and  deli- 
cate as  the  finest  carving  in  ivory. 

The  plot  of  "The  Heir"  still  appears  original  and  unhackneyed. 
Polymctes,  a  Sicilian  nobleman,  who  has  two  children,  a  son 
abroad(£ugenio),and  a  beautiful  daughter  (Leucothoe),  spreads 
a  report  that  his  son  is  dead,  in  order  to  attract  suitors  to  the 
rich  heiress.  His  plan  succeeds.  Count  Virro,  a  powerful  and 
avaricious  lord,  demands  the  hand  of  Leucothoe,  and  gains  the 
delighted  consent  of  Polymetes,  though  not  of  his  daughter. 
Euggaio,  astonished  at  the  report  of  his  own  death,  returns  pri- 
vately to  Syracuse,  visits  his  father  in  the  disguise  of  a  servant, 
and  informs  him  that  his  son  is  alive.  He  afterwards  conveys 
the  same  intelligence  to  Count  Virro,  who  engages  him  to  poi- 
son Eugenio — diat  is,  himself— »which  he  undertakes  without 
scruple.  In  the  mean  time  Philocles,  the  son  of  Euphues,  her 
father's  enemy,  falls  in  love  with  Leucothoe,  who  confesses  that 
she  has  long  loved  him ;  and  they  elope.  They  are  betrayed 
by  Psectas,  her  faithless  confidante,  and  Philocles  is  seized  and 
tried  for  stealing  an  heiress. 

4  Hall  of  Justices-Fudges — Virro,  Polymetes,  Euphues,  Leuco- 
thoe, ^c.    Enter  Philocles,  with  a  Guard. 

1  Judge.    Philocles,  stand  to  the  bar,  and  answer  to  such, 
crimes 
As  shall  be  here  objected  against  thy  life. 
Read  the  indictment. 

PhiL  Spare  that  labour; 

I  do  confess  the  fact  that  I  am  chai^d  witht 
And  speak  as  much  as  my  accusers  can. 
As  much  as  all  the  witnesses  can  prove; 
^was  I  that  stole  away  the  daughter  and  heir 
Of  Lord  Polymetes,  which,  wer't  to  do  again. 
Rather  than  lose  her,  I  again  would  venture. 
This  was  the  fact :  your  sentence,  honoured  fathers ! 

Cler.    Tis  brave  aud  resolute. 

1  Jud^e.    4  heavy  sentence,  noble  Philoclee*^ 
And  such  a  one  as  I  could  wish  myself 
Off  from  this  place  some  other  might  deliver; 
You  must  die  for  it,  death  is  your  sentence. 

PhiL  Which  I  embrace  with  willingness.  Now,  my  Lord. 
Is  your  hate  glutted  yet,  or  is  my  life  {To  Polymetes.) 

Too  poor  a  sacrifice  to  appease  tne  rancour 
Of  your  inveterate  malice?    If  it  be  so. 
Invent  some  scandal,  that  may  after  blot 
My  reputation.    Fatiier,  dry  your  tears. 
Weep  not  for  me,  my  death  shall  leave  no  stain 
0pon  your  Mood,  nor  blot  on  your  fair  name: 
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The  honoured  ashes  of  my  ancestors 

May  still  rest  quiet  in  their  tear-wet  urns 

For  any  act  of  mine ;  I  might  have  lived, 

If  Heaven  had  not  prevented  it,  and  found 

Death  for  some  foul,  dishonourable  act 

Brother,  farewell ;  no  sooner  have  I  found 

But  I  must  leave  thy  wished -for  company* 

Farewell,  my  dearest  love ;  live  thou  stifi  happy ; 

And  may  some  one  of  more  desert  than  I 

Be  blest  in  the  enjoying  what  I  lose. 

I  need  not  wish  him  happiness  that  has  thee. 

For  thou  wilt  bring  it;  may  he  prove  as  good 

As  thou  art  worthy !  • 

Leuc.  Dearest  Philocles, 

There  is  no  room  for  any  man  but  thee 
Within  this  breast    Oh,  good  my  lords. 
Be  merciful:  condemn  us  both  togeth^ ; 
Our  fiiults  are  both  alike ;  why  should  the  law 
Be  partial  thus,  and  lay  it  all  on  him? 

1  Judge.    Ladv,  I  would  we  could  as  lawfully 
Save  him  as  you,  he  should  not  die  for  this. 

The  reader  foresees  the  conclusion*  Eugenio  first  accuses 
Count  Virro  of  murder,  then  relieves  all  parties  by  discovering 
himself.  A  reconciliation  ensues  of  the  most  perfect  earnest- 
ness and  sincerity;  very  different  from  the  words  of  course 
spoken  by  two  **  good  haters"  at  the  end  of  a  modern  comedy. 
There  is  an  underplot  dovetailed  in  with  great  skill,  which  I 
have  left  untouched,  to  avoid  confusion. 

"  The  Old  Couple"  is  a  still  sweeter  play  than  «  The  Heir;" 
though  the  story  is  more  intricate  and  the  persons  are  more  nu- 
merous. I  can  only  quote  part  of  the  opening  scene.  Eugeny 
thinks  that  he  has  killed  Scudmore  in  a  duel,  and  remains  con- 
cealed in  the  woods  near  the  house  of  his  mistress,  who  meet!i^ 
him  in  her  garden. 

Eugeny  t  solus. 
Eu^,    This  is  the  hour  which  fair  Artemia 
Promised  to  borrow  from  all  company. 
And  bless  me  only  with  it ;  to  deny 
Her  beauteous  presence  to  all  else,  and  shine 
On  me,  poor  me !  Within  this  garden  here. 
This  happy  garden  once,  while  I  was  happy. 
And  wanted  not  a  free  access  unto  it ; 
Before  my  fatal  and  accursed  crime 
Had  shut  these  gates  of  paradise  against  me; 
When  I,  without  control,  alone  might  spend 
With  sweet  Artemia  in  ^ese  friigrant  walks 
The  day's  short-seeming  hours ;  and  ravished  hear 
Her  sweet  discourses  of  the  lily's  whiteness. 
The  blushine  rose,  blue-mantled  violet. 
Pale  dalibdif,  and  purple  hyacinth; 
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With  all  the  various  sweets  and  painted  glories 

Of  Nature's  wardrobe ;  which  were  all  eclipsed 

Sjr  her  diviner  beauty.    But,  alas ! 

What  boots  the  former  happiness  I  had 

But  to  increase  my  sorrow  ?    My  sad  crime  ^ 

Has  left  me  now  no  entrance  but  by  stealth. 

When  death  and  danger  dog  my  venturous  steps. 

And  welcome  danger,  since  thou  find'st  so  fair 

A  recompense,  as  my  Artemia's  sight. 

{Artemia  then  enters;  and  after  some  sweet  chiding  for  his  rash* 
n€$s  in  vinting  her,  inouires) — 

How  dost  tnou  spend  thy  melancholy  time  P 

Euff,  Within  the  covert  of  yon  9hady  wood. 
Which  clothes  the  mountain's  rough  and  craggy  top, 
A  little  hovel,  built  of  boughs  and  reeds. 
Is  my  abode ;  from  whence  the  spreading  trees 
Keep  out  the  sun,  and  do  bestow  in  lieu 
A  greater  benefit,  a  safe  concealment. 
In  that  secure  and  solitary  place, 
I  give  m^  pleased  imagination  leave 
To  feast  itself  with  thy  supposed  presence ; 
Whose  only  shadow  brinss  more  joy  to  me 
Than  all  the  substance  of  the  world  beside. 

jfrf.  Just  so  alone  am  I :  nay,  want  the  presence 
Of  my  own  heart,  which  strays  to  find  out  thee. 
But  who  comes  to  thee  to  supply  tiiy  wants  ? 

Evg,  There  my  Artemia  names  m  v  happiness : 
A  happihess,  which,  next  her  love,  I  bold 
To  be  the  greatest  that  the  world  can  give ; 
And  I  am  proud  to  name  it    I  do  there 
Enjoy  a  fnend,  whose  sweet  society 
Makes  that  dark  wood  a  palace  of  delight; 
One  stored  with  all  that  can  commend  a  man ; 
In  whom  refined  knowledge  and  pure  art. 
Mixing  with  true  and  sound  morality. 
Is  crowned  with  piety. 

Jlrt,  What  wonder 's  this 

Whom  thou  describ'st  ? 

Eug,  But  I  in  vain,  alas ! 

Do  stnve  to  make  with  my  imperfect  skill 
A  true  dissection  of  his  noble  parts : 
He  loses,  love,  by  all  that  I  can  say ; 
For  praise  can  come  no  nearer  to  his  worth 
Than  can  a  painter  with  his  mimic  sun 
Express  the  beauty  of  Hyperion. 

Art,  What  is  his  name? 

Eug,  His  name  is  Theodore, 

Rich  Earthworm's  son,  lately  come  home  from  travel. 

j9H.  Oh,  heavens !  his  son !  Can  such  a  caitiff  wretch. 
Hated  and  cursed  by  all,  have  such  a  son ! 
Vol.  n.  No.  7.— 1821.  K 
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The  miser  lives  alone>  abhorred  bj  all 
Like  a  disease ;  jet  cannot  so  be  'scftped : 
But,  canker-like,  eats  through  the  poor  men's  hearts 
That  live  about  him :  never  has  commerce 
"With  any,  but  to  ruin  them.    His  house. 
Inhospitable  as  the  wilderness, 
And  never  looked  upon,  but  with  a  curse. 
He  hoards,  in  secret  places  of  the  earth. 
Not  only  bags  of  treasure,  but  his  corn ; 
Whose  every  grain  he  prizes  'bove  a  life ; 
And  never  prays  at  all,  but  for  dear  years. 
Et^g.  For  his  son's  sake,  tread  gently  on  his  fame. 
Scudmore  is,  however,  alive,  and  all  ends  happily.  The  chief 
purpose  of  this  play  seems  to  be  to  expose  tl^e  vice  of  avarice  in 
all  Its  forms ;  and  nothing  can  be  more  finely  marked  and  dis- 
tinguished than  the  bold  and  wicked  grasping  of  Sir  Argent 
Scrape,  the  cimning,  yet  abortive  overreaching  of  Lady  Lovet, 
and  the  sordid  accumulation  and  tenacious  retention  of  Earth- 
w6rm.     Its  principal  charm  is  undoubtedly  the  character  of 
Theodore,  Earthworm's  son ;  who  bends  the  whole  force  of  a 
noble  and  powerful  mind  to  effect  his  father^s  reformation,  and 
his  friend's  happiness ;  and  conquers  all  others,  as  he  conquers 
himself,  by  the  strength  of  his  will,  and  the  softness  and  pliabi- 
lity of  his  temper.    He  throws  off  a  beginning  passion  for  Ma- 
tilda, ^^  Scudmore's  love,"  as  she  is  prettily  called  in  the  Dra- 
matis Personse,  with  a  self-control  as  absolute  as  his  influence 
over  all  about  him  is  irresistible.    His  gentle  and  peaceful  cha- 
racter has  something  quite  chivalrous  in  its  repose  and  cour- 
tesy.   We  could  no  more  doubt  his  courage  than  we  could 
doubt  that  of  Sir  Philip  Sydney.     Anodier  attraction  of  this 
charming  play  is  the  circumstance  of  the  scene's  being  laid  in 
the  country,  in  the  midst  of  woods  and  gardens,  and  farms  and 
old  mansions;    with  perpetual  allusions  to  rural  sights  and 
sounds,  to  the  moon  and  the  nightingale,  and  the  sweet  world 
of  leaves  and  flowers.     A  less  pleasing  peculiarity  is  the  mise- 
rable picture  it  exhibits  of  the  utter  perversion  of  justice  during 
the  reign  of  Charles  the  First,  when  lives  were  bought  or  sold, 
not  only  by  men's  enemies,  but  by  their  heirs.    Sir  Argent 
Scrape  plots  to  prevent  Eugeny's  obtaming  a  pardon,  that  he 
may  inherit  his  estate.    Theodore  says : 

And  then  what  bribes  may  do 
In  hastening  execution,  do  but  consideri^— • 
This  very  age  hath  ^ven 
Horrid  examples  lately.    Brothers  have  been 
Betrayed  by  orothers,  in  that  very  kind- — 
No  tie  so  near, 

No  band  so  sacred,  but  the  cursed  hunger 
C>f  gold  has  broke  it ;  and  made  wretched  men 
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To  fly  from  nature,  mock  religion. 

And  trample  under  feet  the  holiest  lawQ. 
The  conclusion  of  '*  The  Old  Couple"  is  still  sweeter  than 
fiiat  of  ^^  The  Heir."  Penitence  and  joy,  the  rain  and  the  sun- 
shine, bring  out  a  flush  of  blossoms  like  April  weather.  £artli- 
worm  is  the  most  ardent  and  enthusiastic  of  misers,  and  with  a 
natural  reaction  of  the  passions  becomes  generous  almost  to 
prodigality. 

Of  the  personal  character  of  Thomas  May  very  little  is  known, 
and  that  litde  comes  from  a  political  enemy.  Lord  Clarendon, 
with  whom  he  was  intimately  acquainted,  says,  *^  That  his  fa- 
ther spent  the  fortune  to  which  he  was  bom,  so  that  he  had  only 
an  annuity  left  him,  not  proportionable  to  a  liberal  education ; 
yet,  since  his  fortune  could  not  raise  his  mind,  he  brought  his 
mind  down  to  his  fortune,  by  a  great  modesty  and  humility  in 
his  nature,  which  was  not  aflfected,  but  very  well  became  an  im- 
perfection in  his  speech,  which  was  a  great  mortification  to  him, 
and  kept  him  from. entering  upon  any  discourse  but  in  the  com- 
pany of  his  very  friends.  His  parts  of  nature  and  art  were  very- 
good,  as  appears  by  his  translation  of  Lucan  (none  of  the  easiest 
work  of  ihax  kind,)  and  more  by  his  supplement  to  Lucan,  which 
being  entirely  his  own,  for  the  learning,  the  wit,  and  the  language, 
may  be  weU  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  best  epic  poems  in  die 
£n^iish  language  He  writ  some  other  commendable  pieces  of 
the  rdgn  of  some  of  our  kings.  He  was  cherished  by  many  per- 
sons of  honour,  and  very  acceptable  in  all  places."  No  need  to 
follow  Lord  Clarendon  into  his  political  vituperation.  What  I 
have  quoted  does  equal  honour  to  the  historian  and  the  poet; 
and  is  exacdy  what  one  imagines  in  reading  the  plays.  M. 


ITAXY.* 

There  is  no  country  on  the  face  of  the  habitable  globe  that  ia 
connected  with  so  many  associations  of  taste  and  feeling  of  fancy 
and  reflection,  as  Italy.  Lovely  in  the  fables  of  aDti<|uity ;  wildly 
srand  and  wonderful  in  her  early  history ;  universal  in  the  sway  of 
oer  middle  ases ;  dazzlin|;  in  the  splendour  of  her  mid-dajr  power  | 
affecting  in  me  long  twilight  of  her  deca^ ;  again  imposimr*  and 
perhaps  more  than  ever  8o»  to  the  inquiring  mind,  in  the  Gothic 
darkness  of  the  ni^t  which  succeeded  to  all  her  glories ;  and  trebly 
interesting  in  the  sweet  refulgence  which  reviving  intellect  threw 
over  even  the  ruined  images  of  her  former  greatness-— ideas  of  the 
eneigj,  the  brilliancy  of  her  menial  character,  are  inseparably  united 
in  our  minds  with  corresponding  images  of  her  cloudless  skies^her  lux- 
vriant  valley^s;  her  mountains, presenting  all  that  is  ma^ificentin  na- 
ture ;  her  citieB,  containing  every  thing  that  is  valuable  in  art  Henoe 
is  fliifl  charming  country  described  and  redescribed,  and  every  de- 

*  Italy.  By  hady  Morgan.  3  vols.  4to. 
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scnption  of  it  perused  and  reperused  with  an  eagenie68*which  re- 
quires not  noireltj  of  theme  to  increase  the  pleasure  we  derive  from 
comparing  one  account  with  another,  and  all  of  them  with  either 
our  own  actual  experience,  or  previous  conceptions  on  the  subject. 
There  is,  however,  one  province  of  delineation  throughout  the  world 
which  must  ever  present  novelty,  (or  by  every  eye  it  will  be  differ- 
ently viewed,  according  to  the  light  in  which  it  may  have  been  con- 
templated; by  every  hand  be  differently  traced,  according  to  the 
feeling,  as  well  as  the  execution  of  the  artist  who  may  use  the  pencil 
-"We  mean  die  delineation  of  human  nature.  Hence,  if  Italy,  as 
a  country,  could  ever  cease  to  interest,  Italy,  as  a  people,  mo^  atili 
claim  Qur  attention  as  long  as  we  are  concerned  in  what  befals  our 
fellow  creatures,  and  in  the  effect  of  such  human  institutions,  and 
variations  of  outward  circumstances,  as  all  nations  are  exposed  io, 
and  which  therefore  all  nations  ought  to  know.  In  this  point  of 
view  there  are  few  modern  tourists  who  will  be  found  to  draw  more 
amusing  pictures  than  Lady  Morgan. 

Susa  is  styled  by  Lady  Morgan  "  the  first  stage  in  the  theory  of 
agreeable  sensations ;"  and  to  those  who  are,  most  likely,  still  con- 
gratulating themselves  as  they  enter  it,  on  their  safe  descent  from 
the  cloud-capped  mountains  under  whose  shadow  it  lies,  we  wonder 
not  at  its  appearing  so. 

Turin,  the  smallest  royal  capital  in  Europe,  being  only  three  miles 
in  circumference,  she  terms  a  little  city  or  palaces  ;  at  the  time  of 
tJie  French  invasion  it  contained  an  hundred  and  ten  churches,  all 
a^^endidly  endowed,  and  rich  in  marbles,  pictures,  and  other  pre- 
4:ums  objects.  Still,  amidst  all  its  beauties,  it  has  **  the  fault  ot  in- 
completeness;" its  noblest  palaces  are  to  be  seen  partly  unfinished* 
aiid  partly  in  ruins ;  an  epitome  of  the  general  state  of  Italian  villaB, 
as  well  royal  as  noble ;  being,  for  the  most  part,  vast,  desolate,  dreary, 
and  neglected.  Sight-seeing  scarcely  befi;ins  at  Turin,  but  the  Li- 
brary is  very  extensive,  and  the  biblical  treasures  it  contains  are 
immense.  Lady  Morgan  saw  there  the  famous  Golden  Bull  of^  TVe- 
bixond,  respecting  which  she  remarks  that  tiie  diplomacy  of  it  "  is 
as  unintelligible  as  if  it  proceeded  from  that  British  minister  whose 
bulk  are  not  always  golaenJ^^ 

It  would  be  an  injustice  did  we  omit  to  notice  in  this  place  the- 
honourable  conduct  of  the  French  with  respect  to  the  Library  at 
Milan,  only  two  works  from  which  they  took  away ;.  one  a  Folyglott 
Bible,  the  other  a  Hebrew  Tract ;  for  both  of  which  they  left  writ- 
ten acknowledgments,  and  both  of  which  were  returned.  From  the 
cabinet  of  medsus,  one  of  the  richest  in  Italy,  tiiey  took  tiot,  nor  even 
displaced,  a  single  coin.  Mr.  Eustace's  lamentation^  over  their 
spoliations  are  merefore  somewhat  misplaced,  as  well  as  his  cen*- 
sures  of  them  for  turning  the  *<  Lord's  Supper  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci, 
in  the  convent  of  the  Dominicans,  into  •a  target  for  the  soldiers  to 
fire  at ;"  the  whole  story  of  which  is  declared  by  the  author  of 
« Italy"  to  be  without  foundation,  as  tlie  picture  is  witiliout  injury, 
save  and  except  that  which  the  Monks  themselves  have  inflicted  on 
it,  by  cutting  a  door  through  the  legs  of  tiie  principal  figure,  which 
is  that  of  our  Saviour,  in  order  that,  by  making  a  nearer  communl- 


-Roly.  77 

(Ation  with  the  kitchen*  the  abbot's  dinner  misht  be  served  vp  hot- 
ter in  the  refectory,  than  it  could  be  if  suffered  to  pass  through  the 
cloisters ! 

Notwithstanding  the  close  copyinj^  of  French  manners  which  has 
loi^  characterized  Turin,  an  affectation,  or  we  would  saj  admiration 
of  Ensliah  habits,  is  much  diffused  among  its  politer  circles  at  this 
period:  oar  literature  is  sedulously  cultiTated  by  many  of  the  young 
persons,  and  Lady  Morsan  was  presented  with  Italian  translations 
of  Laila  Rookh  and  Childe  Harold  the  day  before  she  left  Turin; 
the  geiseral  society  of  which  appears,  fromher  account,  intelligent, 
liberal,  and  courteous. 

The  DvoMo  of  Milan,  which,  bc^^n  by  the  usurper  Yisconti  in 
the  14th  century,  was  finished  in  the  19th  bj  Bonaparte,  who  used 
to  saxe  on  it,  when  he  first  arrived  in  that  city,  with  unsatiated  de- 
l^t,  is  described  by  Lady  Morcan  with  all  tnat  felicity  of  expres- 
sion which,  in  matters  that  toucn  her  heart  or  fancy,  is  peculiarly 
her  own.  The  architecture,  which  is  mixed  (Gothic,  she  leaves  to 
the  cavils  of  the  virtuosi,  and  describes  it  only  as  she  saw  it,  in  the 
radiance  of  the  mid-day  sun :  its  masses  of  white  and  polished  mar- 
Ue,  wrought  into  such  elegant  fillagree  as  is  traced  on  Indian  ivonr 
by  Hindoo  fingers;  its  slim  and  delicate  pinnacles  tipped  with 
sculptured  saints,  and  looking  (all  gigantic  as  it  is)  like  some  fainr 
fabnc  of  viq^  sUver,  dazzling  the  eye,  and  fascinating  the  imap- 
nation.  Its  interior  solemnity  is  represented  as  finely  ooposins  its 
outward  lustre;  and  the  effect  of  the  contrast  was  heigtitened  by 
the  snlendid  procession  of  the  chapter,  with  their  archbishop  at 
thi^r  head,  issuing  from  the  choir;  and  the  more  affecting,  though 
less  imposing  one,  of  the  viaticum  borne  to  some  d^ng  sinner, 
whilst  iM  Imperial  guards  turned  out  and  carried  their  arms  as  it 
went  forth,  and  those  who  were  passing  by  stopped  and  knelt  with 
uncovered  heads.  Lady  Mor^n  justly  observes,  that  *'  the  bold 
dariag  of  the  first  reformers  is  only  to  be  estimated  in  Catholic 
countries,  in  the  midst  of  tiiose  imposing  forms  to  which  the  feel- 
ings so  readily  lend  themselves,  and  from  which  the  imagination 
finds  it  so  difficult  to  escape." 

After  the  Ducmio  comes  tiie  Theatre  of  the  Soala,  as  next  in  the 
admiration  and  aflSfiction  of  the  Milanese.  The  Count  de  Stendhal, 
who  seems  to  have  travelled  with  breathless  haste  and  anxiety  from 
one  theatre  to  another  throughout  Italy,  has  left  nothing  for  other 
toorists  to  say  on  ^diis,  wluch  can  boast  of  never  using  in  a  second 
mece,  scales  that  have  been  already  exhilnted  in  another,  and  of 
naWng  1085  dresses  made  for  one  ballet;  but  Stendhal  has  de- 
acribra  nothing  belonging  to  it,  as  Lady  Morgan  describes  the  bal- 
let o(  the  Vestale;  and  we  doubt  not,  but  that  the  eflfect  of  it  is  as 
powerful  <Hi  a  people  so  alive  to,  and  so  skilled  in  the  language  of 
gesticulation,  as  anv  of  their  best  written  tragedies.  <<  Signer  Vi- 
gano,  the  principal  ballet-master,  is  the  Shakspeare  of  his  art;  and 
With  such  powerful  conceptions,  and  such  intimate  knowledge  of 
natnre  and  effect  as  he  eahibits,.it  is  wonderful  that,  instead  of  com-^ 
poBiDg  faaUats,  he  does  not  write  epics.  The  Italian  bdlet  al  wave' 
di&redfiroDi  every  other,  and  seems  to  have  been  the  origin  of  tibe 
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modem  melodrame.  It  borrows  its  perfection  from  causes  which 
may  be  said  to  be  not  only  physical,  but  political.  The  mobilitT  of 
the  Italian  muscle  is  well  adapted  to  the  language  of  gesture,  which 
breaks  through  even  their  ordinary  discourse ;  while  a  habit  of  dis- 
trust,  impressed  upon  the  people  by  the  fearful  system  of  espio- 
nage, impels  them  to  trust  tiieir  thoughts  rather  to  a  look  or  an  ac- 
tion, than  to  a  word  or  a  phrase."  There  is  a  private  theatre  at 
Milan,  supported  with  much  spirit  and  considerable  expense,  chief- 
ly by  the  second  class  of  society ;  which  in  Italy,  as  in  our  own  and 
most  other  countries,  we  believe,  appears  to  comprise  a  large  pro- 
portion of  all  that  is  valuable  in  the  national  character.  The  go* 
vemment  of  the  Cisalpine  Rqmhlic  made  a  present  of  this  theatre 
to  some  theatrical  amateurs,  who  gave  it  the  title  of  Teatro  Patri" 
oticaf  and  chose  the  finest  productions  of  their  native  Muses,  in 
which  to  display  their  talents.  It  is  at  present  termed  Teatro  Fi- 
todrammatico,  and  the  pieces  played  in  it  are  limited  to  such  as 
have  passed  the  oixleal  of  the  censor ;  but  its  performances  still  re- 
main m  sufficient  perfection  to  gratify  the  most  fastidious  judges. 
Several  noblemen  m  Milan  have  entered  into  an  association  for  the 
encouragement  of  Italian  comedy:  and  in  tragedy,  the  number  of 
living  geniuses  that  have  already  proved  their  talents,  is  sufficient 
to  give  celebrity  to  the  age,  had  thejr  a.  free  atmosphere  to  write  in ; 
but  Pellico,  one  of  the  most  highly  gifted  among  them,  is  in  solitary 
confinement  in  the  dungeons  of  tiie  police  of  Milan,  on  suspicion, 
as  is  alleged,  though  from  all  accounts  without  foundation,  of  be- 
ing connected  wi£  the  Carbonari.  The  best  pieces  of  Monti  are 
forbidden ;  and  NicoUni  is  obli^d  to  publish  his  works  in  England, 
because  their  tone  of  sentiment  is  not  agreeable  to  the  "  earspolitey*^ 
of  existing  authorities  in  Italy. 

The  erand  works  of  art  which  were  begun,  and  many  of  them 
finished,  in  Milan,  bj^  the  French,  we  have  not  space  enough  to  en- 
ter into  any  description  of;  but  it  is  with  some  reluctance  we  turn 
from  the  triumphal  arch,  which,  tliough  left  since  1814  in  a  state  of 
<*  incompleteness,"  to  which  Italian  eyes  are  too  well  used  to  be 
shocked  at,  was  yet  the  means,  by  the  drawings  and  plans,  the  de- 
corations and  statuary  commanded  for  it,  of  raising  a  school  of 
sculpture  in  Lombardy,  and  brining  forward  aspiring  ^nius,  with 
a  rapidity  equal  to  that  with  which  the  most  astonishing  projects 
were  conceived  and  executed  by  him,  whose  mighty  march,  too  often 
to  be  tracked  by  blood,  was  likeMrise  at  times  marked  by  public 
benefits,  and  the  application  of  gigantic  efforts  to  the  convenience 
and  gratification  ot  social  life.  Such  efforts  are,  the  Simplon,  where 
all  is  now  rendered  easy  and  safe,  which  was  once  difficult,  danger- 
ous, and  terrible  to  contemplate ;  such  would  have  been  the  splendid 
arch  which  was  meant  to  terminate  witii  becoming  digniW  that 
magnificent  road;  and  such  is  the  arena,  or  circus,  raised  for  the 
purpose  of  celebrating  national  festivities,  and  capable  x>f  contUD- 
ing  thirty  thousand  spectators.  **  Much  of  the  taxes  complained  of 
under  the  French  regime,  were  expended  on  works  of  thisdescrip^ 
Hon,  by  which  the  wealth  taken  from  the  few  was  distributed  among 
.the  industrious  many;  and  it  i$  further  to  be  remariEod  that*  not- 


withstanding  the  largeness  of  the  suras  so  taken,  they  have  left  the 
Milanese  nobility  by  far  the  richest  body  in  Italy.  The  system 
which  accompanied  these  impositions,  opened  to* the  nobles  new, 
more  efficient,  and  more  legitimate  sources  of  wealth,  than  those 
which  the  old  regime  offered.  They  are  now  agriculturists,  ma- 
nufacturers, speculators,  and  spread  their  vast  cajiital,  formerly 
hoarded  in  chests,  over  the  whole  country;  resembling  in  this  par- 
ticular the  free  citizens  of  ancient  Milak,  from  whom  they  are  de* 
scended.  We  have  it  on  the  testimony  of  the  noblest  amonest 
them,  that  they  have  considerably  increased  their  revenues  by  this 
ai^nration  of  aristocratic  prejudices ;  which  has  given,  at  the  same 
time,  a  full  play  to  their  extensive  pecuniary  means,  and  to  tlieir 
native  and  natural  intelligence." 

Altogether  Milan  appears  to  be  in  a  high  state  of  mental  im- 
provement Several  of  her  nobility  eagerly  visited  England,  as 
soon  as  the  peace  of  1815  removed  the  obstacles  to  their  doing  so 
before;  and  whilst  thejp' mingled  in  the  evenings  in  our  most  re- 
fined and  fashionable  ciixles,  they  devoted  their  mornings  to  the 
most  active  inquiries  into  all  our  arts  and  establishments,  by  which 
they  might  hope  to  benefit  their  native  country  at  their  return. 
From  England,  Count  Confaloniere  took  the  plan  of  the  Lancas- 
^rian  system  of  education,  which  was  scarcely  mentioned  at  Milan 
when  *'  an  association  was  formed  for  carrying  it  into  execution ; 
and  the  descendants  of  the  Visconti,  Trivulzi,  Ubaldi,  Lamberten- 
ghi,  Litta,  Borromeo,  and  Carafa,— names  that  sounded  so  fierce 
and  feudal  in  old  Italian  story,  so  often  opposed  in  contest,  or 
ranged  in  deadly  feud,r— were  here  united,  to  spread  that  light 
among  the  people  once  so  jealously  withheld,  and  which  even  the 
fathers  of  these  men  would  have  denied,  as  dangerous  to  social 
order."  The  increasing  influence  of  education  is  felt  proportion - 
ably  among  the  higher  classes  of  Milan,  and  more  especially  among 
the  females,  hitherto  so  uncultivated,  so  immured  in  their  early 
youth,  and,  of  consequence,  so  idle,  and  so  intriguing,  under  the 
sanction  of  matrimony,  in  their  riper  years.  Equal  to  Count  Con- 
faloniere in  patriotism  and  science.  Count  Porro  must  be  mention- 
ed as  one  of  the  chief  ornaments  of  Milan,  the  best  society  of  which 
he  gathers  together  at  his  weekly  dinners  ;-Hind  be  it  known  to  all 
whmn  it  may  concern,  that,  from  Lady  Morgan's  account,  an  Ita- 
lian dinner  is  a  very  exquisite  thing ;  whereas  most  of  our  travellers 
represent  the  Italians  as  scarcely  dining  at  all.  This  nobleman,  in 
conjnnc&n  with  Count  Confaloniere,  has  literal!  v  introduced  new 
light  from  England  into  his  native  country ;  exhibiting  his  house 
splendidly  illuminated  with  gas,  to  the  great  admiration  of  the  Mi- 
lanese in  ceneraU 

**  The  class  which  immediately  succeeds  the  high  aristocracy, 
nnder  the  name  of  Cittadini,  (once  a  noble  distinction  in  Milan, 
for  which  feudal  princes  sued,)  includes  the  whole  of  the  liberal 
pnife8si«ms,  the  small  landdl  proprietors,  and  even  a  sort  of  little 
nobility,  which,  with  the  title  of  lion,  or  l)onna,  prove  the  rank  of 
their  umil j  to  have  originated  mth  the  Spanish  power  in  Lombar- 
dy.    Between  this  class  and  the  aristocracy  there  was  formerly  a 
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barrier,  which  none  passed  without  the  ]>eiialtj  of  loss  of  coat.  The 
late  republican  gOYemment  cut  through  it  boldly ;  and  the  Bmpe- 
ror  Napoleon  treated  the  Italian  prejudices  on  this  subject  widi 
ineffable  and  avowed  contempt  With  this  large,  well-educated, 
and  most  respectable  class,  it  is  extremely  difficult  for  foreigners 
to  become  acauainted.  The  nobility  of  Italy  now,  almost  exclu- 
sJLYel^,  do  the  nonours  of  the  nation.  The.  CiUadini  keep  back  in 
dignified  reserve,  under  the  consciousness  of  the  revived  disquali- 
fications which  legitimate  restoration  has  imposed  on  them.'* 

French  is  universally  spoken  at  Milan,  and  in  great  purity.  Ita- 
lian is  only  spoken  when  straneers  from  other  parts  of  Italy  are 
present;  and  Milanese  is  the  language  of  familiar  life,  witn  all 
classes.  To  speak  with  the  Tuscan  accent,  is  supreme  maatMvis  fon, 
and  savours  of  vulgar  affectation. 

From  Milan  Lady  Momin  conducts  us  to  Como,  the  streets  of 
which  she  describes  as  dark,  narrow,  and  filthy;  its  environs  the 
haunts  of  smugglers,  and  the  quarters  of  the  Austrian  soldiers,  who 
are  kept  there  in  large  and  oppressive  bodies,  to  prevent,  if  possi- 
ble, their  illicit  negotiations.  *<  But  whatever  are  the  internal  de- 
fects of  Como,  however  gloomy  its  streets  and  noxious  its  atmo- 
sphere, the  moment  that  one  of  the  little  boats  which  crowd  its  tiny 
port  is  entered  and  pushed  from  the  shore,  the  city  gradually  be- 
comes a  feature  of  peculiar  beauty  in  one  of  the  loveliest  scenes 
ever  designed  by  Nature."  Along  a  part  of  the  shore  of  the  lake, 
a  long  line  of  spacious  and  beautitul  road  has  been  opened ;  some- 
times walled,  sometimes  vaulted ;  always  banked  in  from  the  in- 
cursions of  the  water,  and  secured,  at  vast  expense  and  labour,  from 
the  falline  in  of  the  heights  impending  over  it.  **  This  noble  work 
has  provided,  at  the  end  of  centuries,  a  drive  for  the  accommoda- 
tion and  pleasure  of  the  Comasques,  along  that  part  of  their  lake 
(still  the  only  part  accessible  to  a  carriage) ;  and  thoush  it  has  not 
yet  reached  its  intended  extent,  it  is  still  a  great  public  benefit, 
and  is  now  the  Corso  of  the  little  capital."—'*  On  one  side  of  the 
noble  road  which  owes  its  existence  to  her  munificence,  a  plain 
marble  slab  informs  the  passenger  that  this  causeway  was  raised 
by  a  Princess  of  the  House  of  D'Este,  Caroline  of  Brunswick.  But 
generations  yet  unborn,  destined  to  inhabit  the  districts  of  Como, 
Mrill  learn  with  mtitude,  that  the  first  road  opiened  on  the  banks  of 
their  beautiful  take,  was  executed  in  the  19th  century,  by  a  Queen 
of  England." 

We  can  scarcely  follow  Lady  Morgan  through  Pa  via,  without 
pausing  at  the  Certosa,  '<  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  moat 
magnificent  of  Italian  churches  and  monasteries:"  at  any  rate, 
if  we  pass  by  the  dazzling  splendour  of  its  temple,  and  all  its  con- 
comitant buildings,  we  may  be  allowed  to  turn  for  a  moment  to  its 
cloisters,  where  all  is  simple,  solemn,  and  stamped  with  monastic 
gravity  and  sequestration.  '*  Behind  a  noble  fabric,  once  occupied 
by  the  Prior,  and  reserved  for  the  reception  of  strangers  and  pil- 
^ims  of  rank,  are  the  cloisters,  incrusted  with  tracery  and  relievos 
in  terra-cotta,  and  serving  as  a  portico  to  twentv-four  isolated 
houses.    These  were  the  cells  of  the  monlis:  each  cell  has  two 
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roomsy-a  little  garden  with  a  fonntain  and  marble  seat    A  wheel 
on  the  outude  turned  to  receive  their  food ;  for  there  was  no  com- 
munication between  the  brethren,  except  in  the  church.    In  one  of 
t.he8e  cells  we  remained  for  nearly  an  hour.    It  was  precisely  as  its 
last  inhabitant  had  left  it,  thirty  years  before.    There  was  some- 
thing melancholy  in  the  pains  he  had  bestowed  in  his  little  garden, 
of  about  thirty  or  forty  ieet  in  circumference:  he  had  painted,  or 
otherwise  ornamented,  everjr  stone  in  the  high  wall:  he  had  deco- 
rated hia  little  fountain  till  it  resembled  a  child's  toy.    The  walk 
was  a  mosaic ;  and  the  profusion  of  flowers,  now  wild  and  degene- 
rated, which  sprung  up  amidst  the  high  ^ass  and  matted  weeds, 
evinced  how  much  he  was  thrown  upon  this  sad  and  circumscribed 
recess  for  occupation.    There  was  a  fine  fig-tree  in  fruit  in  one 
comer,  which  he  had  probably  left  a  s/ip." 
'     At  the  wretched  village  and  unaccommodated  post-house  of  VoU 
tagio,  the  sleeping  stage  between  Pa  via  and  Genoa,  the  stranger 
first  feels  that  he  is  ak^ut  to  take  leave  of  the  improved  civiliza- 
tion of  Italy:  and  the  sad  sight  of  the  galley -slaves  at  the  gates  of 
Genoa,  once  so  free,  so  renowned,  so  proud,  with  the  mockery  of 
UBERTAs,  the  motto  of  the  state,  engraved  on  the  iron  fetters  whicl 
manacled  their  ancles,  afforded  too  speaking  a  lesson,  that  the  spirit 
and  meaning  of  the  word  was  not  to  be  looked  for  in  further  ad- 
vancement towards  the  papal  dominions. 

We  cannot  linger  witn  X«ady  Morgan  as  we  would  wish  in  the 
now  deserted  palaces,  which  had  «  Rubens  for  their  historian,  the 
DoRiA,  the  DuRAzzi,  the  Fieschi,  of  old,  for  their^asters,  and 
emperors  and  kings  for  their  euests :"  nor  can  we  here  trace  with 
her  the  causes  of  the  decay  which  is  spread  through  the  very  vitals 
of  this  once  superb  city,  of  which  it  might  literally  be  said  "  her 
merchants  are  princes;"  but  most  assuredly  we  can  agree  with  her 
in  opinion  that  the  restoration  of  it  to  any  thing  like  its  former 
splendour  is  not  to  be  effected,  in  the  present  day,  dv  reviving  every 
absurd  ceremonial,  and  exhibiting  every  pretended  relic  of  papal 
superstition,  and  filling  the  streets  with^the  lowest  and  worst  des- 
cnption  of  mendicant  monks,  who  at  once  impoverish  and  corrupt 
the  people.  Dunne  the  Revolution,  a  society  of  Capuchin  nuns 
were  p^sioned  by  &e  French,  their  order  abolished,  and  their  vast 
monastic  palace  turned  into  a  cotton  manufactory,  which  promised 
to  be  productive  of  great  prosperity  to  Genoa,  and  of  desirable  em- 
ployment to  the  lower  classes  of  her  population.  At  the  instigation 
of  the  Queen  of  Sardinia,  however,  three  hundred  industrious  manu- 
facturers have  been  turned  adrift  with  their  families  to  make  way 
for  four  old  nuns,  who,  beins  all  that  remained  of  their  community, 
were  reinstated  in  their  wilderness  of  a  convent,  whence  they  dailf 
sallied  forth  in  couples,  in  their  cloistral  habits,  with  sacks  on  their 
shoulders,  which  were  generally  well  filled  by  the  pious  witli  pro- 
visions before  they  went  back,  for  the  necessities  ol  the  convent. 

The  procession  of  the  "  Sagra  Macchina,^^  or  "  Casaccia,^^  has 
been  revived  by  the  King  of  Sardinia  in  all  its  absurdity.    It  con- 
sbts  of  drawing  a  Madonna  or  crucifix  about  the  streets,  on  a  woud- 
Yoi.  U.  Ne.  r.— 1821.  L 
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en  stage,  with  As  muck  riot  And  noise  as  can  well  be  made,  wkiUt 
on  one  side  a  black  Christ,  and  on  another  a  white  one,  of  gigantic 
dimensions,  were  carried  bj  such  as  were  strong  enough,  both  in 
body  and  purse,  to  procure  the-honour.  "  Viva  Christo  bianco  T* 
"  Viva  Christo  moroP^  are  the  cries  raised  alternately  by  tlie  res- 
pective parties,  who  not  unfrecj^uently  end  their  claims  to  superiority 
by  contention  and  blows.  "We  arrived,"  says  Lady  Morgan,  "just 
in  time  to  lose  the  Casaccla^  The  streets  were  still  crowded  and 
tumultuous,  though  tlie  procession  was  over.  A  man  not  having 
sufficient  money  to  purchase  the  honour  of  carrying  tlie  crucifix, 
had  torn  his  wife's  ^old  ear-rings  out  of  her  ears,  on  her  refus- 
ing to  sell  them,  to  raise  the  money.  She  was  seen  flying  through 
the  streets,  with  her  face  covered  with  blood,  and  followed  by 
friends,  who  openly  avowed  their  intended  vengeance  upon  the 
perpetrator  of  this  barbarous  act."  Well  may  a  government  that 
^  can  sanction  and  encourage  such  exhibitions  as  these  choke  up 
"  every  channel  that  might  comment  on  their  absurdity  and  baneful 
effects. 

Three  gentlemen  of  tlie  noblest  names  and  largest  fortunes  in 
€^enoa,  applied  to  the  Sardinian  government  for  permission  to  pub- 
lish a  journal,  of  which  they  themselves  undertook  to  be  the  editors. 
After  many  months  of  deliberation  leave  was  granted,  on  condition 
that  the  said  journal  should  not  touch,  even  remotelif,  upon  politics, 
morals,  or  religion ;  and  that  it  should  be  subjected  to  the  inspec- 
tion and  revision  of  three  roual  Piedmontese  Censors  extraordtnartf. 
It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  design  was  abandoned  to  the  royal 
Piedmontese  Censors  altogether. 

Piacenza,  or  Placentia,  the  CUy  of  Pleasantness,  looks,  according 
to  Lady  Morgan's  account,  like  the  «  City  of  the  Plague."  «  To 
judge  by  its  silent  empty  streets  and  dismantled  edifices,  it  seemed 
to  have  been  swept  by  pestilence,  or  depopulated  by  famine."  A 
dinner  has  not  been  given  in  this  ducal  city  within  the  memory  of 
man,  except  by  the  Maixhese  di  Mandelli,  whose  table  is  always 
open  to  such  as  have  none  of  their  own.  Pliny  has  asserted  that  m 
his  Ume  men  lived  in  Piacenza  to  the  age  of  a  hundred  and  forty; 
Lady  Morgan  seems  to  think  it  would  be  desirable  to  die  somewhat 
sooner,  if  tliere  was  no  other  mode  of  escaping  from  its  dark  walls ; 
and  she  does  not  seem  to  think  Parma  much  more  animating.  But 
at  Bologna  we  have  a  very  different  picture  presented  to  our  view. 
There  was  always  a  portion  of  Italy  which,  under  the  name  of 
xne  four  Legations,  was  remarkable  for  perpetuated  prosperity; 
and  the  best  and  first  of  these  states  was  the  ioio^eae,  which,  iila 
moment  of  exigency,  rather  accepted  of  the  Pope's  formidable  name 
^rllrHi^f  7°'  ^^''''  submitted  to  his  sway,  this  ancient  republic 
struck  us  to  be  one  of  the  States  of  Italy  which  best  deserved  a  free 
government,  and  to  be  the  most  determined  to  obtain  it.  As  wfe 
approached  Bologna,  the  vintage  was  in  all  its  splendid  activity; 
VnulL^^  T  ^  picture-the  sky  was  Claude's-the  foliage  was 
Pou.sin's— the  groupings  were  Teniers'.  Those  gloomy  and  ruin- 
ous  buildings  lu  which  tfic  peasantry  herd  in  Italy,  even  in  the  beau- 
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tifril  Milanese^  were  here  replaced  by  cottages  of  English  neatness^ 
environed  by  more  than  English  abundance ;  and  gs^e&s  of  natu- 
ral fertilitj,  vineyards  dressed  like  flower-knots^  and  a  population 
the  most  joyous  and  active,  gave  assurances  of  that  equal  aistribu- 
tion  of  the  gifts  of  Providence,  which  best 

**  Justifies  the  ways  of  God  to  man,'* 
and  is  the  consummation  of  all  that  philosophy  can  dream,  or  phi- 
lanthropy can  desire. 

^'The  sale  of  the  considerable  Church -wealth  of  Bologna,  during 
the  Revolution,  has  greatly  multiplied  those  little  landed-proprie- 
torships which  make  the  blessing  of  a  free  country,  and  lighten  die 
chain  of  an  enslaved  one :  and  it  has  raised  up  an  agricultural  popu- 
lation, whose  thriving  industry  every  where  enriches  and  adornt 
the  land,  and  banishes  the  groupings  of  want  and  mendicity. 

"Thb  city  of  Bologna,  discernible  from  afar  by  its  curious 
leaning  towers  and  hi^h  antique  spires,  reposes  at  the  base  of  the 
Appenines,  in  a  situation  rich,  beautiful,  and  picturesque.  Villas 
ana  villages  form  its  suburbs.  The  singular  arcade,  leading  to  the 
celebrated  church  of  the  Madonna,  crowning  its  green  hill  of  piU 
grimage,  produces  a  singular  effect ;  and  those  long  lines  of  arcnes 
and  columns  which  front  every  fabric,  and  for  which  Bologna  is  so 
noted,  present  a  striking  perspective.  As  we  entered  the  city,  a 
little  before  the  Ave-Maria,  (that  canonical  hour  when  the  day's 
occupationa  all  hasten  to  conclusion,)  rural  bustle  and  rurd  noise 
still  inrevailed  in  the  streets. 

'*  The  last  vibration  of  the  Ave-Maria  bell  was  tinklinj^the 
last  sun -light  was  fading  from  the  bending  tower  of  the  Assinello; 
the  shadows  of  the  arched  porticos  deepened,  and  the  miracles 
and  processions,  painted  in  fresco  on  the  walls  of  convents  and 
monasteries,  (for  a  moment  visible^  sunk  rapidly  in  the  sudden 
^oom  which  terminates  Italian  twilight.  The  joyous  sounds  of  the 
vintage  had  died  away,  and  were  succeeded  by  the  solemn  silence, 
the  c^istral  sobriety  of  the  learned  Bologna  of  the  middle  aees-^the 
retreat  of  studious  abstraction  and  of  monastic  severity.  As  trie  even- 
ing advanced,  and  the  moon  rose,  the  tinkling  of  guitars  was  heard ; 
the  imagery  of  Shakspeare's  plays  (one  scarcely  knew  why)  was 
recalled ;  and  when  we  returned  to  our  hotel,  the  '*  Ciechi,'^  a  de- 
lightful band  of  blind  musicians,  who  play  for  hire  in  the  streets  of 
ooloffka,  till  midnight,  were  assembled  to  hail  other  travellers,  as 
well  as  ourselves,  at  the  Pellegrino,  and  to  symphonize  a  supper 
which  would  have  done  credit  to  a  Parisian  restaurateur.  Our  first 
impressions  of  Bologna  were  all  gracious  prophecies  of  the  future, 
and  the  Ani  day  was  the  last  in  which  we  were  permitted  to  call 
or  to  feel  ourselves  strangers  there." 

Great  efforts  have  been  made,  by  the  secret  intrigues  of  the  hier* 
iFchy,  to  restore  the  Dominicans  in  Bolo|;na ;  but  it  seems  that, 
ilthough  the  Bolognese  have  patiently  submitted  to  see  their  streets 
crowded  with  Capuchins,  Franciscans,  and  other  mendicant  friars, 
they  are  determined  to  resist  the  revivai  of  this  order,  which  they  de- 
test above  all  others.  In  Bologna,  as  in  every  other  tovtrv  in  Italy,  the 
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favourite  shop  for  all  kinds  of  ornaments  and  luxuries,  is  filled  with 
French  productions,  and  is  the  fashionable  lounge  of  the  elegantes  of 
the  place.  Its  own  manufactures — its  soaps,  cards,  paper,  and  sweet- 
meats, even  its  crapes,  are  no  longer  in  request ;  anci  the  proprietiir 
of  one  of  the  most  thriving  manufactories  complained  that  trade  in 
Italy  was  at  an  end  :  every  thing  is  supplied  by  the  French— ex- 
cept, we  suppose,  credulity  and  money,  which  are  most  likely  fur- 
nished by  the  English. 

The  Institute  of  the  Arts  and  Sciences  is  a  vast  edifice,  and  in- 
cludes an  observatory,  a  laboratory,  cabinet  of  natural  history,  of 
antiquity,  sculpture,  &c.  &c.  Its  fibrary  is  celebrated  for  the  quan- 
tity of  its  original  manuscripts  and  scarce  editions ;  also  for  the 
Book  of  Esdras,  traced  by  the  holy  hand  of  the  author,  and  long 
buried  under  the  altar  at  St  Petronius,  with  the  head  of  St  Domi- 
nick.  "  This  valuable  MS.  is  said  to  have  been  presented  by  some 
Jews  to  the  Grand  Inquisitor  of  Bologna,  in  1100.  It  was  proba- 
bly offered  as  a  bribe,  to  save  the  property  or  the  lives  of  the  per- 
secuted donors  from  the  rapacity  or  zeal  of  the  church*  The  holy- 
book  is  written  on  a  long  roll  of  leather,  and  may  be  read  by  the 
yard."  On  one  of  the  Library  tables  were  placed,  by  odd  asso- 
ciation, a  Suetonius,  the  first  book  printed  m  Italy,  and  the  last 
number  of  flie  Edinburgh  Review. 

Lady  Morgan  was  fortunate  enough  to  visit  this  Institute  in  com- 
pany with  its  librarian,  the  celebrated  Abate  Mezzofante.  "  Con- 
versing with  this  very  learned  person,  on  the  subject  of  his  •  forty 
lapguages,'  he  smiled  at  the  exaggeration,  and  said,  though  he  had 
gone  over  the  outline  of  forty  languages,  he  was  noimaster  of  them, 
as  he  had  dropped  such  as  had  not  books  worth  reading.  His  Greek 
master,  being  a  Spaniard,  taught  him  Spanish.  The  German,  Polish, 
Bohemian,  and  Hungarian  tongues,  he  originally  acquired  during 
the  occupation  of  Bologna  by  uie  Austrian  power ;  and  afterwards 
he  had  learned  French  from  the  French,  and  Endish  by  reading, 
and  by  conversing  with  English  travellers.  With  all  this  superfluity 
of  languages,  he  spoke  nothing  but  Bolognese  in  his  own  family : 
vrith  us  he  always  spoke  English,  and  with  scarcely  any  accent, 
though  I  believe  he  has  never  been  out  of  Bologna.  His  turn  of 
phrase,  and  peculiar  selection  of  words,  were  those  of  the  '*  Spec- 
tator," and  it  is  probable  he  was  most  conversant  with  the  English 
works  of  that  day.  The  Abate  Mezzofante  was  professor  of  Greek 
and  Oriental  languages  under  the  French ;  when  Bonaparte  abo- 
lished the  Greek  professorship,  Mezzofante  was  pensioned  off;  he 
was  again  made  Greek  professor  by  the  Austrians,  again  set  aside  by 
the  French,  and  again  restored  by  the  Pope.*' 

Italy  has  produced  more  learned  women  than  any  part  of  Europe, 
and  Bologna  has  retained  them  longest,  and  venerated  them  most 
of  any  of  the  Italian  republics.  Many  of  their  portraits  are  to  be 
seen  m  the  anti-room  or  the  library :  one  of  them  the  late  Signora 
Clotilda  Tamborini,  was,  at  the  time  of  her  death,  joint  professor  of 
Greek,  with  the  Abate  Mezzofante,  who  warmly  eulogized  the 
amiable  qualities  of  her  heart,  as  well  as  her  profound  learning ;  and 
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among  the  others  were  to  be  found  Professors  of  Physic,  and  Lec< 
turers  on  Anatomy,  at  no  distant  date. 

The  Gallery  of  the  Institute,  though  one  of  the  smallest,  is  said 
to  be  one  of  tne  most  excellent  and  best  arranged  of  any  in  Italy. 
The  frames  of  many  of  the  pictures  are  not  only  coeval  with  tne 
pictures  they  enshrine,  but  are  designed,  carved,  and  gilt  by  the 
artists  themselves. 

*<  The  Bolosnese,  always  characterized  by  the  Italians  as  'franchi 
t  giocandi,^  have  added,  since  the  Revoiution,  to  these  amiable 
qualifications  a  certain  ii  plombf  which  is  the  result  of  their  im- 
proved system  of  education  for  both  sexes.  The  total  overthrow  of 
monastic  institutions  obliged  parents  to  educate  their  children  at 
home,  or  to  send  them  to  the  liberal  schools  newly  established* 
which  were  calculated  to  prepare  the  males  for  the  universities, 
and  then  for  the  world,  and  the  females  for  those  domestic  duties 
once  so  little  known  in  Italy.  The  abolition  of  vain  distinctions, 
which  served  only  to  separate  and  distract,  was  more  willingly  sub- 
mitted to  in  BolM;na  than  in  any  other  city  of  the  Peninsula ;  and 
the  permanent  eflScts  of  this  change  are  more  graciously  visible  in 
the  actaal  position  of  society,  in  which  birth  forms  no  ground  of  ex- 
clusion against  those  who  can  produce  credentials  of  talent  and 
education. 

"  The  good  society  of  Bologna  is  made  up  of  whatever  is  most 
distinguished,  among  the  nobility,  professors,  bankers,  and  mer- 
chants: even  the  Casino,  that  usually  exclusive  circle  in  all  Ita- 
lian cities,  is  here  open  to  the  cittadmi  as  to  the  nobles  j^  and  the 
Cardinal  Delegato,  who  holds  an  assembly  once  a  week  at  his  palace, 
has,  as  yet,  made  no  attempt  to  restore  the  ancient  system  of  dis- 
quaJificatton  for  courts  and  drawing-rooms  to  all  wno  could  not 
rest  their  claims  upon  pedigrees. 

**  In  Bologna  the  unmarried  youth  of  both  sexes  are  admitted  into 
the  circles  of  their  parents  (a  custom  nowhere  else  subsisting  in 
Italy);  and  they  ada  that  charm  to  social  life,  which  youth  brings 
mth  it  wherever  it  sheds  its  lustre  or  lends  its  spirit.  The  students 
of  the  liberal  professions,  in  particular,  are  interesting  from  the 
contrast  of  their  frank,  unaffected  manners,  and  enlightened  intel- 
lects, with  the  remnants  of  antique  systems  and  antiq^ue  forms  to 
which  they  are  opposed. 

"  With*  all  this  tendency  of  the  rising  generation  in  Bologna  to 
the  acquirement  of  useful  knowledge  and  liberal  principles,  the 
press  is  less  free  than  in  any  state  not  under  papal  jurisdiction*  It 
IS  there,  as  in  Rome,  shackled  by  Sacerdotal  Censors  $  and  the  in- 
terdictions of  that  black  volume,  the  Fo^'^s  Indea^^  are  in  full  force. 
Even  foreign  newspapers  enter  with  great  difficulty ;  and  persecu- 
tions have  been  instituted  upon  subjects  apparently  the  least  sus- 
ceptible of  awakening  the  vi^lance  and  wrath  of  Mother-Church, 
while  the  pulpit  is  armed  apunst  the  liberality  of  an  age  which  the 
jtreachers  are  ordered  to  stigmatize  as  fhUosopMcuU* 

Lady  Mprgan  proceeds  to  give  a  most  animated  account  of  Flo^ 
reace,  Uome,  Naples,  and  Venice.  Our  limits,  however,  oblige  us», 
for  tlie  present,  to  close  the  sf^bject^ 
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RECONCILEMENT. 

Although  the  tear-drop  gliding 

Makes  thee  lovelier  than  before, 
•      Yet  weep  not  at  my  chiding, 

I  will  never  chide  tliee  more. 
Let  thy  lip  no  longer  quiver. 

Let  thy  bosom's  heaving  cease. 
Though  they  lend  more  bliss  than  ever 

To  the  long,  long  kiss  of  peace. 
Could  my  lips  with  scorn  deceive  thee, 

I  micht  boast  our  broken  tie ; 
But  to  lose  thee,  and  to  leave  thee. 

Were  to  part  with  peace  and  die. 

TOWN  AND  COVNTBT. 

The  spring  of  the  present  year  opened  with  the  warm  sun- 
shine of  summer,  and  closed  with  the  snows  and  blasts  of  whi- 
ter; one  bright  fortnight  put  us  all  in  spirits;  we  recollected 
the  pleasant  predictions  of  die  Quarterly,  already  enjoyed  a  May 
deserving  its  poetical  praises,  already  drank  home-made  wines 
without  disgust,  and  saw  our  astonished  hills  covered  with  the 
vineyards  of  Burgundy  and  Champagne*  Good  housewives 
brightened  their  grates,  prudent  gentlemen  left  off  their  flannel- 
waistcoats,  parasols  expanded,  and  young  ladies,  whose  cloth 
pelisses  were  a  little  the  worse  for  wear,  gladly  availed  them- 
selves of  an  excuse  to  be  smart  in  thdr  silken  spensers.  But, 
alas !  how  short  was  the  delusion !  Again  we  shivered  as  if  an 
indefinite  number  of  square  miles  of  ice  had  not  disappeared 
from  the  North  Pole;  we  closed  our  windows,  called  for  our 
great  coats,  and  those  who  did  not  wish  for  catarrhs  and  con- 
sumptions once  more  lighted  their  fires,  and  put  on  their  furs. 
At  length,  after  long  delay,  summer  seemed  to  arrive  in  earnest^ 
with  its  bright  skies  and  warm  breezes;  vegetation  resumed  its 
progress,  and  flowers  started  into  life  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 
One  fine  evening,  early  in  June,  I  left  my  lodgings  and  the  law 
to  take  a  walk.  I  had  been  hard  at  work  all  day  in  a  hot  room^ 
where  summer  had  brought  a  curse  and  not  a  blessing — had 
given  its  heat,  its  dust,  its  flies  and  waaps,  but  withheld  its  sweet 
breezes,  its  bright  flowers,  its  pleasant  sights,  and  sounds,  and 
smells.  I  roamed  through  the  streets  and  squares  to  St.  James's 
Park,  walked  round  it  once  or  twice,  and  then  returned  home 
litde  refreshed  or  pleased  by  my  ramble.  Carriages  rattling 
to  a  dinner  or  a  theatre,  men  crying  pickled  salmon,  women 
screaming  radishes,  quarrelling  children  rendered  cross  by  fa- 
tigue and  heat,  and  a  thousand  unpleasant  sights  and  discordant 
sounds,  had  disturbed  my  walking  meditations;  and  when  I  got 
to  my  chambers  I  seated  myself,  in  no  very  agreeaUe^nood,  at 
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my  window,  to  inhale  all  the  fresh  air  that  was  to  be  had,  and 
to  watch  the  appearance  of  the  stars  in  that  scanty  portion  of 
the  hemisphere  unconcealed  by  walls  and  chimneys.  About 
eleven  o'clock  I  felt  very  sleepy  and  very  cross,  called  for  a 
candle,  went  to  my  room,  ana  began  to  undress.  You  were 
going  to  bed?  Oh  no,  I  was  going  to  dress  for  a  party.  .As 
1  am  no  coxcomb,  and  ^^  never  look  in  the  glass  for  love  of  any 
thing  I  see  in  it,"  (perhaps  some  one  may  guess  that  I  see  no- 
thing very  loveable;  my  toilet  was  soon  concluded;  I  seized  my 
chapeau-bras,  cast  one  longing  glance  at  my  night-cap,  sent 
for  a  coach,  and  entered  the  gay  Mrs.  B.'s  gay  rooms  a  few 
minutes  after  midnight.  There  I  saw  painted  floors  and  painted 
faces,  sweeping  trains  and  towering  plumes,  sparkling  dia^ 
mends  and  sparkling  eyes,  flowers  in  pots  and  in  heads  in  equal 
profusion,  and  cabinets,  like  a  woman's  brain,  full  of  fine  things 
and  pretty  things  and  useless  things,  all  jumbled  together  with- 
out order  or  design.  I  passed  what  is  said  to  be  a  very  plea- 
sant evening,  that  is,  I  had  a  nod  from  four  or  five  acquaint- 
ance, and  a  push  from  four  or  five  hundred  strangers;  I  was 
sometimes  drowsy,  sometimes  faint  from  heat ;  I  was  occasion- 
ally pinned  into  a  comer,  and  unable  to  move  for  twenty  mi- 
nutes; my  toes  were  frequendy  trodden  upon  (nota-bene^  I  have 
corns);  my  sides  frequently  squeezed;  I  heard  good  music 
that  made  my  head  ache,  ate  good  ice  that  made  my  teeth  ache, 
and  pushed  my  way  through  two  or  three  quadrilles  with  part- 
ners whom  I  never  wish  to  see  again. 

My  first  was  a  beauty,  a  real,  superlative,  blazing  beauty,  of 
about  three  or  four  and  twenty.  Her  face  and  figure  were  both 
bewitching.  Tall  and  enbonpoint,  she  had  a  slight  and  grace- 
ful bend  from  the  waist,  which  gave  an  air  of  langour  and  ele- 
gance to  her  carriage,  well  according  with  the  softness  of  a 
large  fiill  eye,  shaded  by  a  heavy  lid  most  beautifully  fringed, 
and  with  the  exquisite  polish  and  downiness  of  a  skin  whose 
smoothness  my  eye  seemed  to  feeL  I  was  full  of  admiration, 
preparing  to  be  charmed,  and  fortifying  my  heart  against  love 
at  first  sight.  **  If,"  thought  I,  trembling  at  my  danger,  "  if 
she  should  light  up  those  beautiftd  eyes  with  the  blaze  of  intel- 
lect, and  embellish  that  lovely  mouth  with  the  magic  of  good- 
humour,  ^  vincendo  mecol  lume  (Tun  sorrisOj  I  am  afraid  it  will 
be  all  over  with  me." 

fiut  my  fears  were  unfounded,  and  my  heart  proof  against  all 
the  magnificence  of  her  person  and  air.  £ducated  probably  in 
the  belief  that  beauty  is  a  sure  and  sufiicient  passport  to  every 
man's  homage  and  love,  and  disdaining  to  call  in  the  aid  of 
auxiliaries  in  her  conquering  career,  or  impressed  by  some  vague 
notion  of  keeping  up  her  own  dignity,  my  lovely  partner  ap- 
peared to  consider  her  showing  herself  to  the  world  at  all  as  an 
act  of  infinite  condescension.    To  look  at  her  was  honour 
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enough :  she  did  not  deign  to  return  the  compliment  by  looking 
at  me ;  she  distanced  every  attempt  at  conversation,  bridled  into 
triple  disdain  when  I  ventured  to  address  her,  and  barely  allow- 
ed the  tips  of  her  fingers  to  touch  my  hand  in  those  parts  of  the 
quadrille  which  required  the  profanation.  Perhaps  she  was  dis* 
pleased  by  my  snub  nose,  or  the  cut  of  my  coat,  or  perhaps  she 
discovered  that  I  had  not  learned  to  dance  in  Paris — so  I 
thought,  till  in  the  course  of  the  evening  I  perceived  that  the 
gayest  men  and  the  best  dancers  in  the  room,  with  aquiline 
noses  into  the  bargain,  met  with  the  same  freezing  reception 
from  this  contemptuous  fair  one.  Thanks  to  her  pride,  her 
folly,  or  stupidity,  I  came  off  heart-whole;  for  although  I  am 
too  great  an  admirer  of  beauty  to  fall  in  love  with  even  a  Miner- 
va, marked  by  the  small-pox,  yet  I  could  never  be  captivated  by 
personal  attractions,  unless  brightened  by  intellect  and  vivified 
by  soul:  I  should  as  soon  think  of  kneeling  to  one  of  Guidons 
hours,  or  pining  away  for  the  Venus  de*  Medici. 

I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  I  found  myself  anticipating  with 
malicious  satisfaction  the  time  when  my  haughty  beauty  will 
become  a  slighted  old  maid.  There  are  bright  eyes  enough  in 
the  world  which  will  look  kindly  on  their  admirers,  and  plenty 
of  lovely  lips  that  will  at  least  chatter  good-natured  nonsense; 
and  unless  twenty  thousand  golden  charms  contribute  their  pow* 
erful  influence,  a  proud  or  dull  goddess  will  not  find  adorers  for 
more  than  an  evening,  will  meet  with  only  eye-worship,  and  see 
no  hearts  laid  upon  her  altar.  Then  when  the  freshness  of  youth 
begins  to  disappear,  and  its  bloom  to  fade,  when  newer  faces 
attract,  and  partners  for  even  a  quadrille  are  valuable  posses- 
sions, the  beauty  of  thirty  sickens  for  past  homage,  and  would 
fain  begin  to  be  condescending  and  agreeable;  but  alas!  disap- 
pointment sours  the  temper,  adds  prematiure  wrinkles  and  un- 
necessary gray  hairs,  years  creep  on,  rouge  and  pink  ribands 
cannot  retard  their  progress,  forty  wiU  arrive  at  last,  and  bring 
a  ^*  single  blessedness,"  which  good-humour  does  not  sweeten, 
nor  intellect  or  usefulness  ennoble. 

Such  were  my  reflections  on  my  first  partner,  as  I  stood 
squeezed  up  in  the  refre8hment<^room,  hot  and  thirsty,  longing 
for  ices  and  Roman  punch,  for  lemonade  and  negus,  but  debar- 
red by  the  intervention  of  fifty  ladies  from  obtaining  my  desires. 

My  second  compagnon  de  danae  was  a  very  diiferent  person. 
She  was  just  pret^  enough  not  to  be  plain,  had  a  smart  figure, 
and  a  tumed-up  nose,  of  which  she  appeared  to  be  proud;  for 
she  contrived  to  give  it  more  than  natural  elevadon  by  a  frequent 
jerk  of  the  head.  She  was  fashionably  dressed,  that  is,  she 
looked  as  if  one  of  our  great  grandmother's  pictures  had  stepped 
out  of  its  frame.  The  scanty  arrangement  of  hair  on  the  fore- 
head, the  mass  of  corkscrew-ctirls  falling  in  gradual  profusioi| 
from  the  temples,  the  long  waist,  wide  ^sh^  and  pointed  sto- 
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macher,  all  reminded  me  of  days  o(  yore,  and  made  me  expect 
to  see  a  full-blown  rose  in  the  lady's  hand,  or  a  lap-dog  with  a 
gilt  collar  at  her  feet^  She  seized  everj'  moment  she  could  gain 
for  conversation,  or  I  should  rather  say  for  talking^  and  "  talking 
is  not  always  to  converse."  Heavens!  how  many  things  she 
said  while  we  were  at  supper !  I  remember  that  among  other 
subjects  she  touched  upon  the  foUowmg :  Bela&oni,  Adam,  men's 
hats,  the  Spanish  constitution,  the  radicals,  handsome  men, 
architecture,  Venetian  beads.  Lord  Byron,  romance,  artificial 
flowers,  Brussels  lace,  Roman  pearl,  young  Grimaldi,  the  Bible 
Society,  old  china,  the  North  Pole,  and  pine-apple  ice,  &c.  &c. 
To  be  sure,  she  did  not  say  any  thing  very  new  or  very  wise 
upon  these  topics ;  she  did  not  comprehend  the  nature  of  half 
of  them  ;  ran  one  into  another  in  a  most  extraordinary  manner, 
and  talked  so  rapidly  that  I  could  with  difficulty  follow  the  va* 
negated  thread  of  her  discourse. 

"  Have  you  seen  Belzoni  ?  I  long  to  go ;  but  there  is  such  a  crowd. 
I  hope  there  a'n't  many  mummies,  they  are  so  shocking,  it  makes 
one  quite  shudder.  I  should  like  to  see  Belzoni  himself;  he  must 
be  very  interesting.  He  is  so  tall.  I  like  tall  men"  (casting  a 
glance  at  my  figure,  fortunately  above  six  feet).  ''  I  am  sure  men 
were  meant  to  be  much  taller  than  they.  are.  I  am  quite  certain 
Adam  was  ten  feet  high.  How  tall  he  must  look  in  his  hat."  (I  sup- 
pose she  meant  Belzoni,  not  Adam.)  "  La !  how  they  stuff  the  hats 
now !  They  put  a  padding  in  to  make  them  sit  on  one  side.  How 
I  did  laugh  when  1  saw  Captain  Shaw's !  I  thought  I  should  have 
died.  It  becomes  him  very  much  though,  for  he  is  very  handsome ; 
but  how  much  better  he  would  look  in  a  Spanish  hat  and  feathers ; 
I  wish  thej  were  worn  in  this  country,  and  short  satin  cloaks  and 
daggers — ^they  are  so  interesting.  What  a  fuss  the  Spaniards  are 
m^ng  now ;  they  want  to  have  our  constitution,  and  the  King 
won't  let  them.  Oh!  I  know  all  about  it,  for  Papa  talks  about  it 
every  morning  at  breakfast.  Papa  is  so  against  the  radicals:  so  am 
I;  I  can't  bear  Mr.  Hobhouse.  I  like  handsome  men,"  (a  glance 
at  me)  "though  plain  men  are  often  very  agreeable.  Person  is  no- 
thing, manners  are  every  thins.  Pm  sure  I  never  know  whether 
men  are  plain  or  handsome.  I  saw  such  a  handsome  man  in  Wa- 
terloo street  this  morning;  I  can't  think  who  he  was.  Don't  you 
admire  Waterloo  street?  I  like  it  all  but  the  chapel;  I  can't  bear 
the  chapel,  there  is  such  an  ugly  thing  on  the  top.  Architects 
shouldn't  invent  such  new  fancies ;  they  should  go  abroad  and  study 
the  models  of  antiquity.  Were  you  ever  in  Ualy?  I  should  like 
to  go  to  Venice;  it  must  be  so  interesting  to  sail  about  in  a  gon- 
dola. TTiey  say  those  little  beads  they  make  the  purses  of  come 
from  Venice;  I  can't  think  how  they  make  them,  they  are  so  small. 
I  wonder  tf  Lord  Byron  will  ever  come  home.  How  interesting 
he  is !  La !  what  a  swimmer  he  is ;  only  think  of  his  swimming  over 
the  Hellespont,  which  is  ten  or  twelve  miles  broad,  in  imitation  of 
some  great  hero.  Oh  no ;  I  remember  it  was  some  lover  of  the 
name  of  Hero  who  swam  across  to  see  his  mistress.  How  romantic ! 
Vol.  n.  No.  7.— 1821.  M 
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I  like  romantic  people.  Are  you  romantic  ?  I  am  very,  very  ramafi^ 
tic  indeed.  I  often  stand  out  in  our  balcony  by  moonlight  Cap- 
tain Shaw  does  quiz  me  so  about  it:  he  says  I'm  in  love;  but  I'm 
sure  I'm  no  such  thing." 

In  this  manner,  with  a  great  deal  of  real  folly,  and  I  suspect  a 
litde  affected  simplicity,  my  fair  chatterer  ran  on,  much  to  my 
amusement,  perfecdy  satisfied  with  herself,and  I  believe  kindly 
disposed  towards  a  partner,  who,  though  neither  handsome  nor 
in  Spanish  costume,  was  yet  six  feet  high,  and  a  patient  listener 
to  her  rattle. 

When  I  parted  from  her  I  walked  about  for  some  time,  and 
did  not  join  in  another  quadrille,  till  the  rooms  were  sufficiently 
cleared  to  admit  of  comfortable  dancing*  I  heard  many  scraps 
of  conversation  during  my  lonely  wanderings,  for  lonely  I  was, 
according  to  a  very  beautiful  definition  of  solitude,  since  there 
was  not  one  among  all  who  surrounded  me,  who, 

« If  I  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  leas/' 
There  were  sad  complaints  about  the  heat  and  the  crowding, 
mingled  with  languid  declarations  that  it  was  a  most  delightful 
party,  and  doleful  lamentations  over  the  necessity  of  going  to 
several  others  the  same  night ;  yet  it  appeared  to  me  that  there 
Was  something  either  of  pleasure  or  of  pride  in  the  tone  in  which 
these  double  or  triple  engagements  were  related. 

"I  mtts*  go  to  Lady  R-'s  to-night,  cannot  escape  showing  myself 
for  ten  minutes.  Thank  you,  I  am  sorry  to  say  my  husband  is  still 
very  unwell.  Dr.  Maton  saw  him  this  morning*  and  says  he  must 
be  kept  quiet  You'll  come  to  me  on  Tuesday?  Oh !  he'll  be  well 
by  that  time,  I  hope ;  besides  he  won't  hear  much  of  the  music  in 
his  room  when  the  doors  are  shut.  I'm  quite  surprised  to  see  Mrs. 
Thompson  here  to-ni^ht  Her  son  has  not  been  dead  three  weeks. 
Such  want  of  feeling  is  detestable." 

*'  How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Marten  ?  How  well  Miss  Marten  looks  to- 
night. I  declare  I  believe  she  is  rouged,  and  her  eyes  are  so  brilliant." 

"  Ah !  I  told  her  coming  out  would  do  her  good.  She  was  very  ill 
all  the  mornine,  but  I  made  her  come  with  me.  Her  spirits  want  rais- 
ing; that  cough  is  only  nervous.   She's  a  strange  creature,  and  dis- 
.  likes  Viiety,  but  she's  only  seventeen,  and  these  whims  will  wear  off."^ 

"  Cm  yes,  my  niece,  Charlotte  Sinclair,  was  just  the  same ;  would 
only  go  out  twice  a  week,  and  never  on  a  Sunday,  and  all  that  non- 
sense ;  but  her  mother,  my  sister,  a  very  sensible  woman,  soon  cured 
her ;  she  made  her  go  out  every  where  one  season,  then  took  her 
to  Bath,  Brighton,  and  Cheltenham,  and  she  came  back  so  improve^* 
quite  a  diflferent  creature,  and  now  she's  never  easy  at  home." 

My  next  partner  was  what  is  called  a  beautiful  dancer ;  her 
dress  was  a  littie  shorter  than  fashion  warranted,  and  I  suspect 
she  had  given  fifteen  shillings  for  her  shoes.  Her  feet  moved 
as  if  by  clockwork,  and  executed  the  most  astonishing  little 
manoeuvres,  always  stopped  and  began  at  the  identical  moment^ 
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always  ended  in  the  very  acm^  of  the  fifth  position,  and  seemed 
as  if  the  purpose  of  their  creation  had  never  been  fulfilled  till, 
decked  in  white  satin  slippers,  they  were  allowed  to  figure  in  a 
quadrille. 

Honours  brings  inconveniences;  fame  produces  the  necessity 
of  continued  exertion :  my  present  partner  proved  the  truth  of 
these  maxims,  and  was  evidently  labouring  for  reputation,  not 
dancing  for  pleasure.  She  never  spoke  a  word,  and  appeared 
annoyed  when  I  addressed  her ;  her  whole  attention  was  given 
to  her  employment ;  and  although  her  flushed  cheeks,  parted 
lips,  and  panting  bosom  proved  that  she  %vas  hot  and  tired,  yet 
she  would  not  allow  herself  even  the  innocent  relaxation  of 
walking  a  demi  queue  de  chat^  or  shortening  the  length  of  a 
bahmd.  When  the  exhibition  was  over,  I  supposed  I  should 
hear  the  tone  of  her  voice ;  but  she  could  only  throw  herself  into 
a  chair,  where  she  continued  in  a  flaming,  fanning,  panting  state 
for  many  minutes,  while  I,  in  a  most  orthodox  manner,  took 
my  seat  by  her  side,  and  patiently  waited  her  pleasure.  When 
she  had  recovered,  however,  instead  of  paying  her  old  partner 
any  attention,  she  seemed  totally  engrossed  by  the  desire  for  a 
new  one,  and  continued  in  a  state  of  visible  anxiety  till  she  was 
assured  she  should  be  permitted  to  produce  another  fit  of  fatigue 
and  exhaustion.  Then  honouring  me  with  a  bow  and  a  smile, 
she  hurried  away  to  secure  a  place  in  another  quadrille,  seized, 
as  if  by  acknowledged  right,  the  situation  of  prima  donna,  and 
seemed  impatiendy  to  wait  the  recommencement  of  her  ^ori- 
ous  labours. 

The  lady  to  whom  I  was  next  introduced  might  once  have 
been  agreeable,  and  would,  perhaps,  have  continued  so  to  the 
end  of  her  life,  but  for  a  most  unfortunate  occurrence  which 
took  place  last  summer,  an  occurrence  which  I  am  sure  all  her 
acquaintance  must  bitterly  deplore.  She  spent  six  weeks  in 
France;  and  I  should  suppose,  from  her  conversation,  that  she 
will  never  again  know  a  happy  moment  in  England.  She  would 
talk  of  nothing  else.  If  I  observed  that  the  evening  was  warm, 
she  replied,  ^^  almost  as  warm  as  at  a  ball  I  was  at  last  year  in 
Paris  r^  if  I  proposed  to  open  a  window,  she  asked  if  it  was  a 
French  sash;  if  I  blew  my  nose  she  talked  of  French  cambrics; 
and  every  one  in  the  room,  upon  whom  I  made  a  remark,  was  a 
plain  likeness  of  one  of  her  Parisian  acquaintance.  Indeed,  all 
her  powers  of  admiration  were  left  on  the  other  side  of  the  chan- 
nel, or  confined  to  articles  imported  from  thence.  I  am  not 
speaking  of  her  preference  for  French  silks,  French  gloves, 
Leghorn  bonnets,  and  Mechlin  lace:  these  possess  a  place  in 
every  woman's  affections,  a  comer  in  her  heart  from  which  nei- 
ther duty  nor  humanity  can  drive  them,  where  they  effectually 
resist  the  attacks  of  law,  and  the  pleadings  of  patriotism. 
Doubtless  the  ladies  are  in  the  right;  doubtless  it  is  folly  to 
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think  of  bur  own  starving  manufacturers,  or  to  suppose  that  die 
crimes  and  miseries  produced  by  smuggling  are  at  all  attribut- 
able to  those  who  purchase  contraband  goods:  French  silks 
must  be  worn,  though  every  gown  should  cost  a  life ;  and  as  to 
Mechlin-lace  veils,  they  are  worth  a  world  in  ruins.  All  this  is 
natural  and  usual ;  and  to  those  who  blame  the  gende  sex  for 
doing  all  the  little  in  their  power  to  ruin  their  country,  I  <:an 
only  say  that  we  are  every  one  of  us  subject  to  imperfections, 
and  that 

«  She  that  has  none*  and  lives  as  angels  do» 

Must  be  an  angel — but  what* s  that  to  youP' 

My  present  partner's  Gallic  tastes  far  exceeded  these  ordinar}- 
limits.  To  her  there  was  nothing  beautiful  in  English  scenery, 
or  English  architecture ;  for  her,  English  musicians  played,  and 
English  actorS'  toiled  in  vain ;  London  ice  did  not  cool  her 
tongue,  nor  London  cookery  please  her  palate;  no  watch  went 
well,  no  gOMm  sat  well  that  was  not  of  Parisian  make ;  every 
Frenchman  was  agreeable,  every  French  woman  naive^piquante^ 
or  spiritueile;  and  there  was  in  the  air  and  manners  of  them  all 
Sije  ne  sais  quot^  which  surpassed  description  and  baffled  praise. 
French  literature  was  not  forgotten:  ^^  Mathilde''  was  the  pret- 
tiest novel  ever  written;  she  started  in  angry  amazement  when 
I  preferred  Shakspeare  to  Racine,  and  I  suppose  would  have 
been  equally  indignant  could  she  have  heard  my  opinion  of  the 
"  Henriade."  However,  as  I  had  no  wish  to  irritate  her,  I 
avoided  all  unnecessary  contradiction,  and  I  believe  she  did  not 
tiimk  me  more  disagreeable  than  the  rest  of  my  fellow  country- 
men. We  parted  tolerable  friends,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  soon 
hear  that  she  has  turned  Atheist  or  Roman  Catholic,  in  compli- 
ment to  the  land  of  her  love,  or  eloped  with  a  French  valet  or 
an  exhibitor  of  dancing  dogs. 

Tired  and  feverish  I  returned  home,  saw  the  first  beautiful 
streaks  of  coming  day,  and  with  parched  lips,  aching  temples, 
and  burning  eyes,  retired  to  my  bed,  and  obtained  a  few  hours 
of  restless  and  unrefreshing  sleep.  I  saw  gay  forms  confusedly 
moving  before  me,  heard  again  the  tones  of  the  music,  and  was 
troubled  by  many  wild  and  ridiculous  dreams.  First  I  saw  a 
high  stage,  on  which  those  elegant  females  who  frequent  fairs 
were  exhibiting  their  dancing  powers ;  amon^  them,  one  poor 
panting  girl,  urged  to  continued  exertion  by  the  application  of 
a  long  whip,  was  apparentiy  in  danger  of  breaking  a  blood- 
vessel ;  indignant,  I  rushed  forward  to  stop  the  barbarous  strokes 
of  her  tormentor,  when  suddenly  I  recognised  the  features  of 
one  of  my  partners ;  but  before  I  could  speak  to  her,  I  found 
myself  transported  to  a  wood,  the  trees  of  which  were  covered 
with  an  astonishing  number  of  magpies,  who,  some  one  informed 
me,  had  just  been  electing  a  queen.  I  was  introduced  to  her 
chattering  majesty,  and  thought  that  the  tones  of  her  voice  were 
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famHiar  to  me,  when  suddenly,  as  I  was  about  to  commence  a 
conversation,  some  one  blew  the  French  horn  so  long  and  so 
loudly  in  my  ear,  that,  distracted  by  the  noise,  I  awoke. 

I  arose  with  heavy  eyelids,  and  brains  unfit  for  study,  and 
resolved  to  give  myself  the  relaxation  of  a  visit  to  my  family, 
and  to  enjoy  the  first  bright  days  of  summer,  where  alone 
summer  can  be  really  enjoyed,  in  the  country.  My  journey  af- 
forded no  incident  worth  relating;  my  travelling  companions 
differed  litde  in  their  leading  chancteristics  from  all  the  others 
I  had  ever  travelled  with;  the  ladies,  as  usual,  had  never  been  in 
a  stage-coach  before;  every  one  talked  of  family  affairs,  told 
family  occurrences;  and  those  who  had  by  chance  once  spoken 
to  a  lord,  or  dined  with  a  baronet,  were  careful  to  mention  the 
important  circumstance  in  a  tone  of  utter  unconcern.  As  I  got 
fuither  from  the  influence  of  London  smoke,  I  derived  refresh* 
raent  fiom  the  country  breezes,  my  headache  took  to  flight, 
and  my  senses  awoke  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  rural  sights  and 
sounds.  At  length,  I  alighted  at  the  comer  of  the  lane  which 
led  from  the  high  road  to  my  mother's  house,  that  well-known 
comer  which  had  seen  me  arrive  from  Westminster  and  from 
Oxford,  and  was  now  as  dear  to  the  man  as  it.  had  ever  been  to 
the  merry  schoolboy,  or  the  smart  collegian.  My  visit  being 
unexpected,  no  servant  was  in  readiness  to  carry  my  portman- 
teau, nor  were  white  garments  to  be  seen  mingling  with  the 
trees  beyond,  telling  me  that  some  kind  faces  would  soon  greet 
xoy  arrival.  TVo  or  three  of  my  sisters  generally  came  to  meet 
me,  accompanied  me  in  my  walk  home,  ^^  varioque  viam  sermone 
Iniabantn'^  My  present  walk,  though  solitary,  was  delightful. 
Oftoi  I  stopped  to  look  about  me,  to  inhale  breezes  so  fresh 
and  sweet,  to  listen  to  the  cawing  of  the  rook,  or  the  evening 
song  of  the  lark;  and  once  I  stood  for  some  minutes  leaning  on 
a  stile,  charmed,  enchanted  by  the  prospect  before  me;  and  yet 
it  was  a  prospect  of  no  uncommon  beauty,  one  that  may  be 
seen  any  where,  every  where,  in  the  country.  Two  or  three 
baifi^t  green  meadows,  some  spreading  elms,  hedge-rows  white 
wim  May-blossom,  a  few  light  mountain-ash  and  feathery  birch, 
pencilled  as  it  were  on  the  glowing  horizon,  where  the  sun  was 
setting  gloriously — ^these  were  the  principal  features  of  the  view ; 
but  dieir  combination  was  delightful,  and  produced  that  instan- 
taneous rush  of  pleasure,  that  burst  of  cheerfulness  and  admira- 
tion and  pious  gratitude,  which  we  sometimes  feel  excited  as  by 
magic  in  our  breasts.  I  rejoiced  in  my  situation,  rejoiced  at 
my  power  of  enjoying,  and  stood  in  a  happy  state  of  ecstasy, 
my  thoughts  wandering  over  earth,  then  mounting  to  Heaven, 
while  I  resigned  myself  unhesitatingly  to  feelings  half  animal, 
half  intellectual,  but  which  I  felt  to  be  natural,  and  I  knew  to  be 
rig^  I  pided  those  who  in  this  sweet  season  were  confined  by 
duty  or  by  business  to  a  London  life ;  sdll  more  did  I  pity  thoae 
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who  are  retained  there  by  mclination :  the  first  cannot  see  be* 
cause  light  is  excluded ;  but  the  latter  must  be  Uind  even  when 
the  sun  shines  upon  them.  At  length  I  continued  my  walk, 
and,  from  a  gate  leading  into  a  field,  which  slopes  gradually 
down  from  our  garden,  I  'obtained  the  first  sight  of  my  home. 
It  is  but  an  humble  habitation;  yet  I  could  say,  with  the  pro* 
verb,  ^^  Casa  mia^  casa  mta^  per  fncctna  che  tu  sta,  tu  mi  pari  una 
badia.^^  It  was  that  dear  place  whither  I  might  fly  in  sickness 
for  the  most  careful  nurses,  and  in  sorrow  for  the  kindest  com- 
forters }  where  all  my  tastes  were  known,  all  my  whims  indulged ; 
where  my  faults  were  unperceived  or  unremembered ;  and  where, 
even  if  disgraced  and  dishonoured,  I  should  be  received  more  in 
soiTow  than  in  anger,  should  meet  more  tears  than  reproaches. 
I  opened  the  swing-gate,  passed  through  it,  and  let  it  slam 
violendy  behind  me.  The  noise  brought,  as  I  had  expected,  a 
few  young  faces  to  the  parlour-window.  I  could  fancy  their 
puzzled  glances  as  they  scanned  the  figure  of  their  visiter ;  and 
I  saw  the  start  of  joy  with  which  they  darted  out  of  sight.  In 
half  a  minute  the  lawn  was  covered  with  a  band  of  racers;  I 

!iuickened  my  steps,  and  at  the  garden-gate  was  welcomed  by 
our  fair  sisters  and  two  young  brothers.  Ours  was  no  c<dd  or 
polished  meeting;  there  were  shakes  of  the  hand  which  threat- 
ened dislocation,  kisses  that  might  be  heard  as  well  as  felt,  eyes 
swimming  with  joy,  and  rapid  exclamations  of  surprise  and  plea- 
sure. Oh !  it  was  worth  coming  a  thousand  miles  to  be  thus 
kindly  received!  I  walked  to  the  house,  a  girl  clinging  to  either 
arm,  and  I  thought  I  remarked  something  smarter  than  usual 
in  their  attire;  my  brothers'  hands  too  were  remarkaUy  clean, 
and  my  younger  sisters  wore  their  long  white  sashes,  and  bright 
cornelian  necklaces. 

*'  Have  you  company  to*night,  Jane?" 

•'  Only  a  little  party.  We  did  not  expect  you,  you  know,  or  we 
would  have  had  the  first  evening  to  ourselves ;  but  they  are  M  old 
friends,  will  all  be  delighted  to  see  you." 

"  William,"  just  then  exclaimed  my  youngest  brother,  a  boy  about 
eight  years  old,  *«  do  you  know,  John's  black  terrier  killed  such  a 
laige  rat  in  the  bam  fast  week ;  and  Sir  Thomas's  gamekeeper  has 
promised  to  give  me  such  a  beautiful  pointer  puppy." 

As  he  concluded  this  important  information  I  entered  the 
house,  and  was  met  in  the  hall  by  my  dear  excellent  mother, 
whose  welcome,  calm  as  it  was,  was  tenderly  affectionate. 

Apologizing  for  my  traveller's  dress,  I  shook  hands  with  a 
dozen  old  and  young  friends  in  the  parlour,  and  looking  around 
me,  saw  that  every  diing  was  in  company  array.  There  were 
not  indeed  tables  covered  with  jp;rote8que  figures,  nor  cabinets 
full  of  cosdy  trifles,  nor  rows  of  cut-glass  smelling-botdes,  nor 
any  of  those  superfluities  which  denote,  or  ought  to  denote,  im- 


Town  and  Catmtr^.  95 

meose  wealA;  but  the  books  were  neatly  arranged,  the  covers 
reiix>ved  from  the  akreens,  blooming  greenhouse-pkuits  stood  in 
the  windows,  and  fresh  flowers  filled  the  china  vases.  I  sat 
down  to  the  tea«>tahle  in  a  humour  to  be  pleased  with  cv^ry 
thing;  bade  defiance  to  Mr.  Accum,  ate  bread  without  alum, 
butter  without  lard,  and  drank  cream  unthickened  by  chalk. 
Every  thing  tasted  wholesome  and  pleasant;  every  thing  looked 
clean  and  inviting ;  the  snowy  robes  around  me  excited  my  ad- 
miration; and  the  fresh  and  rosy  cheeks,  the  easy  artless  man- 
ners every  moment  reminded  me  that  I  was  fifty  miles  from 
London.  I  spou  a  delightful  evening ;  I  enjoyed  the  society 
of  my  old  acquaintance,  and  yet  it  did  not  boast  much  novelty, 
or  convey  much  information :  wit  was  limited  to  a  few  puns, 
and  genius,  talent,  intellect,  if  they  existed,  were  in  a  dormant 
state.  I  heard  many  lamentations  over  the  late  arrival  of  the 
summer,  and  speculations  about  the  commencement  of  hay- 
harvest  ;  seven  times  I  was  told  diat  it  had  snowed  on  the  26th 
of  May ;  twenty  times  was  I  likened  to  each  of  my  brothers 
and  sisters ;  one  lady  deplored  the  rarity  of  good  yeast,  another 
gave  a  mournful  history  of  a  mortality  among  her  poultry ;  and 
all  joined  in  angry  chorus  when  the  crimes  of  servants  were 
mentioned;  all  reprobated  the  peculation,  the  untidiness,  the  in- 
gratitude, the  fondness  for  followers,  to  which  the  whole  race 
was  subject,  except  some  ^^  real  treasure,^'  or  *^  faithful  crea- 
ture,^' whom  each  lady  had  once  possessed. 

While  such  ^^high  converse''  passed  among  our  elders,  tlie 
younger  guests,  my  sisters,  and  I  were  chattering  a  little  about 
new  books,  and  a  great  deal  about  new  fashions.  I  verily  be- 
lieve women,  if  banished  to  Siberia,  would  beg  their  friends  to 
send  them  the  newest  patterns ;  and  if  living,  like  Crusoe,  on  a 
desert  island,  would  contrive  to  cut  their  deer-skin  gowns  after 
the  last  Parisian  mode.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  my  poor  sisters, 
residing  in  a  small  village  far  from  any  large  town,  were  lament- 
ably ignorant  on  many  important  subjects.  They  did  not  know 
that  trains  were  worn ;  and  when  I  told  them  they  ought  to 
wear  a  cors<ig€  a  Pantique^  sleeves  a  la  vierge^  trimmed  with 
gauze  a  la  bouffant^  and  a  zone  a  la  zephyre^  they  positively 
did  not  know  what  I  meant.  This  was  all  bad  enough,  but  one 
instance  of  rusticity  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  relate :  my  sister 
Jane  suddenly  said  to  me,  ^*  Oh,  William,  can  you  tell  us  what 
Roman  punch  is  ?"  This  was  too  much,  and  distressed  by  her 
ignorance  I  tiumed  the  conversation. 

Nevertheless  I  was  pleased  and  happy  ;  I  liked  my  mother's 
guests,  and  enjoyed  their  society.  Perhaps  the  reason  of  this 
partial  feeling  towards  people  of  no  consequence,  who  never 
gave  grand  assemblies,  never  got  into  debt,  never  went  to  th<^ 
op^a,  never  neglected  their  families,  never  were  recorded  in 
the  Morning  Post  as  ^^  constellations  in  the  fashionable  hemi-* 
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sphere,''  inajr,  in  some  degree,  be  traced  ta  my  seIf4ove  and 
vanity.  To  them  I  was  a  person  of  consequence,  not  an  insig* 
nificant  barrister ;  they  can  remember  my  name,  which  half  of 
my  London  friends  forget;  they  knew  whether  I  was  in  the 
room  or  out  of  it;  they  would  lend  me  a  guinea  if  I  were  in 
distress,  and  would  say  they  were  sorry  if  they  heard  I  had 
broken  my  neck.  In  all  these  respects  they  surpassed  my  Lon- 
don acqumntance,  and,  therefore,  I  forgave  them  for  being  leas 
6ne,  less  fashionable,  and  less  foolish.  I  spent  three  happy 
days  with  my  family,  and  bade  them  farewell  with  a  regret  to 
which  my  sense  of  duty  was  the  only  alleviation,  and  a  power- 
ful alleviation  it  was.  I  am  once  more  setded  in  my  chambers, 
have  once  more  lighted  my  iires,  am  abusing  our  climate  all  day 
long,  and  saying  with  Lord  Byron  in  Beppo, 


"  I  like  the  weather  when  it's  not  too  cold, 
Thftt  is,  I  like  three  months  in  all  the  year." 


ON  CORONATIONS. 

Now,  noble  peen»  the  cause  why  we  are  met. 
Is  to  determine  of  the  Coronation : 


W.  E. 


-When  is  the  royal  day  P — ^Richard  HI. 


Of  the  imposing  ceremony  that  is  shortly  to  regale  all  eyes, 
either  through  the  more  direct  and  favoured  medium  of  perso- 
nal observation,  or  the  ingenuity  of  our  artists,  and  the  descrip- 
tive powers  of  the  public  press,  we  shall  not  presume  to  set 
before  our  readers  any  thing  like  a  regular  programme.  It  is 
for  the  conductors  of  such  a  festival  to  furnish  the  proper  bill 
of  fare,  in  folio,  or  in  quarto,  as  to  the  duty  and  dignity  of  the 
several  guests  appertaineth.*  We  only  claim  to  have  been 
enjoying  ourselves  amongst  the  historical  recipes  of  former 
periods,  and  to  furnish  a  whet  to  the  public  appetite  in  the 
shape  of  a  few  light  dishes,  made  up  from  the  copious  records 
of  the  royal  day  which  have  come  down  to  us. 

And  first,  gentle  reader,  let  not  miracles  astound  thee— -as 
contributing  essentially  to  the  dignity  of  England's  monarch  on 
this  occasion.  He  is  enthroned,  thou  knowest,  as  a  king;  but 
when  thou  shalt  further  understand  that  he  is  anointed  with 
'^  holy  oil,"  as  *'*'  kings  and  prophets  were  anointed  ;"  that  he  is 
arrayed,  at  the  time  of  his  coronation,  ^^  as  a  bishop  that  should 

*  Thus  we  have  **  Orders  to  be  observed  on  Tuesday  the  22d  September,  be- 
ing the  day  appointed  for  their  Majesties'  Coronation,"  London,  176l,/0Uo  i 
and  «  The  Form  and  Order  of  the  Service  that  is  to  be  performed,  and  of  the 
Ceremonies  that  are  to  be  observed  in  the  Coronation  of  their  Majesties  ISxn^ 
George  lU.  and  His  Royal  Consort,  Queen  Charlotte."  1761,  ^uarfo— to  say  no- 
thing of  the  magnificent  folio  of  «  Sandford,"  and  the  recenUy  published  MS.  of 
Sir  Edward  Walker,  Garter  Principal  King  at  Anns  at  the  Coronation  of  Charier 
n.,  with  Plates  of  the  Regslia. 
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sing  mass,  widi  a  dalmatic  like  a  tunic,  and  a  stole  about  his 
neck''»  (the  latter,  as  some  learned  antiquaries  affirm,  "  in  imi- 
taticm  of  that  the  high  priests  had,  ivhich  they  laid  on  the  back 
of  the  sacrifice  when  they  ledd  it  to  the  alter";)  and  that  everj' 
order  of  bishop,  priest,  and  deacon,  is  represented  in  one  part 
or  other  of  his  sacred  vestments — ^what  mortal  canst  thou  sup- 
pose te  have  miracles  attend  his  steps  if  this  be  not  He?     Ac- 
cording to  our  most  respectable  chroniclers,  one  prodigy  of  this 
kind  furnishes  him  with  a  substantial  regal  seat  or  coronation- 
chair ;  another  with  the  form  and  manner,  at  least,  of  his  anoint- 
ing, ijf  not  with  the  identical  vessel  through  which  the  sacred 
unction  is  poured;  while  a  third  supplies  **  the  wedding-ring  of 
£ng^d"t  with  which  he  is  married— symbolically,  to  the  state. 
As  thus  writeth  Peter  Langtoft-— 

*«  To  William  the  rede  king 

Is  gyven  the  coroun, 
At  Westmynsterc  tok  he  ryng 

In  the  abbay  of  Londoun." 

An  Irish  monarch,  we  are  told,  of  very  credible  name,  Simon 
Brech^  brought  from  Spain  the  marble  seat  of  that  which  will 
now  be  the  chair  of  the  United  Kingdom,  ^and  no  longer  the 
'*  England's  chair"  of  Shakspeare,  merely,)  about  700  years 
before  the  Christian  era;  having  received  it  from  a  Greek,  as 
Holinshed  says,  *^  the  sonne  of  Cecrops,  who  builded  the  citic 
of  Athens,"  and  who  was  contemporary  with  Moses.  It  is  the 
identical  stone,  it  is  added,  on  which  Jacob  originally  slept  and 
*'  poured  oil,"  at  Bethel;  although  it  escaped  the  patriarch  him- 
self on  his  second  visit  to  that  place,  and  he  seems  to  have  con- 
secrated another.^  We  are  quite  sure  that  the  identity  and 
transmission  of  this  stone  must  be  allowed  to  involve  a  series 
of  miracles,  equal  to  any  that  were  wrought  at  the  shrine  of 
St.  Thomas  a  Becket,  who  is  deeply  connected,  however,  with 
the  next  in  order. — ^The  martyr,  we  know,  was  for  a  while  sent 
into  banishment  by  the  sacrilegious  prince  who  afterwards  insti- 
gated his  murder.  Here,  at  Sens  in  France,  the  blessed  Virgin 
is  said  to  have  appeared  to  him,  while  at  his  devotions,  and  to 
have  presented  him  with  a  golden  eagle  and  a  small  vial  of  stone 
or  ^ss;  assuring  him  of  the  happy  effects  which  would  be 
produced  upon  those  kings  that  should  be  anointed  with  the  oil 
it  contained.  These  vessels  were  afterwards  brought  to  Eng- 
land, and  deposited  in  the  Tower,  Henry  IV.  being  the  first 
prince  who  was  anointed  with  them.  Happily,  when  the  regi- 
cides destroyed  the  regalia  there  deposited,  in  the  great  rebel- 
lion, they  left  an  inventory  of  what,  "  accordinge  to  order  of 

•  See  Mr.  Taylor's  learned  «  Glory  of  Regality/'  p.  81. 
t  Buck'a^'IQchaidm." 
I  Compare  Gen.  29. 18»  with  Gen.  35. 14. 
Vol.  II.  No.  7.— 182>.  N 
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parliament,"  \rere  "  totallie  broken  and  defaced,"  in  which  die 
sacred  eagle  is  not  included — only,  **  a  dove  of  gould,  sett  with 
stones  and  pearle,  in  a  box  sett  with  studds  of  silver  gilt,'* ' 
valued  at  26/.  We  fear  the  sacred  oil  of  King  Clovis  has  not 
been  less  irreverently  treated  by  the  regicides  of  the  French 
Revolution — although,  according  to  Menin,  the  Holy  Spirit 
itself, "  in  the  visible  form  of  a  dove,"  brought  it  to  the  hands 
of  the  minister;  and  it  remained  ever  after  undiminished,  though 
constantly  used  in  the  anointing  of  the  French  kings,  for  900 
years.— The  rinff  of  "  faith"  and  "  kingly  dignity"  was  received 
from  St.  John  the  Evangelist,  says  the  Golden  Legende  ( Julyan 
Notary,  1503),  through  the  hands  of  Edward  the  Confessor. 
A  certain  **  fayre  old  man"  asking  alms  of  the  king,  he  presented 
him  with  a  ring,  which  he  received  with  great  thankfulness. 
Shortly  after  two  English  pilgrims  lost  their  way  in  the  Holy 
Land,  when  "  there  came  to  them  a  fayr  ancient  man  wydi 
whyte  heer  for  age.  Thenne  the  olde  man  axed  theym  what 
they  were  and  of  what  regyoii.  And  they  answerde  that  they 
were  pylgryms  of  Englond,  and  hadde  lost  theyr  fellyshyp  and 
way  also.  Thenne  thys  olde  man  comforted  theym  goodly,  and 
brought  theym  in  to  a  fayre  C}^ee ;  and  whanne  they  had  well 
refreshyd  theym,  and  rested  there  allenyhte,  on  the  mome,  this 
fayre  olde  man  wente  with  theym,  and  broughte  theym  in  the 
ryght  waye  agayne.  And  he  was  gladde  to  here  theym  talke 
of  the  welfare  and  holynesse  of  theyr  kynge  Saynt  Edward. 
And  whan  ^e  shold  departe  fro  the}^!!,  thenne  he  tolde  theym 
what  he  was,  and  sayd,  lam  Jokan  the  Evangelysty  and  saye 
ye  vnto  Edward  your  kyng  that  I  grete  hym  well  by  the  token 
that  he  gattto  me,  thys  rynge,  with  hys  one  hondcs."* — ^Neither 
again,  reader,  is  this  or  any  other  ring  among  ^  all  the  plate  and 
Jewells"  destroyed  by  the  regicides.  ' 

If  from  miracles  we  should  descend  to  trace  the  history  of  the 
regsdia,  we  should  find  amongst  them  some  very  interesting  me- 
morials of  the  monarchy,  and  of  the  manners  and  policy  of  our 
ancestors.  The  Fatal  Stone  is  unquestionably  a  relic  of  remote 
antiquit}%  It  is  called  by  one  learned  person,  "  the  antientest 
respected  monument  in  dbe  world,  for  though  some  others  may 
be  more  antient  as  to  duration,  yet  thus  superstitiously  re- 
garded they  are  not;"t  and  may  be  traced,  after  the  best 
authorities,  to  Ireland,  from  whence  it  had  been  brought  into 

*  That  this  stoiy  was  current  in  the  reign  of  Henry  III.  would  appear  evident 
from  Pennant  and  Stow.  By  the  former  we  are  told,  *<  Within  the  tower  is  a  very 
ancient  chapel  dedicated  to  St.  John.  That  patron  of  the  arts,  Henry  HI.,  pve 
directions  about  the  ornamenting  of  this  diapel;  among  other  things  Depingi 
facialis  patibulum  et  trabem  ultra  idtare  ejusdkm  capel'  bene  et  bonb  colonbuss 
et  fieri  taciatis  et  depingi  duas  ymagines  pulchras,  ubi  mefios  et  decentiua  fieri 
posaintin  eadem  capel',unam  de  sancto  Eawardo  tenente  annuluxDy  etdonante  et 
tendente  s'cto  Johan^  Evangeliste,"  &c.    London,  p.  342. 

t  Tohaid's  «  History  of  tlie  Dmids,'*  p.  104. 
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Argylediire  some  time  before  the  reign  of  Kemieth,  or  A.D.834. 
That  prince  removed  it  to  the  abbey  of  Scone,  where  all  the 
Scottish  kings  were  crowned  upon  it  until  the  year  1296,  when 
our  Edward  I.  brought  it  into  England.  An  Irish  prophecy  is 
still  extant,  and  quoted  by  Mr.  Taylor,  which  declares  the  pos* 
session  of  this  stone  necessary  to  the  preservation  of  the  regal 
power  of  that  country ;  and  the  Scottish  prediction  of  similar 
import  is  well  known.*  It  is  remairkable  that  George  IV.  in 
ascending  the  throne  of  the  United  Kingdom,  and  as  having 
outlived  the  Stuart  family,  will  combine  more  various  and  un- 
disputed pretensions  to  the  possession  of  this  royal  seat  than 
any  of  his  predecessors.  The  antiquary  will  connect  it  with  the 
rude  oithronement  of  the  Celtic,  and  northern  nations.  At  or 
near  a  consecrated  stone,  we  know  also  from  Scripture  that  it 
was  an  ancient  Eastern  custom  to  declare  and  appoint  kings. 
This  furnished  a  ready  method  of  setting  the  chieftain  *^  up  on 
high ;''  it  marked  the  place  of  popular  convention,!  at  which  it 
generally  remained ;  and  sometimes  we  find  the  royal  seat  sur- 
rounded with  a  circle  of  other  and  less  elevated  stones,  on  which 
the  attending  nobles  were  placed.  Here  also,  afterwards,  pub« 
lie  justice  was  frequently  administered. 

"Em,  t*t}Am^  lutr*  mf  t^tr*  twt  (f0T»io-i  A/l«io-if 
AfVMi,  Mfm^fTif  «Af/^«ir«^  •!«  iwi  fU9  itftf 

HoM.  Odjss.  r.  V.  406-10. 

**  The  old  man  early  rose,  walk'd  forth,  and  mte 

On  pofiflhM  stone,  before  his  palace  gate ; 

vnth  luigoent  smooth  the  lucid  marble  shone, 

Where  ancient  Neieus  sate,  a  rustic  throne."         Pora. 

There  is  an  amusing  account  of  the  inauguration  of  the 
ancient  Dukes  of  Carinthia,  in  the  Histoire  des  Inaugurations 
of  the  Kings  of  France,  which  we  give  (in  the  translation  of 
Mr.  Taylor)  as  presenting  a  bold  picture  of  some  of  the  vital 
parts  of  our  own  ceremony.  "  Near  the  city  of  Saint  Veit  is  a 
plain,  where  the  vestiges  of  a  former  town  are  still  to  be  seen ; 
and  in  a  meadow  just  by,  a  large  stone,  raised  about  two  cubits 
from  the  ground.  On  this  stone  was  placed  a  peasant,  who  en- 
joyed, by  descent,  the  right  of  presiding  at  the  inauguration  of 
the  dukes,  having  near  him,  on  his  right  hand,  a  black  cow  with 
a  calf,  and,  on  his  left,  a  lean  and  hungry  mare ;  the  people  of 

•  Thus  given  in  Camden's  «  Perthshire," — 

**  Or  iatc  is  blind,  or  Scots  shall  find. 
Where'er  this  stone,  a  royal  throne.'* 
t  The  hill  on  which  the  King  of  Man  was  crowned,  is  still  called  TirmdUU 
iitf,ttgiufying  the  place  of  convention.«-Johnspn's  «Celto-Nonn.  Antiquities." 
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St.  Veit,  lind  a  crowd  of  peasants,  being  assembled  around  him. 
The  duke,  in  a  countryman's  bonnet  and  shoes,  with  a  shep- 
herd's crook  in  his  hand,  drew  near  to  the  assembly,  accompa- 
nied by  the  senators  clad  in  scarlet,  and  the  great  officers 
bearing  their  insignia.  The  man  upon  the  stone  seeing  the 
train  come  nigh,  cried  out,  *  Who  is  this,  that  comes  with  such 
magnificence  V  The  people  answered,  '  It  is  the  prince  of  the 
country.'—*  Is  he  a  just  judge  V  replied  the  peasant;  *  Doth  he 
seek  the  welfare  of  the  state  I  Is  he  of  free  condition,  worthy 
of  honour,  obedient  to  the  laws,  and  a  defender  of  the  Christian 
religion  ?'  They  cried,  *  he  is,  and  he  will  be  such.'  The  pea- 
sant then  demanded  by  what  right  he  would  remove  him  from 
his  seat  ?  To  which  the  master  of  the  duke's  court  replied, 
*'  This  place  is  bought  for  sixty  deniers;  these  beasts  are  thine, 
thou  shalt  be  clothed  in  the  garments  M-hich  the  duke  will  take 
oS^  and  thy  house  shall  be  free,  and  exempt  from  tribute.'  The 
peasant  then  quitted  the  stone,  giving  the  duke  an  admonition 
to  do  justice,  and  the  prince  placed  himself  upon  it,  brandish- 
ing a  naked  sword,  and  promising  the  people  equity." 

At  the  coronation  of  our  kings  in  modem  times,  the  Fatal 
Stone  has  been  entirely  covered  by  the  trappings  that  have  been 
meant  to  adorn  it.  We  look  to  the  present  conductor  of  that 
ceremony  for  a  little  better  taste  in  this  respect. 

None  of  the  other  appendages  of  English  royalty  have  any 
claim  to  antiquity  ;  but  the  chan^ng  fashion  of  them  is  on  re- 
cord, and  has  varied  in  no  other  instance  more  than  in  the  form 
of  the  crowHj 

"The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  gioiy." 

Sclden  discusses  its  regular  growth,  horizontal,  perpendicular 
and  transverse,  from  the  fillet  ^^  given  on  absolutely  good  au- 
thority to  the  kings  of  Pontus,  Armenia,  and  others,"  and  the 
tying  on  of  which  "  was  the  chief  part  of  the  inauguration,"  to 
the  diadem  of  gold  and  stones  adopted  by  Constantine,  as  he 
says,  from  *^  the  fashion  of  the  kings  of  the  Jews."  Even  now, 
however,  it  was  only  a  diadem,  or  fillet  of  gold  and  precious 
stones ;  it  afterward  "  went  from  eare  to  eare,"  and,  at  length, 
^^  over  a  gold  helm  on  a  cap."  Our  Anglo-Saxon  kings  are  re- 
presented as  wearing  only  a  fillet  of  pearls,  or  a  radiated  diadem ; 
on  the  coins  of  iEthelred  and  iElfred  a  crescent  is  added  in 
front.  But  the  still  more  remarkable  addition  of  "  two  little 
bells"  is  given  to  a  crown  called  King  iElfred's,  in  the  inventory 
of  1642,  before  quoted ;  and  there  seems  good  reason  to  conjec- 
ture that  the  name  was  correcdy  bestowed.*  We  should  like 
to  see  what  a  Sir  John  Feme  would  have  made  of  "  the  mani- 

•  See  Taylor,  pp.  94>  5. 
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fold  significations^'  of  these  expressive  ornaments  of  royalty. 
Not  one  of  the  twelve  principal  gems  of  the  crown  is  without 
its  due  "  exposition,"  it  seems.  The  crown  of  William  I.  and 
II.  has  an  addition  that  might  have  been  worn  with  more  pro- 
priety by  some  of  their  successors,  and  provokingly  reminding 
one  of  die  fable  of  the  ^^  Ass  in  the  Lion's  skin," — ^^  a  cap,  or 
helm,  adorned  with  points,  and  with  labels  hanging  at  each  ear." 
The  Plantagenets  wore  a  diadem  ornamented  wi^^eurs  de  lis^ 
or  strawberry  leaves;  Richard  III.  or  Henry  VII. introduced  the 
crosses ;  and,  at  about  the  same  period,  the  arches  were  thrown 
over  the  head  of  the  crown,  the  first  use  of  them  being  ascribed 
to  Edward  IV.,  while  they  first  appear  on  the  coins  of  Henry 
VII.  From  this  period,  little  deviation  occurs  in  the  form  of 
the  crown,  except  that  of  the  elevation  or  depression  of  the 
arches.  \Vhen,  on  the  Restoration  of  the  Monarchy,  the  people 
Iiaving  been  "  reduced  to  their  reason  and  viderstanding," 
Charles  II.  issued  a  commission  for  the  ^^  remakekig  such  roysdl 
ornaments  and  regalia"  as  are  now  in  use,  ^^  the  old  names  and 
fashion"  were  directed  to  be  carefully  sought  after  ind  retained;* 
but  upon  what  ground  the  national  crown,  with  lyhich  the  act 
of  coronation  was  and  is  still  performed,  is  denomiiated  St.  Ed- 
ward's, the  reader  must  now  judge  for  himself.  There  is  a 
second  crown,  used  at  the  feast  of  the  coronation,  and  on  other 
state  occasions,  which  is  of  far  superior  workmanship  and  value, 
and  which  has  recenUy,  we  understand,  been  entirely  re- 
modelled. 

The  king  has  a  sceptre  for  each  hand,  a  circimstance  that 
considerably  detracts  irom  the  energy  of  the  royal  figure  when 
he  is  enthroned,  and  in  which,  according  to  the  addresses  of 
the  archbishop,  there  seems  to  be  no  great  signification.  We 
shall  be  happy,  therefore,  to  see  his  Majesty  depri/ed  of  one  of 
them,  as  he  will  be  in  the  procession  from  the  abbey. 

The  orb,  surmounted  by  a  cross,  may  be  taken  for  a  prophecy 
of  the  Millenium,  and,  generally,  as  a  symbol  of  the  prophetic 
power  of  our  kings ;  it  having  been  borne  before  them  as  an 
emblem  of  imperial  sway  long  prior  to  the  discover}'  of  the 
globular  shape  of  the  earth! 

Mr.  Taylor  cannot  seriously  furnish  us  with  the  origin  of  the 
name  CurtanOy  which  is  given  to  the  principal  sword  of  state  on 
this  occasion.  We  suggest  the  Latin  curto.  Monarchs  fre- 
quently cut  justice  short,  both  in  mercy  and  from  less  amiable 
impulses;  and  it  is  remarkable  that  this  sword  is  pointless. 
The  sword  of  justice  to  the  spirituality  is  rather  "  obtuse"  at  the 
point,  we  are  told ;  while  that  of  justice  to  the  temporality  is 

•  Sir  Edward  Walker's  Account  of  "  The  Preparations  for  Hia  Iklajesty  *s  C6- 
ronation,  &€.''    Large  8vo.  X^ndon,  first  printed  in  1820. 
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^^  sh^p."  Henry  VIII.  seems  to  have  exercised  his  taste  in 
endeavouring  to  abolish  this  discrepancy. 

The  history  of  English  coronations  presents  but  few  striking 
events.  They  are  pageants  for  the  eye  of  existing  generations ; 
lind  the  sameness  which  has  been  so  studiously  given  to  them 
for  one  species  of  effect,  renders  them  almost  lifeless  in  hbtory. 

Prince  Egferth,  son  of  OiFa,  king  of  Mercia,  presents  us  with 
the  first  instance  of  a  royal  consecration.  He  is  said  to  have 
been  ^^  hallowed  to  king,"  by  his  father,  A.  D.  785,  though  it 
is  uncertain  in  what  form.  In  the  next  instance,  that  of  £ard« 
wulf,  king  of  Northumberland,  the  church  assumes  the  pro- 
minent part  she  has  ever  since  borne  in  these  ceremonies;  this 
monarch  being  said,  in  the  Saxon  Chronicle,  to  have  been  con* 
secrated,  and  placed  upon  his  throne,  by  ^^Eanbalde,  arch- 
bishop, and  iEthelberhte,  Higbalde,  and  Badewidfe,  bbhops." 

A  female  coronation-service  is  the  first  of  which  there  are  any 
existing  details.*  It  is  that  of  Judith,  a  French  princess,  who 
was  crowned  and  anointed  at  Rheims,  in  856,  on  her  marriajge 
with  iGthelwulf,  king  of  the  West  Saxons.  A  royal  seat  Was 
assigned  her  in  this  ceremony  on  a  level  with  the  king's,  and 
she  is  said  tc  have  received  the  tide  of  queen  as  one  diat  had 
been  disused,  among  the  Saxons,  since  the  circumstance  of  Ead- 
burga  having  poisoned  her  husband,  king  Brightric.  The  ho- 
nours thus  bestowed  upon  Judith  were,  however,  distasteful  to 
^thelwulPs  people;  and  we  accordingly  read  of  no  other  fe- 
male coronation  for  upwards  of  a  century. 

At  the  coronation  of  Edwy,  in  955,  we  find  the  church  in  all 
the  insolence  of  power,  in  the  outrage  committed  on  the  per- 
son of  the  sovereign  at  this  time,  by  forcing  him  back  to  the 
coronation-feast.  An  experiment  seems  to  have  been  made  by 
Dunstan  on  the  temper  and  talents  of  the  young  king,  which 
partially  failed,  but  which  only  inflamed  the  heardess  prelate  to 
those  new  schemes  of  domination  which  long  made  the  crown 
of  England  to  ^^  onerate  rather  than  to  honour  her  princes."f 

WiUiam  the  Conqueror's  boisterous  coronation  is,  however, 
in  character.  It  was  **  not,"  indeed,  says  Lord  Lyttelton, "  with- 
out the  appearance  and  form  of  an  election^  or  free  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  people,"  while  Brompton  says,  he  wished  to  be 
crowned, "  that  he  might  then  become  a  legitimate  prince;"  but 
when  the  question  was  put  to  the  people,  whether  they  con- 
sented to  do  him  homage,  the  acclamations  were  so  loud  and 
violent,  that  his  Norman  soldiers  imagined  his  subjects  to  have 
become  conquerors,  and  set  fire  to  the  abbey  church  to  repulse 
them. 

*  See  Duchesne's  Historiae  Francomin  Script,  p.  423>  &c. 
f  A  saying  ascribed  by  Camden  to  Ed^rard  J. 
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We  have  an  unique  coronation  of  the  heir  apparent,  as  a  titu- 
lar king,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  II. ;  and  the  father  having,  on 
this  occasion,  waited  on  the  son  at  table,  the  latter  remarked, 
^  it  was  no  such  great  condescension  for  the  son  of  an  earl  to 
wait  on  the  son  of  a  king.'' 

The  coronation  of  Richard  I*  was  distinguished  by  an  abun- 
dance of  those  feudal  ceremonies  which  are  so  admirably  de- 
scribed by  the  author  of  ^^  Ivanhoe,"  and  disgraced  by  an  indis- 
criminate massacre  of  the  Jews.  ^  Except,  perhaps,  the  flying 
fish,  there  was  no  race  existing  on  the  earth,  in  the  air,  or  the 
waters,''  says  that  distinguished  writer,  *^  who' were  the  object 
of  such  an  unremitting,  general  and  relentless  persecution,  as 
the  ]ews  of  this  period.  It  is  a  well  known  story  of  King  John, 
that  te  confined  a  wealthy  Jew  in  one  of  the  royal  casdes,  and 
daily  caused  one  of  his  teeth  to  be  torn  out,  until,  when  the  jaw 
of  the  unhappy  Israelite  was  half  disfumished,  he  consented  to 
pay  a  large  sum,  which  it  was  the  t)rrant's  object  to  extort  from 
him."* 

Amongst  the  regal  honours  of  Edward  I.  we  find  a  king  of 
Scots  oiFering  his  homage  ^  for  the  realme  of  Scotland,  in  like 
manner,"  says  Holinshed,  ^^  as  other  the  kings  of  Scotland  be- 
fore him  had  doone  to  other  kings  of  England,  ancestours  to  this 
Kbg  Edward;"  and  assisting  to  ^^  let  go  at  liberte  (catch  them 
that  catch  mi^t)  five  hundred  great  horses." 

Richard  II.  is  the  first  of  our  kings  who  made  his  ^^  progresse 
through  the  citie"  prior  to  his  coronation,  a  custom  continued 
to  the  thne  of  Charles  II.,  who  "  dined  early"  at  the  Tower,  f.  e. 
at  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  lest,  like  Richard,  he  should  be 
'« oppressed  with  fatigue  and  long  fasring."  Froissart  furnishes 
us  with  a  detail  of  the  *^  progress"  and  coronation  of  Henry  IV., 
which  includes  a  lively  sketch  of  another  ancient  ceremony — 
the  creation  of  Knights  of  the  Bath  at  this  period,  which  has 
been  latteriy  disused.  Of  the  ceremonies  less  known  to  us,  he 
says,  ^  On  the  Saturday  before  the  coronation,  the  new  king 
went  from  Westminster  to  the  Tower  of  London,  attended  by 
great  numbers,  and  those  squires  who  were  to  be  knighted 
watched  their  arms  that  night :  they  amounted  to  forty-six : 
each  squire  had  his  chamber  and  bat/i,  in  which  he  bathed.  The 
ensuing  day  the  Duke  of  Lancaster,  after  mass,  created  them 
knights,  and  presented  them  with  long  green  coats,  with  straight 
sleeves,  lined  with  minever,  after  the  manner  of  prelates.  These 
knights  had  on  their  left  shoulders  a  double  cord  of  white  silk, 
widi  white  tufts  hanging  down.  The  Duke  of  Lancaster  left 
the  Tower  this  Sunday  after  dinner,  on  his  return  to  Westmin- 
ster ;  he  was  bareheaded,  and  had  round  his  neck  the  order  of 

*  Ivanhoe*  vol.  i.  p.  120, 1 .  » 
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the  king  of  France.  The  Prince  of  Wales,  six  dukes,  six  earles, 
eighteen  barons  accompanied  him ;  and  there  were  of  knights, 
and  other  nobility,  from  eight  to  nine  hundred  horse  in  the  pro- 
cession. The  duke  was  dressed  in  a  jacket,  after  the  German 
fashion,  of  cloth  of  gold,  mounted  on  a  white  courser,  with  a 
blue  garter  on  his  left  leg.  He  passed  through  the  streets  of 
London,  which  were  all  handsomely  decorated  with  tapestries 
and  other  rich  hangings  :  there  were  nine  fountains  in  Cheap- 
side,  and  other  streets  he  passed  through,  which  perpetually 
ran  with  white  and  red  wines.  He  was  escorted  by  prodigious 
numbers  of  gentlemen,  with  their  servants  in  liveries  and  badges, 
and  the  different  companies  of  London  were  led  by  their  war- 
dens, clothed  in  their  proper  livery,  and  with  ensigns  of  their 
trade.  The  whole  cavalcade  amounted  to  six  thousand  horse, 
which  escorted  the  duke  from  the  Tower  to  Westminster.  That 
same  night  the  duke  bathed,  and  on  the  morrow  confessed  him- 
self, as  he  had  good  need  to  do."* 

We  shall  probably  resume  these  fragments  in  another  Num- 
ber, having  a  royal  abundance  of  materials  before  us.  C. 
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April  27th.  The  more  I  see  of  the  English,  the  more  I  feel 
the  justice  of  Voltaire's  remark,  who  compared  them  to  a  hogs- 
head of  their  own  beer ; — the  top  froth,  the  bottom  dregs,  the 
middle  excellent.  It  has  been  observed  by  philosophers,  that 
virtue  is  always  seated  in  the  mean  between  two  extremes  ;  so, 
in  another  sense,  the  little  virtue  in  the  world  may  be  said  to 
reside  amongst  the  middle  class  of  mankind,  which  may  fidrly 
be  called  the  temperate  zone  of  society;  the  inhabitants  of  whicli 
being  equally  removed  from  the  extremes  of  wealth  and  want, 
are  neither  allured  by  ambition  nor  driven  by  poverty  to  deviate 
from  the  straight  road  of  integrity.  The  national  character  is 
much  what  one  might  expect  from  the  national  nick-name;  and 
the  nick-name  of  John  BuU  has,  perhaps,  not  been  without  its 
use  in  fixing  the  national  character.  I  have,  indeed,  for  some 
dme  been  half  converted  to  the  hypothesis  of  Walter  Shandy, 
who  asserted,  ^^  that  there  was  a  strange  kind  of  magic  bias  im- 
pressed upon  our  characters  and  conduct,  by  the  choice  and 
imposition  of  names.  The  instance  of  Christopher  Columbus 
first  staggered  me :  the  pne  clearly  indicating  that  he  was  to 
carry  the  Christian  religion  to  the  New  World;  the  other  having 
a  no  less  clear  reference  to  the  dove  which  was  sent  out  from  the 
ark,  and  brought  back  the  first  intelligence  of  a  wqrl^  that  had 

*  Jobnes's  Fromirty  V.  xii 
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been  hidden  by  the  waters.  Again,  if  we  were  to  inquire  what 
made  Mungo  Park,  from  his  earliest  years,  cherish  with  so  much 
eagerness  the  design  of  exploring  the  wilds  of  Africa;  Mr. 
Shandy  would  answer — ^his  god&thers  and  godmothers :  and 
this  explanation  of  the  matter  is,  at  least,  as  intelligible  as  the 
cnniological  system  of  Gall  and  Spurzheim,  who  would  affect, 
to  trace  all  our  inward  propensities  to  certain  outward  protube- 
rances, and  draw  out  the  chart  of  our  lives  from  inspecting  the 
maps  of  our  skulls.  I  am,  indeed,  inclined  to  push  the  hypo- 
thesis sdU  further  than  Mr.  Shandy,  who,  if  1  remember  rightly, 
limits  his  oUiervatiotis  to  Christian  names;  for,  wherever  I  go^ 
I  discover  fresh  proofe  of  the  unlimited  extent  of  those  myste- 
rious coincidences,  which  seem  to  be  brought  about  by  the  *^  ma- 
gic of  a  name."  Thus,  when  I  was  travelling  in  Spain,  I  ceased 
to  be  sorpriaed  at  many  things  in  diat  country,  when  1  collected 
from  a  lamed  volume  of  geography,  that  the  Spaniards  were 
lineally  descended  from  the  ancient  tribes  of  the  Turduli  and 
TttnUtam.  And  here,  in  London,  when  I  meet  with  such  asso- 
ciations as  Dtinn,  Tailor;  6f^/f^,  Butcher;  Truest,  Wig-maker; 
Cut-morcy  Eating-house  keeper;  BMAt^  Fishmonger;  can  I 
suppose  it  was  cfaumce  alone  that  determined  the  choice  of  these 
individuals  to  professions  so  strangely  corresponding  with  their 
names  I  Or,  whoa  I  read  the  names  of  ^  Stilly  Strongs  and 
Rack-em^^  on  the  door  of  an  attorney's  office  in  Lincoln's-Inn, 
can  I  rehise  to  believe  that  there  is  something  more  than  natu- 
ral, if  philosophy  could  find  it  out,  which  brought  into  conjunc- 
tion such  a  fearful  partnership  of  appropriate  qualifications,  as 
are  clearly  indicated  by  the  several  denominations  of  this  legal 
trio.  Nay,  there  would  even  seem  to  be  a  secret  meaning  in 
the  very  letters  of  a  name,  which  only  require  to  be  decom- 
pomided  and  newly-arranged,  to  reveal  the  life  and  character  of 
the  wearer.  Let  those  who  may  be  disposed  to  lau^  at  this 
theory  as  ^cifal,  remember,  that  they  might  in  this  manner 
have  read  the  history  of  the  batde  of  the  Nile  at  the  christening 
of  Horatio  Nelson, — Honor  est  ^  Nilo. 

But  to  return  from  this  digression  to  John  Bull.  Let  the 
English,  if  they  are  wise,  cherish  this  nick-name,  which,  as  I 
have  before  observed,  has  more  influence  than  is  commonly 
supposed  upon  the  national  morals  and  character,  by  uncon- 
sciously disposing  every  individual  to  illustrate,  in  his  own  per- 
son, the  plain  downright  sincerity  of  manner,  the  straight-for- 
ward integrity  of  principle,  and  the  hearty  warmth  of  hospitality 
which  have  always  been  attributed  to  that  ideal  character. 

Maty  1st.  I  had  looked  forward  with  some  curiosity  to  a 
May-day  in  England,  of  which  we  read  so  much  in  books  of 
poetry  and  romance.  But  alas!  the  age  of  poetry  and  romance 
is,  like  the  age  of  chivalry,  extinct.    The  Queen  of  the  May  is 

Vol.  n.  No.  7.— 1821.  O 
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DO  longer  to  be  seen  in  the  pride  and  pomp  of  her  ancient  ttate; 
unless,  indeed,  she  be  sought  in  my  countryman  Mr.  Leslie's 
channing  picture ; — which  the  artist  may  study  for  its  composi- 
tion, the  antiquary  for  its  historical  research,  and  the  general 
observer  for  its  sentiment  and  expression.  The  festivities  of 
May-day  now  present  little  more  Uian  a  tawdry  crew  of  dancing 
chimney-sweepers,  to  whom  the  task  of  doing  suitable  honour 
to  the  fair  divinity  of  the  month  seems,  in  these  degenerate 
days,  to  be  exclusively  consigned.  It  is  impossible  to  grudge 
these  poor  miserable  victims  of  an  ill-ordered  system,  the  gleam 
of  gladness  which  the  anniversary  of  this  festival  imparts  to 
them;  but  sallying  out  of  my  chamber  with  my  ims^nation 
fuUof 

Zephyr  and  Anion  plftyinj^, 

As  he  met  her  once  a  Haying  ;— 

I  own  I  was  somewhat  disconcerted  by  these  sooty  personifica- 
tions of  the  creatures  of  my  fancy,  who  reminded  me  rather  of 
G.  Selwyn's  witticism: — ^'^  I  have  often  heard,"  said  he,  *'of 
the  majesty  of  the  people,  but  I  never  till  now  saw  any  of  the 
princes  of  the  blood."  I  passed  the  day  in  Kensington  Gardens, 
which  furnish  a  beautiful  retreat  from  the  noise  and  nonsense  of 
the  world,  to  those  who  can  afford  the  time  that  it  requires  to 
emigrate  so  far.  Being  more  anxious  to  economize  time  than 
money,  I  was  tempted  to  enter  one  of  the  stages  that  ply  for 
passengers  at  the  White  Hotse  Cellar.  By  the  way,  I  am  sur- 
prised the  police  of  the  metropolis  does  not  interfere  to  contnrf 
the  conduct  of  the  drivers  of  these  vehicles,  who,  assisted  by 
their  jackalls,  beset  and  persecute  every  passer-by  with  a  degree 
of  rudeness  ^at  is  often  pushed  to  personal  violence.  There  is, 
frequently,  a  contest  amongst  them  for  a  female  fare,  who  is 
hauled  backwards  and  forwards  by  these  pertinacious  assailants^ 
and,  as  is  too  much  the  case  with  that  complying  sex,  who,  as 
Rochefoucault  tells  us,  yield  oftener  from  weakness  than  affec- 
tion, she  generally  falls  a  prey  to  the  boldest  pretender.  An 
elderly  lady,  with  a  band-box  upon  her  knee,  who  had,  just  be- 
fore we  started,  been  reluctandy  persuaded  to  occupy  the  last  re- 
maining bodkin  seat,  put  her  head  out  of  the  window  just  as  we 
were  entering  Kensington,  and  desiring  the  coach  to  stop,  order- 
ed the  driver  to  set  her  down  at  the  top  of  Walnut-tree  Walk. 
^^  Walnut-tree  Walk,  Ma'am !"  said  Coachee,  ^^  I  know  no  such 
place  as  Walnut-tree  Walk  here."  "  Why,  God  bless  me  then," 
said  the  old  gendewoman,  ^*  Are  n't  you  the  Kennington  Coach  ?" 
^*  Lord  Ipve  you,  no.  Ma'am,"  replied  he,  ^^  I  am  the  Kensing- 
ton coachman ! ! "  The  distress  of  the  old  lady  was  almost  too 
great  to  be  diverting.  We  recommended  her  to  walk  to  the 
river  side,  and  to  get  across  the  water  in  a  boat  to  Kennington; 
-^ut  nothing  would  compose  her.    Walking  in  the  heat  of  the 
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day  was,  of  all  things,  what  she  disliked  most  in  the  world;  be* 
sides,  she  had  an  uncle  who  had  died  from  drinking  water  when 
he  was  hot  ;---and  then,  as  to  crossing  the  river  in  a  boat,  she  Had 
an  aunt  who,  on  a  similar  expedition,  had  narrowly  escaped 
drowning:  in  short,  whatever  expedient  we  proposed,  was  set 
aside  by  the  relatiofi  of  some  domestic  calamity.  At  last,  the 
coachman  consented  to  carry  her  back  to  London  without  de« 
manding  any  additional  fare;^<«nd  so,  after  a  morning's  excur- 
sion, which  would  have  been  more  appropriate  to  the  first  of 
April  than  the  first  of  May,  I  hope  she  finally  succeeded  in 
reaching  the  place  of  destination. 

Mofj  15.  It  is  a  common  reproach  against  America  to  say  that 
she  is  a  new  country,  and,  therefore,  without  any  of  those  retro- 
spective associations  which  exercise  so  powerful  an  influence  over 
the  inhabitants  of  the  Old  World.  But  how  far  is  this  from  the 
truth.'  An  American  approaches  the  shores  of  En^and  with 
all  that  veneration  which  is  due  to  the  country  from  which  he 
has  derived  every  thing  that  distinguishes  him  from  the  naked 
savage  of  the  desert;— his  religion,  his  philosophy,  his  laws,  his 
literature,  and  his  language  :— 

Salve  magna  Parens  fnigum,  Satumia  tcUus, 
Magna  vii^m,  tibi  res  antiquae  laudis  et  artls 
Ingredior  aanctos  ausus.— 

We  experience,  indeed,  a  more  vivid  pleasure  than  the  Eng- 
lish themselves,  from  visiting  those  scenes  which  are  consecrated 
to  both  aJike,  by  the  memory  of  the  departed  great  and  good 
thatare  associated  with  them.  For  instance ;  there  is  something 
in  the  daily  familiarity  of  a  Londoner  with  Westminster  Abbey, 
which  must  necessarily  blunt  the  edge  of  his  enthusiasm,  and 
prevent  his  ever  feeling  the  same  glow  of  excitement,  which  the 
3ight  of  this  venerable  relic  of  our  common  ancestors  awakens 
in  the  bosom  of  an  American  visiter,  who  gazes  at  it 

"Tin  the  place 
Becomes  religion,  ana  the  heart  runs  o*er 
With  silent  worship  of  the  gwat  of  old!— 
The  dead  but  sceptred  sovereigns  who  still  rule 
Our  spirits  from  meir  urns!*' 

It  was  under  the  influence  of  similar  feelings  that  I  entered  for 
the  first  time  into  the  gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons.  There 
b  certainly  nothing  here  in  the  **  architecture^^  outside  or  inside, 
to  excite  admiration;  for  it  is  a  small  inconvenient  room,  very 
inadequate  to  the  accommodation  of  its  members,  since  die  ac* 
cession  to  their  numbers  from  the  union  with  Ireland.  Still  less 
is  the  appearance  of  the  members  themselves  calculated  to  in- 
spire respect;  for  with  the  exception  of  the  Speaker,  who  is 
handsomely  arrayed  in  a  black  gown  and  long  wig,  and  three 
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attendant  clerks,  who  are  dso  begowned  and  bewigged,  the        ^ 
house  exhibits  nothing  more  than  some  ranges  of  green  benches, 
sparingly  occupied  with  a  few  straggling  members,  lounging 
about  m  the  most  unceremonious  postures,  some  with  coloured 
cravats,  odiers  with  dirty  boots,  and  almost  all  (as  if  it  were 
a  Jewish  synagogue)  with  their  hats  on«    And  yet,  in  spite  of 
all  this,  there  was  something  in  the  place  that  was  overpowering. 
The  ^^  bauUe*^  on  the  table  conjured  up  the  figures  of  Cromwdl 
and  Vane ;  and  the  mind  glanced  back  in  a  moment  to  the  days 
of  Hampden  and  Pym,  and  Sidney  and  Russell;  and  I  could  not 
help  giving  way  to  a  groMring  sentiment  of  self-importance  at 
feeling  myself  within  the  same  walls  that  had  so  recendy  echoed 
to  the  glorious  eloquence  of  Pitt,  and,  Fox,  and  Burke,  and 
Sheridan.     A  printer  was  called  to  the  bar  to  be  examined;  and 
my  imagination  immediately  drew  a  picture  of  our  own  Frank- 
lin in  the  same  place,  defending  the  rights  of  mankind,  while 
he  advocated  the  cause  of  America.    The  Speaker  takes  the 
chair  at  four  oVlock,  but  public  business  does  not  beg^n  till  mx. 
One  of  my  neighbours  seemed  desirous  of  whiling  away  the  in* 
teirval  with  a  book;  but  tlus  recreation  was  immediatdy  inter- 
dicted by  the  guardians  of  the  gallery,  as  disrespectfid  to  the 
House.     For  my  own  part  I  was  sufficiently  amused  wjth  the 
novelty  of  the  scene.   The  members,  I  observed,  only  wore  their 
hats  as  long  as  they  retmned  their  seats;  and  even  in  getting  up 
to  change  their  places,  which  they  are  perpetually  doing,  they 
make  an  obeisance  as  they  cross  the  floor  of  the  House,  to  the 
Speaker's  chair;   which,  raised  as  it  is  some  steps  from  die 
ground,  and  surmounted  with  the  king's  arms,  mig^t  almost 
pass  for  a  throne.     In  the  course  of  the  evening  a  message  was 
brought  from  the  House  of  Lords,  by  two  stately  personages, 
whose  heads  were  enveloped  in  the  flowing  honours  which,  in 
this  country,  always  denote  the  higher  orders  of  legal  dignity. 
The  whole  parade  of  their  recepuon,  with  the  measured  pros- 
trations of  person  that  marked  each  step  of  their  advance  and 
retreat,  presented  a  ludicrous  picture  of  extravagant  ceremo- 
nial.    And  yet  the  English  are  remarkable  for  their  quick  sense 
of  the  ridiculous;  and  their  travellers  delight  to  laugh  and  jeer 
at  what  they  call  the  ^^  mummery*^  of  other  countries.    Let  me 
tell  them  tkit  their  masters  in  chancery  bearing  a  message  from 
the  Lords,  are  much  more  like  Noodle  and  Doodle  than  any 
thing  that  can  be  found  within  the  Pope's  chapeL     I  was  dis- 
appointed in  the  oratory  of  the  House;  but  I  am  aware  how  dif- 
ficult it  is  to  form  a  correqt  judgment  from  a  single  experiment. 
The  prevailing  fault  seemed  to  me  to  be  of  the  same  kind  with 
that  which  is  imputed  in  Scripture  to  the  prayers  of  the  hea- 
then—^^  who  think  they  shall  be  heard  for  their  much  speaking." 
There  was  one  speaker  m  particular,  ^^  which  was  a  lawyer,"  who 
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dealt  unmercifully  m  that  figure  of  liietoric  which  has  been  call- 
ed tripiohgy;  which  consists  in  a  continual  repetition  of  the 
ssme  thing  under  different  sj^nonymes  three  times  over. 

Mmf  SO.  I  have  lately  seen  rather  more  than  I  wish  of  what 
is  criled  Hft  in  London.     It  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  a 
more  heartless  state  of  society,  than  that  which  now  prevails  in 
this  overgrown  metropolis ;  consisting  as  it  does,  for  the  most 
part,  of  ^  crowds  without  company,  and  dissipation  without 
pleasure.'^     I  do  not,  of  course,  mean  to  include  in  this  sweep** 
ing  censure  those  select  cheerful  companionable  meetings,  which 
form  the  peculiar  boast  of  London  hospitality.    Of  all  the 
places  in  the  world,— commend  me  to  a  dinner  in  London.   To 
fted  were  best,  perhaps,  at  a  Restaurateur^s  in  Paris,  but  there 
IS  no  nation  that  understands  how  a  dinner  should  be  given  like 
the  £nglish; — ^where  table-tactics  and  table-talk— -conserves  and 
converse^— wit  and  wine— and  all  the  happifying  pleasures  of 
social  enjoyment,  are  carried  to  their  highest  point  of  gratifica- 
tioii«    Tne  ma»m  of  Lord  Chesterfield  seems  still  in  force, 
who  said  that  such  a  party  should  never  be  less  than  the  num- 
ber of  the  Graces,  nor  more  than  that  of  the  Muses !  The  same 
ideas  of  comfort,  indeed,  seem  to  have  prevailed  at  a  much 
earlier  period;  and  accordingly  we  find  in  Homer,  that  eight 
was  the  number  of  those  illustrious  compeers,  whom  Agamem- 
non invited  to  eat  bull-beef  with  him ;— to  wit,  Menelaus,  Nes- 
tor, Idomeneus,  Diomed,  the  two  Ajaxes,  and  Ulysses. 

But  to  return  from  this  digression.  What  can  be  more  into- 
lerably dull  and  stupid  than  the  whole  system  of  evening  par- 
ties? A  crowd  of  people,  composed  of  a  motley  mixture  of  all 
degrees  and  conditions,  is  collected  together,  and  squeezed  into 
a  suite  of  rooms,  utterly  insufficient  to  accommodate  above  one 
half  of  them ;  where  they  stand  and  stare  at  one  another  for 
three  or  four  hours ;— -and  thus  begins  and  ends  an  evening 
party !  As  the  greater  part  of  the  assembly  are  not  known  to 
one  another,  no  interchange  but  that  of  looks  takes  place  be- 
tween them ;  and  even  amongst  those  who  are  mutually  ac- 
quainted, in  such  a  crowd,  chairs  and  conversation  are  almost 
eeually  out  of  the  question.  I  shall  never  forget  the  sensation 
of  surprise  that  I  felt  in  accepting  the  first  invitation  of  this 
kind.  For  how  was  it  possible  that  a  card  inscribed  Mrs.  *  *  •  * 
at  home^  with  the  words  a  very  email  party  carefully  inserted  in 
the  comer,  should  prepare  me  to  meet  an  overflowing  multitude 
of  three  hundred  persons,  where  the  great  object  of  the  lady 
seemed  to  be  to  fill  her  house  fuller  than  it  could  hold.  My 
friend,  Mrs.  *  *  *  ♦,  stood  at  the  door  of  the  first  room,  acknow- 
ledging me,  as  I  passed,  with  a  bow  of  recognition, — ^and  this 
was  all  I  saw  of  my  hostess.  I  was  told  there  was  dancing  in  a 
room  to  which  I  would  willingly  have  forced  my  passage,  in 
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order  to  avoid  hearing  some  very  indifferent  singing  in  die  ^ 
room  where  I  was  immovably  planted  during  the  greater  part 
of  the  evening.  Being  a  perfect  stranger,  I  had  little  to  say  to 
any  body,  and  therefore  could  not  be  much  surprised  that  no- 
body had  any  thing  to  say  to  me ;  but  I  own  I  was  somewhat 
amazed  at  the  almost  universal  silence  around  me.  Gregarious 
without  being  sociable,  no  one  seemed  to  know  their  next  neigh^ 
hour.  Having  endured  this  standing  penance  till  my  strength 
and  patience  were  exhausted,  I  ventured  at  last  to  take  a  French 
leave; — ^which  I  found,  to  my  cost,  that  I  might  have  done  at 
an  earlier  period,  without  any  violation  of  etiquette.  For  as  I 
was  searching  in  vain  for  my  hat  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  a 
servant  came  to  my  assistance,  asking,  *^  What  sort  of  a  hat  was 
your's,  Shr  ?»'  **  Quite  a  new  one,"  replied  I.  **  Ah,  Sir,  th«i," 
said  he,  **  you  had  better  take  your  choice  at  once  of  those  that 
are  left,  for  all  the  new  hats  have  been  gone,  at  least,  these  twe 
hours." 

Breakfasting  the  next  morning  with  my  friend  *  *  *,  who  is 
reckoned  one  of  the  best  dinera-outy  and  the  pleasantest  party ^ 
man  in  town,  I  poured  out  the  full  measure  of  my  spleen,  on 
describing  the  scene  of  the  preceding  night.  ^  Why,  all  that," 
said  he,  ^^  may  be  very  true ;  and  yet,  when  once  entangled  in 
the  vortex  of  feshion,  you  would  find  it  difficult  to  escape,  even 
though  every  day^s  experience  should  tend  to  impress  you 
more  strongly  with  your  present  conviction.  This,  I  confess, 
has  been  my  own  case  for  some  time.  Almost  in  spite  of  my* 
self,  I  am  carried  round  and  round  the  same  dull  circle  of  invi- 
tations. Let  in  every  where,  and  cared  for  no  where,  I  feel 
that  no  one  is  estimated  according  to  his  real  merits,  but  only 
according  to  the  station  he  may  happen  to  occupy  in  the  calen- 
dar of  fashion.  It  is  feshion  which  stamps  a  man's  value  and 
gives  him  currency, — ^and  to  be  the  fashion,  he  must  be  either 
new  or  notorious.  As  long  as  novelt}^  or  notoriety  last,  he  will, 
in  the  slang  phraseology  of  the  day,  continue  to  be  a  litm  ;  and 
no  lady  will  think  her  party  complete  without  him ;  but  when 
these  attractions  are  worn  off,  he  must  give  place  to  the  next 
nine-day  wonder  of  the  town,  and  be  content  to  sink  into  the 
number  of  those  whose  attendance  is  less  sought  than  permit- 
ted." *'  But  you,  my  dear,  *  *  *,"  said  I,  "  you  cannot  surely 
be  afraid  of  ever  sinking  into  the  shadow  of  an  eclipse."  **  Oh, 
yes,"  answered  he,  ^*  my  hour  must  come  at  last."  ^  And  what 
then  ?"  asked  I.    "  What  then  ?"  said  he, "  why  then, 

— ^Explebo  numeniro  reddiffque  tenebiu !" 

"  But  pray  tell  me,  *  *  *,"  said  I,  "  you  who  know  so  well 
the  art  of  pleasing,  let  me  beg  you  to  give  me  a  lesson.     I 
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want  ta  know  how  to  behave   myself  at  these  parties.    I 
would  fain  make  myself  agreeable  if  I  knew  how  ;  and  I  can- 
not be  content  to  follow  the  example  of  the  silent  starers 
who  surrounded  me  last  night,"    ^^  Nothing  in  the  world  is 
more  simple,"  said  he;  ^^  you  shall  hear  the  account  of  my  own 
dehUj  and  then  judge  for  yourself.     I  have  endeavoured  to  ex- 
dain  to  you,  that  in  the  world  of  fashion  nothing  is  valued  for 
Its  own  sake.     A  man  is  invited  out,  as  I  told  you  before,  not 
for  the  pleasure  that  his  company  affords,  but  for  the  credit 
which  his  company  confers.     Acting  upon  this  maxim,  I  took 
care  to  inform  myself,  on  the  evening  of  my  first  party,  what 
other  assemblies  were  held  on  the  same  night;  and  boldly 
iudng  upon   the  modish  Lady  *###'s  masquerade,  I   re- 
solved to  have  it  supposed  that  t  was  one  of  the  privileged 
swarm  attendant  upon  the  Queen-bee  of  fashion.     Accordingly 
all  I  said  to  any  body  was,  **  How  d'ye  do,  I  hope  you  are 
very  well.  Are  you  going  to  Lady  *  *  *  *'s  to-night  ?"    The 
general  answer  was  in  the  negative,  with  the  addition  of  a 
similar  inquiry  addressed  to  me:   to  which  I   answered,-— 
^Perhaps  I  may  drop  in  by  and  by."     I  dare  say  I  uttered 
the  same  formulary  a  hundred  times,  and  upon  the  capital  of  this 
single  phrase, — ^^  How  d'ye  do,  I  hope  you  are  very  well.  Are 
you  gomg  to  Lady  ^^**^s  to-night?"  I  was  immediately  set 
down  for  one  of  the  most  polite,  agreeable,  witty,  well-bred 
young  men  about  town ;  I  sowed  winter-cards,  and  reaped  spring- 
dinners,  and  invitations  flocked  in  upon  me  from  all  quarters; — 
so  you  see  what  a  queer  thing  fame  is." 

Some  time  after  this  conversation  with  *^^jl  received  a  card 
of  invitation  to  a  ball  and  supper  at  the  Argyle  Rooms,  which 
displayed  a  splendid  scene  of  luxury  and  magnificence.  It  was 
impossible  not  to  do  homage  to  the  blaze  of  British  beauty  that 
shone  forth  on  all  sides;  though  perhaps  I  saw  nothing  that 
might  not  have  been  surpassed  at  New  York,  except  in  some 
few  particulars  where  the  superiority  was  rather  due  to  the  mil- 
Imer  and  the  dancing-master. 

We  espied  #  *  *  among  the  dancers,  his  cravat  fashionably 
starched,  his  waist  tightly  screwed;  in  short,  the  same  Lotha- 
rio gallant  and  gay  as  ever.  He  soon  joined  our  party.  ^*  So,' 
said  he,  ^^  I  find  in  spite  of  your  preaching  you  cannot  keep  out 
of  the  vortex."  **  Why,"  said  I,  "  I  was  persuaded  to  come, 
thmking  that,  as  a  foreigner,  I  ought  to  see  one  of  your  best 
balls,  among  the  rest  of  your  national  curiosities."  ^^  How  light- 
ly you  seem  to  think,"  said  he,  "  of  the  honour  conferred  upon 
you  by  the  invitation.  It  is  well  you  are  not  to  settle  in  London, 
fer  you  would  certainly  never  get  on  in  the  world.  Litde  do 
you  think  of  the  pains  and  patience,  the  wriggling,  and  creeping. 
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and  crawling,  that  are  often  used,  and  used  in  vain,  to  gain 
admission  into  the  number  of  that  self-constituted  set  who  take 
the  lead  and  give  the  tone  to  London  society.  I  really  doubt 
whether  it  would  not  require  less  interest  to  make  you  a  member 
of  parliament  than  a  member  of  Almack's.  It  is  not  easy  even 
to  get  a  ticket  to  the  Friday  French  play  and  ball,  which  is  held 
weekly  at  these  rooms,  though  this  from  its  subordinate  fashion 
is  sarcastically  entitled  The  Refuge  for  the  Destitute;  nor  should 
you  be  insensible  to  the  honour  conferred  upon  you  to-night* 
Of  the  seven  hundred  people  now  that  you  see  here,  how  many 
do  you  suppose  are  asked  by  the  lady  in  whose  house  and  at 
whose  expense  the  entertainment  is  given  ?"  ^*  How  many  ?^' 
said  I,  *«  surely  I  don't  understand  your  question.  Who  else 
should  ask  them?'*  ^Let  me  explain  this  matter,"  said  he, 
•*  and  then  you  will  perceive  how  useful  it  is  to  a  foreign  travel- 
ler to  have  a  native  interpreter  at  his  elbow,  on  all  occasions,  to 
enable  him  to  penetrate  beneath  the  surface;  else  he  will  only 
see  the  puppets  playing,  without  any  suspicion  of  the  secret 
strings  which  really  regulate  their  motions.  You  have  perhaps 
already  discovered  that  in  England  few  people  look  straight* 
forward;  in  the  political  world  some  look  downwards;  but  in 
the  fashionable  world  all  look  upwards.  The  great  object  of 
the  ostensible  hostess  of  the  evening,  Mrs.  ,  has  been  to 

rise  a  step  in  the  scale  of  society ;  and  to  get  within  the  range 
of  that  magic  circle  from  which  she  has  hitherto  been  excluded. 
To  accomplish  her  purpose,  she  has  given  this  splendid  gala, 
but  she  was  obliged  to  delegate  the  office  of  issuing  invitations 
to  four  lady  patronesses,  who  condescendingly  undertook  to 
procure  the  attendance  of  the  haut-ton^  and  allowing  the  lady 
herself,  as  a  mark  of  special  favour,  to  ask  fifty  of  her  own 
friends,  reserved  to  themselves  the  absolute  disposal  of  the  re- 
maining six  hundred  and  fifty  tickets.  The  lady  has  so  far 
gained  her  object,  that  to-morrow  morning  all  these  proud 
peeresses  and  titled  dandies  will  leave  their  cards  at  her  door; 
and  she  may  be  comprehended  in  their  future  invitations,  but 
she  will  certainly  lose  the  good  will  of  her  old  friends,  who 
cannot  but  feel  offended  at  their  present  exclusion;  so  that, 
despised  by  her  old  associates,  and  disdained  by  her  new  ac- 
quaintance, the  balance-sheet  will  not  prove  much  in  her 
favour." 

"Well  Jonathan,"  said  I  to  myself,  "things  are  not  yet 
come  to  this  pass  in  America;"  and  so  wishing  ***  good 
night,  I  returned  home  to  moralize  upon  the  vanity  of  human 
nature. 


/ 


(   ns   ) 

ON  MADITBSS. 

•n  y  a  il  pmer  que  toate  id^e  publique,  toute  coavention  vepoe  tfX  ime  sot- 
liic,  ctt  ellc  Ji  convenue  au  plus  grand  nombre."  Chaxfiost. 

The  stoics  had  a  notion,  which  does  not  seem  very  far  from 
the  truUi,  that  all  persons  who  have  not  a  control  over  their 
passions  are  mad ;  and  that  every  foolish  or  immoral  action  is  a 
symptom  of  insanity.  However  mortifying  this  doctrine  may 
prove  to  certain  grave  and  dictatorial  personages,  it  would  puz- 
zle a  casuist  to  draw  the  line  in  such  a  way  as  to  suit  all  cases. 
So  instinctively  indeed  is  the  notion  inherent  in  men's  minds^ 
that  it  colours  their  ordinary  discourse,  and  embodies  itself  in 
their  popular  adages.  Hence,  it  may  be  concluded,  has  arisen 
the  practice,  so  frequent  in  civilized  states,  of  treating  the  in- 
sane like  criminals,  and  whipping,  chaining,  and  starving  them^ 
in  order  to  make  them  wiser  for  the  future. 

Dr.  Butler,  bishop  of  Durham,  once  asked  Dean  Tucker 
whether  he  did  not  mink  it  possible  that  whole  communities  of 
men  might  be  seized  with  a  fit  of  madness.    This  is  so  possible, 
or  rather  so  much  matter  of  fact,  that  the  question  should  rather 
have  been  started  whether  communities  are  not  always  insane; 
and  do  not  pass  incessantiy  in  something  like  a  cycle,  through 
all  the  different  phases  of  mental  malady  of  which  the  individual 
is  susceptible.    As  far  as  recorded  history  extends,  the  lucid 
intervals  of  civilized  societies  have  been  ^^few  and  far  between," 
and  generally  of  a  very  questionable  character.    The  Spartans 
were  manifest  madmen;  the  insatiable  ambition  and  lust  of 
dominion  of  the  Romans  are  decisive  symptoms  of  insanity; 
the  Crusaders  were  furious  lunatics;  the  Cromwellians  were  re- 
h'giously  m^d;  the  people  in  Charles  the  Second's  day  were  mad 
with  debauchery;  the  Jacobites  were  political  madmen;  the 
Soudi-sea  speculators  were  avariciously  mad;  the  last  genera- 
tion was  revolution  mad,  and  we  are  legitimate  mad.    In  all 
ages  and  in  all  climes,  there  has  not  been  wanting,  in  every  na- 
tion, from  forty  thousand  to  four  hundred  thousand  madmen 
ready  to  be  shot,  or  run  through  the  body,  or  sunk  in  the  sea, 
or  blown  up  into  the  air^for  the  mere  amusement  of  the  specta- 
tors, and  the  gain  of  about  a  dozen  or  so  of  other  madmen,  whose 
hallucination  is  the  lust  of  mismanarang  public  affairs. 

This  wholesale  species  of  lunacy  is  not,  however,  the  subject 
of  present  consideration.  There  is  so  much  more  to  be  got  by 
flattering  the  ^  mentis  gratiasimua  error*'*  of  the  day,  and  helping 
nations  forward  in  the  prosecution  of  their  insane  desires,  than 
m  checking  or  contradicting  them,  that  this  branch  of  inquiry 
is  not  wortii  investigation.  In  this  respect  great  communities 
V«L.  IL  No.  7.— 1821.  P 
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"  fCentenderU  paa  raiUerie;^^  and  whoever  presumes  to  be  wiser 
or  better  than  the  rest,  is  sure  to  be  himself  treated  as  a  mad- 
man, shunned,  persecuted,  shut  up,  chained,  or  fixed  in  the  pillo- 
ry perhaps,  and  may  dlink  himself  vety  well  oiF  if  he  is  not 
placed  under  a  reg^en  which  terminates  on  the  scaffold. 

Neither  is  it  much  to  the  purpose  to  dwell  upon  certain  insane 
trains  of  ideas,  which,  for  a  while  epidemic,  continue,  notwith- 
standing all  curative  eflbrts,  to  infect  the  reasoning  faculty  of 
individuak  for  long  series  of  ages.  Such  are  alchemy,  witch- 
craft, judici^  astrology,  and  the  like.  It  may,  however,  be 
worth  while  to  notice  an  insane  notion,  very  operative  in  life, 
and  the  source  of  much  misery,  namely,  the  unreasonable  belief 
in  the  existence  of  a  metaphysical  personage  called  ^  iuck,*^  a 
being  of  such  surprising  attributes  as  to  reverse  the  order  of  na- 
ture, and  to  make  things  certain,  that,  if  not  impossible,  are 
biU%iy  within  the  sphere  of  possibility.  Madmen,  under  the  in- 
fluence of  this  insane  impression,  abound  round  the  gaming- 
tables at  Paris ;  where  they  are  seen  eaj^erly  staking  their  money, 
under  the  notion  that  this  ens  of  their  imagination  will  counter- 
itct  the  fiuU  of  the  table,  and  disarm  the  banker  of  the  odds 
;i^hich  the  law  of  the  game  g^ves  him  over  the  punters.  If  the 
lottery  were  not  one  of  ttie  props  of  the  throne  and  the  altar^ 
and  so  highly  esteemed  by  the  Jirst  moralists  of  the  day,  we 
might  instance  the  English  madmen  who  play  half-crowns  against 
dimings,  and  pit  their  luck  against  the  19,999  chances  which 
itand  between  them  and  the  great  prize. 

Having  said  thus  much,  en  passant^  of  epidemic  insanity,  re* 
turn  we  now  to  those  sporadic  cases  which  more  propeiiy  bielcmg 
to  our  subject.  And  in  the  first  place  one  cannot  but  be  struck 
at  the  apparent  contradiction  of  our  laws ;  which,  distinguish- 
ing between  madman  and  madman,  take  from  the  bmatic  the 
management  of  his  estate,  although  his  mania  may  be  that  of 
accumulation;  while  they  suffer  another,  whom  they  consider  aa 
a.fool^^  to  continue  tiie  master  of  his  properqr,  notwidistanding 
his  daily  waste  of  his  means  in  the  gratification  of  the  most  in- 
sane and  disorderiy  propensities.  Seneca  notices  the  same  9b* 
surdity  in  the  Roman  code.  ^^  Insanire  omnes  stultos  dizimua: 
Bee  tamen  omnes  curamus  elleboro;  his  ipsis  quos  vocamus  in* 
sanos,  et  suSragium  et  jurisdictionem  committimus." 

There  is  something  remarkably  selfish  in  this  disposition  of 
our  lepslators,  who  thus  shrink  from  the  trouble  and  eiq>ense  of 
country  nkad-houses  and  chanceries  upon  a  scale  adequate  to 
diis  dass^  of  patients;  and  because  the  imfortunates  don't  bite 
or  do  mischief,  (being,  as  it  is  usually  expressed,  **  nobody's 
enemy  but  their  own")  suffer  them  to  go  at  large  in  society  nid 
.  nun  their  hedth  and  fortune,  for  the  exclusive  benefit  of  qiiack- 
doctors  and  usiirers. 
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This  oversight  of  the  law  appears  the  more  sin^plar,  when 
we  reflect  on  the  g^at  care  which  it  has  taken  oi  the  inter- 
ests  of  another  species  of  madmen,  called  in  the  technicsd  jar- 
gon of  legal  science  infants.  If  two  persons  of  this  description 
are  mad  enough  to  marry  without  consent  of  parents,  no  matter 
how  suitable  At  match,  or  how  long  they  may  continue  to  live 
together,  the  interests  of  their  children's  children  are  sacrificed, 
to  protect  the  parents  from  themselves.  This  notion  is  so  ex- 
<juisitely  absurd,  so  injurious  to  socie^,  and  so  unjust  in  prac* 
tice,  that  we  cannot  but  conclude  the  pertinacity  with  which  it 
has  gotten  possession  of  certain  brains  is  a  decisive  proof  of 
their  bein^  touched.  Madness  has  been  divided  into  erroneous 
sensi^ve  impressions  and  erroneous  notions  concerning  the  pro« 
perdes  of  thmgs.  Upon  either  of  these  counts  it  would  be  no 
difficult  process  to  convict  a  vast  number  of  one's  acquaii^tapce 
of  insanity,  ^ho  are  by  a  gross  abuse  left  at  large  to  the  mis- 
guidance of  their  several  hallucinations.  Among  die  most  com* 
mon  of  these  cases  take  the  following : 

Biddy  ■  is  affected  with  such  an  impression  of  her  own 
personal  charms,  that  during  twenty  years  she  has  treated  ihe 
whole  sex  with  an  excessive  disdain,  and  has  actually  refu9e4 
two  unexceptionable  matches,  which  might  have  made  her  hap- 
piness through  life.  The  disease,  as  is  usually  the  case,  has 
gained  (^und  by  its  continuance,  and  is  now  so  rooted,  that  no 
admonitions  of  her  toilet-glass  can  effect  any  change  in  her  dresf 
or  pretensions:  the  sjonptoms,  however,  are  so  far  altered,  tb<lf 
the  cold  and  haughty  disdain  of  her  younger  life  is  now  drop- 
ped for  a  certain  anxious,  fluttering,  fidgetty  restlessness,  when  m 
mixed  company,  that  renders  her  very  troublesome  to  her  neigh*^ 
hours.  Biddy  never  was  pretty ;  and  now  her  perceptions  of 
herself  have  become  totally  at  variance  with  sound  discretion, 
and  produce  an  incongruity  in  all  she  says  or  does.  Among  the 
most  striking  overt  acts  of  her  insanity  are  noticeable,  a  smile, 
which  continues  to  show  her  teeth,  notwithstanding  the  total 
disappearance  of  that  lustre  and  whiteness  that  once  rendered 
them  rather  agreeable;  a  pair  of  low-cut  stays,  exhibiting — ^no** 
thing;  short  petdcoats,  showing— 4oo  much;  a  tumed-up  ha^ 
with  a  plume,  cherry-coloured  ribands;  and  an  insuperably 
cnvmg  desire  tQ  waltz.  How  say  you,  gentlemen  of  the  jury? 
—guilty  or  not  guilty  ? 

A  nobleman  who,  from  respect,  cannot  be  named,  is  grievous- 
ly afflicted  with  an  insane  impression  that  he  has  a  good  vpice, 
and  the  absurd  notion  that  he  has  a  taste  fo^  music.  In  aU 
other  respects  this  worthy  individual  is  rational  and  consistent. 
He  has,  nevertheless,  injured  his  fortune  by  entertaining  foreign- 
ers, has  sung  and  played  himself  into  Coventry,  and  has  broken 
Ujp  three  musical  charities,  bpr  singing  louder  than  theproC^s- 
suu^l  perforiners  hired  to  bnng  a  congregation* 


116  OnMadntss. 

T.  T.,  the  son  of  a  small  but  respectable  fanner,  succeeded^ 
at  his  father^s  deathj  to  an  estate,  upon  which  he  might  have 
lived  very  comfortably,  but  for  his  misfortune  in  going  mad. 
His  hallucination  consists  in  imagining  himself  a  genius.  Every 
year  this  unfortimate  gentleman  sutters  a  severe  paroxysm  of  his 
disorder,  which  gets  no  remission  till  he  has  printed,  at  his  ovm 
expense,  one  or  two  volumes  of  prose  or  verse.  These,  like 
Kther  and  opium,  though  they  give  temporary  relief,  ultimately 
aggravate  the  nudady ;  and  so  di^iordered  are  his  sensitive  im- 
pressions on  this  subject,  that,  though  his  warehouse  is  full  and 
his  purse  empty,  he  does  not  perceive  that  no  one  purchases,  or 
reaos  his  productions. 

T.  W.  has  a  young  and  beautiful  wife,  and  a  lovely  family  of 
infants  dependent  on  him  for  support.  His  nervous  system  it 
so  deranged,  that  the  application  of  spirituous  and  fermented 
fluids  to  his  gustatory  nerves  excites  the  most  exaggerated  and 
false  impressions  of  pleasure,  producing  an  inordinate  and  in- 
sane avidity  for  this  indulgence.  The  wretched  man  is  not  con- 
scious that  he  has  lost  the  confidence  of  his  employers;  he  does 
not  even  see  the  goal  that  yawns  to  receive  him;  and  he  is  to- 
tally insensible  to  a  swelling  in  his  right  side,  a  swollen  pair  of 
legs,  and  the  jaundice,  which  discolours  his  skin.  Common 
sense  is  suflScient  to  show  that  the  gentleman  is  stark  mad. 

Whoever  has  given  the  slightest  attention  to  diis  branch  of 
nosology,  will  remark  the  extreme  modesty  with  which  the  fore- 
goine  cases  have  been  selected :  the  more  grievous  alienations 
of  mind  being  passed  over,  which  are  usuaUy  given  in  charge 
to  the  masters  of  penitentiaries  and  the  public  executioner.  Of 
such  cases,  indeed,  it  must  be  admitted,  that  if  the  practice  is 
not  successful,  it  is  by  no  means  from  the  want  of  severity  ia 
the  administration  of  remedies. 

Enough,  however,  has  been  shown,  in  the  lawyer's  phrase,  te 
make  out  a  case  for  going  before  parliament  and  soliciting  its 
attention,  in  an  humble  petition,  m  behalf  of  those  unhappy 
maniacs  who  are  eminently  unfit  for  the  management  of  them- 
selves. The  object  of  such  a  petition  should  be,  to  establish  a 
number  of  district  boards,  similar  to  those  which  existed  under 
the  income-tax  acts,  for  inquiring  into  the  condition  of  each 
individual's  w«€,  and  reporting  on  his  fitness  to  be  left  at  large; 
and  to  provide  a  suitable  number  of  places  of  safe  custody, 
especially  in  the  vicinity  of  our  Universities,  for  undertaking 
the  cure  of  such  cases  as  are  not  wholly  desperate :  all  others 
to  be  consigned  to  prisons,  workhouses,  and  penitentiaries, 
which  should  henceforward  bear  the  appellation  of  '^  hospitals 
for  incurables."  To  one  or  other  of  these  places  should  be  im- 
mediately confined: — All  persons  who  spend  more  money  on  a 
vixen  mistress  than  an  amiable  wife.  All  bachelors  of  sixty 
who  want  to  marry  their  maids.  All  persons  who  have  ventured 


Old  Books.  in 

more  than  three  times  unsuccessfully  in  the  lottery*  AD  incor- 
rigible sots*  All  men  who,  having  the  means  of  an  honourable 
livelihood,  submit  to  the  degradation  of  a  patron*  All  men 
going  in  debt  without  a  certainty  of  being  able  to  pay*  All  young 
tradesmen  beginning  life,  attorneys'  clerks,  &c*  &c.  who  keep  a 
dog-cart,  or  go  more  than  once  a  week  to  the  half-price  at  the 
theatre*  All  quarrelsome  persons  and  professional  duellists, 
without  discrimination*  AU  persons  given  to  practical  jokes* 
All  private  actors  above  (  )  years  of  age*  AU  persons  going  to 
law,  who  can  setde  their  case  by  arbitration*  All  persons  con- 
victed of  admiring  — — 's  hexameters,  — — 's  tragedies. 's 

speeches  in  parliament  or  at  the  bar— <(the  blanks  to  be  filled  up 
by  a  jury  of  critics*)  M. 

OLD   BOOKS* 

Chuckling  over  some  black-letter  jest  in  the  British  Mu- 
seum the  other  day,  I  looked  round  for  a  sympathetic  phiz,  to 
which  I  might  communicate  my  mirth:— in  vain— every  eye 
was  fixed  to  the  page,  and  desperately  poring*  Twas  impossible 
for  ine,  brimming  over  with  some  of 'the  gooduns  of  George 
Peele,  to  betake  myself  agun  to  his  right  merry  and  ^  conceitede 
jestes,'  till  my  risible  impulses  had  somewhat  subsided;  so 
leaving  my  eyes  to  themselves,  they  involuntarily  began  to  study 
the  plwMognomy,  or  as  Lavater  would  have  it,  the  pathogno- 
my  of  my  mute  companions*  The  first  glance  distinguished 
them  in  two  classes,  but  what  were  the  differences  and  charac- 
teristics of  each,  I  could  not  ^scover  for  some  time,  till  after  a 
lone  and  eager  gaze  a  kind  of  film,  the  ^x^  ^^  *fi^  < w*  seemed 
to  depart  and  leave  my  vision  free*  I  could  then  clearly  per- 
ceive the  fluid,  which,  according  to  the  Cartesian  doctrine,  con- 
veys the  impressions  from  the  page  to  the  brain*  From  some 
of  the  volumes,  which  I  discovered  to  be  in  the  old  and  the 
black  letter,  it  arose,  rich  like  incense,  exhilarating  the  features 
and  enlivening  the  eye;  every  thought  that  it  communicated 
seemed  to  fi;enerate  associations  ad  infinitum^  while  around  the 
mouth  of  me  reader  there  played  a  nappy  and  dimpling  con- 
sciousness, that  he  imbibed  die  genuine  nectar — ^the  bottled  Fa- 
lemian  of  old  days.  From  those,  which  I  found  to  be  the  mo- 
dems, and  which  were  comparatively  few,  it  was  a  pale  and 
unsubstantial  vapour,  in  which  hung  the  hebetated  aspect  of  the 
reader,  like  a  rake  in  his  good  behaviour  over  some  hot  tea, 
anxious  to  sip  and  finish,  and  with  the  appearance  of  weariness 
almost  amounting  to  slumber :  scarcely  an  idea  was  borne  up 
by  the  fluid;  and  it  seemed  to  be  rather  an  opiate  to  relieve  from 
thought,  than  any  thing  calculated  to  excite  it. 

When  I  recollected  myself,  however,  and  perceived  that 
George  Peele  was  evaporating  to  no  purpose,  being  too  much 
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taken  up  with  my  discovery  to  pay  him  any  attention,  I  closed 
up  his  spirit,  and  delivered  him  to  the  porter,  that  he  might  be 
laid  with  his  fellows. 

After  arriving  at  home,  I  doubted  that  all  this  might  have 
been  a  deception, — a  lusus  somewhat  akin  to  Ferriar's  ingeni- 
ous theory  of  apparidons.  Subsequent  trials  have  convinced 
me  of  its  reality,  and  experience  has  enabled  me  to  distinguish, 
at  the  first  glance,  the  reader  of  Caxton,  or  De  Worde,  from 
him  that  enjoys  the  felicity  of  using  a  paper  knife  as  he  pro- 
ceeds. I  have  since  pc^rceived,  that  the  worthy  Mr.  Crayon 
met  a  similar  adventure  in  the  same  place;  'tis  to  be  hoped  his 
story  of  the  vision  is  true,  as  such  can*  be  his  only  excuse  for 
falling  foul  of  that  industrious  company  of  quoters.  Geoffrey, 
however,  is  lethargic  by  nature,  and  not  improbably  slumbered, 
even  in  the  Harleian. 

Could  the  famous  legend  of  Munchausen  be  relied  on  as  au- 
thentic, we  might  find  a  solution  of  this  phenomenon  in  the  simi- 
lar one  of  the  trumpeter,  whose  melody  became  frozen  in  the 
horn,  but  afterwards  thawed  in  the  genial  atmosphere  of  the 
chimney  comer,  to  the  no  small  astonishment  and  delight  of  the 
auditors.  It  has  been  thus  with  the  old  authors  i  they  have 
been  long  frozen  up  and  unheard  of,  but  now  the  congealment 
melts  apace,— 4heir  essence  is  in  the  ears  and  nostrils  of  all,  and 
redeems  with  its  mellow  and  racy  spirit  the  vapid  atmosphere 
of  the  day.  What  ai^roscopic  can  measure  the  density  and  ex« 
tent  of  vis  literaria  drawn  for  these  twenQr  years  past  from  the 
remains  of  Burton  alone,  from  Browne,  or  the  old  dramatists, 
in  whose  steam  millions  of  ephemeral  fry  are  daily  engendered, 
or  Montaigpe,  who  was  broached  before  any  of  them,  and  is 
still  inexhausted.  Indeed  the  classification  is  incorrect,  as 
Montaigne  was  never  in  oblivion  and  unpillaged;  wimess  the 
Ijody  in  Volpone: 

Lad.  Here's  Pastor  FUo. 

Volp.  Profess  obstinate  silence, 

That's  now  my  safest 

Lad.  All  our  English  writers, 

I  mean  sach  as  are  happy  in  th'  Italian, 
Will  deign  to  steal  out  of  this  author  mainlj. 
Almost  08  much  as  from  Montaignie, 
He  hath  so  modem  and  facile  a  vein» 
Fitting  the  time  and  catching  the  court  ear." 

Not  a  day  passes  but  some  long-buried  treasure  is  tumbled  into 
view;  and  it  b  the  astonishment  of  the  present  age  how  such 
could  have  so  long  lain  nej^cted. 

The  literati  of  the  intervening  centuries  were  too  much  oc- 
cupied in  admiring  and  advancmg  themselves,  to  trouble  their 
heads  much  about  the  mierits  of  their  predecessors«  Into  the 
few  eminent  the^  dipped  and  formed,  or  at  least  pretended  tp 
form,  an  acquaintance;  all  the  rest  passed  sut  silentio.    In 
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eager  pursuit  afteir  p^tty  gainA  sind  cofiefe-houiie  ascendancy, 
they  scorned  the  fatiguing  path  of  learning,  and  supplied  with 
arrogance  their  deficiency  in  erudition, — ^they  studied  externals, 
^the  fashions  and  whimsies  of  theijr  contemporaries, — ^read  men 
more  than  books, — ^fer^  their  character  of  authors, — ^talked 
what  they  should  have  written^  and  wrote  what  had  blotter  been 
^spoken. 

These  were  the  days  of  the  aristocracy  of  literature,  and  w^ 
must  condemn  the  government,  however  we  may  admire  the 
powers  of  its  upholders.  From  the  irascible  Dryden,  the  mild 
Addison,  and  die  profound  Johnson,  alike  may  be  adduced  ex- 
amples  of  bold  ignorance  and  arrogant  decisions,  scarcely  re- 
deemable by  the  goiius  that  pronounced  them.  If  the  primates 
of  modem  criticism  are  severe,  they  are  at  least  leamea ;  and  it 
requires,  at  the  present  day,  more  than  a  mere  misstatement  of 
facts  to  support  the  character  of  a  critic. 

During  this  unfavourable  dynasty  the  treasures  of  eld  lay  hid; 
and  'twas  lucky  for  them,— else,  dragged  to  the  bar  of  such 
crooked  justice,  and  condemned  as  unworthy,  we  might  have 
been  awra  by  great  names  into  a  neglect  of  them,  and  not  have 
had  the  courage  to  reverse  the  decision  and  judge  for  ourselves. 
But  adversity  wore  for  diem,  as  for  all,  ^^  the  precious  jewel  in 
its  head ;" — ^die  sum  of  their  fame  is  repaid,  and  with  mterest, 
-!-they  have  arisen,  reverend  with  age  and  fresh  with  new  birth^ 
— thev  unite  the  superlative  attractions  of  being  at  once  both  new 
and  old,  and  gradfy  the  curiosi^of  the  light  bas-bku  as  well  as 
die  adora  vis  of  the  virtuoso.  They  have  been  uncovered  like 
die  remains  of  Herculaneum  or  Pompeii^  and  found,  just  as  they 
were  buried,  with  their  ^uth  all  redolent  upon  diem;  and  not 
only  afford  pleasure  as  beautiful  specimens  of  genius,  but  have 
gained  from  the  rust  of  oblivion  the  supererogatory  character 
of  being  a  marvel  and  a  show. 

**  'Us  very  beautiful  for  three  hundred  ^ears  back,"  is  an  in- 
voluntary aendment,  which  will  arise  notwithstanding  the  pomt- 
blaok  contradiction  of  all  experience; — ^with  die  unlettered  and 
die  novice  it  has  its  full  weight,  and  even  with  the  more  versed 
it  creates  a  strong  and  unconscious  prepossession  in  favour  of 
anuquity.  One  black-letter  beauty  is  wordi  a  dozen  in  Davi- 
son^s  or  ia  Ballantyne's  types;  and  when  transported  into  die 
latter,  how  do  the  quotations  from  *  Old  Play'  outshine  the 
lesser  lights  of  modem  composition !  Compare  the  most  popu- 
lar cou|de€s  of  Pope  with  the  simple  and  diffuse  passages  from 
which  they  are  borrowed  and  condensed,  and  see  if  the  piquante 
simplicity  and  quaintness  of  ^  auncientrie*  will  not  oudndance 
the  art  and  mellifluence  of  the  Twit'nam  bard, 

'<  Lovte,  free  as  tir^  at  sidit  of  human  ties, 
nits  hia  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies.'' 
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**  Lore  will  not  be  conBtrein'd  by  mtistrie ; 
When  maistrie  cometh,  the  Qoi  of  love  anon 
Beteth  his  wings,  and  farewel,  he  is  gon  !*'    CAavccr. 

Or  the  more  famed  exclamation  of  Heloiae — 

**  Not  Cffisar's  empress  would  I  deien  to  prove. 
No— make  me  mistress  to  the  man  I  love^' 

with  the  original,  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  same  personage  bjr 

Jean  de  Meun,  in  the  Roman  de  la  Rose— 

'<  Se  I'Emperear  qmi  est  i  Romme, 

Sottbz  qui  doyvent  estre  tout  homme. 

Me  daimoit  prendre  pour  sa  femme» 

Et  me  &re  du  monde  dame» 

Si  Touldroje  ores  mieux,  dist-elle, 

Et  Dieu  a  tesmoing  en  appelle» 

Estre  ta  putain  appeli6e, 

Qu'estreEmperiere  couronne6."— JUfi«  9232. 
Meeting  such  anticipations^  as  we  may  tenderly  call  then^  is 
a  terrible  shock  to  the  esteem  in  which  we  held  the  favourites 
of  our  schoolboy-days.  The  taste  feels  a  reaction,  and  places  its 
former  lords  somewhat  below  even  their  merited  standard,  thus 
taking  reven^  of  what  it  justly  deems  a  deception ;  and,  like  a 
thing  that  is  impelled  up  one  height  by  the  impetus  acquired  in 
descending  another,  gives  itself  to  the  admiration  of  all  that 
bears  the  stamp  of  antiquity,  with  an  ardour  indescribable  to 
those  who  have  never  experienced  it. 

Supreme  felicity  consists  in  zeal  and  excitement:  if  the  ob- 
ject of  pursuit  be  altogether  ideal,  and  the  pleasure  all  anticipa- 
tion, oppression  of  mind,  or  the  dull  realities  of  life,  are  ever  i^t 
to  interfere,  and  dissipate  the  agreeable  illusion; — ^there  b  no- 
thing tangible,  no  hold  for  the  mind  to  cling  to,  in  the  hours  o£ 
dullness  and  apathy,  and  thought's  ^  dead  low-water.'  If  the  ob- 

i'ect  be  worldly  and  substantia,  it  is  only  calculated  to  fill  the 
onging  of  the  heavy  and  unexcited  soul ;  to  such  it  affords  plea- 
sure, because  it  gives  employment,  and,  by  establishing  a  habit, 
relieves  it  from  the  fatigue  of  uncertainty  and  choice.  But 
where  the  ideal  and  substantial  are  united — ^where  there  is  room 
for  the  fancy  to  play,  as  well  as  the  judgment  to  be  s^tisficd-^- 
and  where  the  pursmt  is  in  that  medium  between  the  serious 
and  the  light,  that  it  may  be  deemed  either  an  occupaticm  or 
amusement— -^Aen  is  the  goal  to  be  sought  by  those  possessed  of 
wisdom  and  leisure,  and  who  have  too  much  warm  blood  in 
their  veins  to  rest  contented  with  the  sage  but  unpoetkal  pre-* 
cept  of '  nil  admirari,^ 

If  this  union  is  to  be  found  in  any  occupation,  it  is  in  the 
study  of  antiquity,  in  which  one  may  either  dip  or  dive,  be  pro* 
found  or  trifling,  be  zealous  without  being  anxious— or,  what  is 
the  most  difficult  of  all,  be  vain  witiiout  becoming  uaamiaUe. 

y. 
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A  HOST  of  dramatic  writers  started  up  in  the  interval  between 
Jodelle,  the  inventor  of  the  art,  and  Hardy,  the  contemporary  of 
Shakspeare  and  Lopes  de  Vega.    The  principal  were  La  Feruse, 
Grevin,  the  younger  Baif,  the  two  La  I'ailles,  and  Oamier.    A 
considerable  improvement  was  soon  made  upon  the  style  and  man- 
ner of  Jodelle.    The  dramatic  career  was  greatly  enlarged — ^the 
whole  of  the  Greek  theatre,  and  the  tragedies  of  Seneca  were  trans- 
lated— some  of  the  most  memorable  incidents  in  ancient  history, 
scriptural  and  profane,  were  dramatized.    The  romantic  poets  of 
modem  Italy  also  began  to  furnish  subjects  and  personages  to  the 
drama.   The  first  piece  worth  notice  is  the  ".Wedea"  of  La  Femse^ 
closely  imitated  from  Seneca.    Bvery  body  is  acquainted  with  the 
story  of  Medea,  and  consequently  with  the  fable  of  this  play.   The 
flobjoined  passage,  in  which  this  terrific  heroine  respires  fier  ven« 
geance  in  curses  upon  the  faithless  Jason,  idiows  a  great  improve- 
ment already  in  the  language.  This  merit,  however,  appears  not  to 
have  whollr  belonged  to  the  author.    His  play  is  said  to  have  been 
retouched  by  a  distinguished  contemporary,  Scevole  de  SU  Marthe^ 
the  most  accomplished  scholar,  the  most  learned  magistrate,  the 
most  virtuous  citizen  of  his  time;  who,  by  his  eloquence,  public 
services,  and  patriotism,  obtained,  like  €icero,  the  precious  title  of 
father  of  his  country. 

f  Dieux  qui  avez  le  soin  des  lob  du  manage ; 
Vous  aussy  qui  bridez  des  vans  emeua  la  rag^, 
BA  quand  Ubiea  vous  plaist,  les  lascher  sur  la  mer ; 
FKtes  hideusement  flots  sur  #>ts  ecuraer ! 
Dieu,  vengeur  des  forfidcts,  qui  roydement  desseires, 
Sur  le  chef  des  meschans,  tes  eclatans  tonnerres; 
Dieu,  qui  cbassant  la  nuit,  de  tes  rayons  epars, 
Deasus  tout  I'univers,  luisant  de  toutes  parts ; 
Dieu  des  profonds  roanoirs,  toy  sa  cb^re  rapine, 
Coupable  de  mes  maux,  D^esse  Proserpine : 
Vous,  O  I>ieus,  qift  jura  le  parjure  Jason, 
Par  moy,  meschante  helas!  seigneur  de  la  Toison  : 
Je  vous  atteste  tous,  tous,  toos,  je  vous  appele 
Au  spectacle  piteulx  de  ma  juste  querelle! 
£t  vous,  ombres  d'Enfers,  temoins  de  mes  secrets, 
Oyez  ma  triste  voys,  oyez  mes  durs  regrests! 
Furies!  accourez,  et  clans  vos  mains  aanglantes, 
Horriblement  portez  vos  torches  noircissantes; 

*  The  E(£tor  begs  to  remind  his  readers,  that  he  does  not  consider  himself 
pfedgedto  support  all  the  various  opinions  expressed  by  his  contributors  on 
nbjects  of  literature. 

t  Yc  Gods  who  vindicate  the  marriage-vow— You,  too,  who  bridle  the  wind's 
and  tempest's  rage,  or  at  your  will  loose  them  upon  the  waters,  let  wave  oi^ 
wave  foam  hideously!  Thou  God,  avenger  of  guilty  deeds,  who  dost,  relentless, 
dart  thy  lisfatnhig  on  the  chief  of  the  wicked— Thou  God,  who  with  thy  diffused 
mys  do«t  £apel  night  from  the  umverse — ^Thou  God  of  the  daric  deep  regions; 
and  thou,  his  dear  rapt  bride,  Proserpine,  cause  of  my  calamities— You,  O  gods, 
invoked  by  perjured  Jason,  whom  I,  wicked  one,  niade  lord  of  the  Fleece :  I 
attest,  I  invoke  you  all  to  the  spectacle  of  my  piteous  wrongs !  And  yoii»  shades 
of  hell,  you  who  axe  in  the  aecKt  of  my  sorceries,  hear  my  sad  voice,  hear  my 
hard  repentance  \  Furies,  hither !  and,  in  your  blood-stained  bands,  bear  horribly 
V01,.  n.  No.  8.— 1»21.  Q 
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Venez  en  tel  ^tat,  tel  hofreur,  tel  emoy. 

Que  vinstes  k  Paccord  de  Jason  et  de  moy, 

Les  yens  etincellans*  la  monstreuse  criniere 

Sifflante  aur  le  dos  d'une  horrible  maniere. 

Mettez  le  ddoyal  en  sy  giande  fureur, 

Par  vos  serpens  cheveus,  que  veneeant  son  erreur, 

Luy-mcsme,  de  ses  mains,  DOuireUement  meurdrisse, 

Le  filz,  le  Roy,  aa  fiune,  et  que  toujours  ce  vice 

Becquette  ses  puimons,  sans  qu'il  puiase  mourir; 

Mais,  par  lieus  mcognus  enragement  courir, 

Pauvre,  banny,  craintif,  odieux,  miserable, 

Ne  trouvant  nomme  seul  qui  lui  soil  favorable,  &c. 

This  speech  would  deserve  the  praise  of  tragic  power  as  well  as 
expression,  if  the  thoughts  were  not  taken,  both  by  the  author  and 
his  original,  Seneca,  from  the  Gjoeek  Jdedea. 

jAquEs  Grevin,  a  physician,  appears  to  have  been  the  first  who 
dramatized  the  death  of  Ccesar.  There  are  resemblances  betwecoa 
his  play  and  the  tragedy  of  Shakspeare ;  but  only  such  as  arose  from, 
their  having  drawn  from  tiie  same  historical  sources.  It  is  a  feeble 
(performance,  written  in  the  author's  youth.— The  following  reflec* 
tion  of  the  chorus  on  the  death  of  Csesar,  is  at  least  pointed: 

*  Ah!  la  Nature  est  plus  maratre 
Auz  hommes  qu'autres  animaux ; 
£t  semble,  que  par  travaux 
Nous  payons  assez  la  raison. 

It  concludes  with  Antony's  display  of  Ceesar's  bloody  mantle  to 
tiie  soldiers  (not  the  people,)  in  order  to  incite  them  to  revenge  his 
death. 

Jean  de  la  Taille,  a  lawyer«  but  who  abandoned  jurisprudence 
for  poetry,  produced  several  pieces.  The  best  is  his  **  Madness  of 
fifatti,"  a  tragedy  taken  from  the  Bible.  He  drew  freely  and  judi- 
ciously upon  the  sacred  text.  His  plot  is  tolerably  constructed ; 
and  in  the  character  of  Saul,  there  are,  in  the  midst  of  horror  and 
extravagance,  strong  traits  of  terror,  pathos,  and  elevation.  Saul, 
j«8t  recovered  from  a  paroxysm  of  mntj,  in  which  he  had  made  • 
dreadful  havoc  upon  the  lives  of  those  around  him,  by  decapitation 
and  torture,  asks  of  God  how  he  had  brought  the  divine  wrath  upon 
his  head. 

t  Helas!  toujours  le  vent  la  nand  mer  n'esmeuat. 
Toujour  I'hiver  ne  dure  et  rair  toujour  ne  pleut; 

your  gbastly  tofdies.  Come  clolfaed  in  horrar  and  dismay,  as  when  you  witness* 
ed  my  yielmng  to  Jason;  your  eves  flashing  fire,  and  your  raonatious  liaglets 
hissing  horribly  adown  your  backs.  Inspire  the  traitor  with  such  fuiy,  thaX, 
avenger  of  his  own  guil^  he  shiU,  with  his  own  hand%  be  murdeious  execu- 
tioner of  king,  wife,  chUd^-and  ever  let  this  fury  convulse  his  lungs,  without 
'power  to  die ;  but,  wandering  a  maniac  through  unknown  land^  let  him  liive 
the  exiled  victim  of  want,  fear,  wretchedness,  ezecratioii— not  findini^  oiae 
•mongst  the  human  race  to  look  &vourably  upon  him. 

*  Ah !  Nature  is  more  a  stepmother  to  men  than  to  other  living  creatures.  It 
would  seem  thai  by  our  destiny  to  toil  and  sufieiing  we  dearly  pay  the  priidlege 
of  reason. 

f  Alas!  tlie  wind  does  not  always  vex  the  tioubled  sea;  hanh  winter  doth 
not  hot  always  with  oold  and  nin— eveiy  thing  hath  a  doae.  Muat  then  thy  en- 


FmMli  aid  EngitkTroged^.        •  1S3 

Tout  prend  fin  >-«fiMit  il  done  qae  t»  longue  choleie, 
O  grand  Dieu !  deamis  moy  ttns  cesae  persevere  ? 
Je  suis  hay  de  toy  et  des  homine  auaqr; 
J'ay  cent  mille  aoucjrs,  nul  n'a  de  mov  aouci. 
llais  dy  Poccamon  d'une  ay  grand  haine? 
Dy  la  raiaon  pour  c^uoy  j'endure  telle  peine  ? 
Mai%helas!  qu'ay-je»it?  qu'ayjey^I  minXl 
Que  tu  doivea  ainay  toujour  estre  irrit^  ? 

An  attendant,  taking  advantage  of  the  lucid  moment,  tells  him 
it  was  because  he  had  spared  the  life  of  Agag.    Saul  replies : 

*  Pour  catre  done  humain  j'eaprouve  aa  cholere, 
£t  pour  eatre  cniel  U  m'est  done  debonnairc  ? 
He,  aire^  sire,  las !  faut-il  done  qu'un  vunqueur 
Plutost  que  de  pitie,  use  fier  de  rigueur  ? 
Et  que,  niiB  regarder  qu'une  telle  fortune 
Est  auasy  bien  a  luy  qu'a  ses  vaincua  commune, 
Egorge  tant  de  gents?  Vaut-il  pas  mieux  avoir 
Esg^ard  a  quelque  honneur  qu'a  nostre  gr^uid  pouvoir  ? 

Bat  to  do  justice  to  this  most  tragic  subject  was  reserved  for  the 
genus  of  Altiebi.  ^Aquas  de  la  I^ille,  the  brother  of  the  above* 
Buentioned,  also  wrote  tragedies;  the  most  remarkable  of  which  is 
**  The  Dtatk  of  Mistander,^^  This  play  abounds  with  two  vices 
which  are  but  too  prevalent  in  Shakspeare— ringing  changes  upoa 
wards,  and  a  disposition  to  the  unnatural  and  rtg^aneesfue.  One  of 
Ike  conspirators,  having  invited  Alexander  to  3ie  feast  at  which  ha 
is  to  be  poisoned,  says,  {aside). 

«*  Va!  va !  O  fier  tyran,  ta  ficre  tyraimie 

8eiA  par  des  genta  fiera,  bien  fierement  punie." 

This  sets  translation  at  defiance. 

The  following  speech,  in  which  Alexander  vents  his  agony  under 
the  effects  of  the  poison,  resembles  the  forcible  but  somewhat  exag- 
gerated speech  of  Ring  John,  in  a  similar  situation,  and,  thoun 
^U  at  a  sober  distance,  the  bombastic  deliration  of  Lee's  trageay 
on  the  same  subject: 

t  Helas!  voyez  que  c'est  qui  mes  poulmons  empiere. 
Qui  enlace  mon  sang  et  mea  entraUlea  serre ! 
Ah!  quielle  peste,  heka!  eat-ce  qui,  sans  repoa, 
Me  tranehe  tout  le  coeur,  m'ecarbomUe  lea  oe  ^ 
Sors,  aors,  qukonque  £u8  dana  moy  ta  gamiaon. 
Viena  avant,  sans  me  prendre  en  telle  trahison. 

diiBiigwivtii,  oh,  great  God!  be  ob  me  ever,  without  end!  Oh  flam  over-much 
jMted  of  thee,  and  of  men  alao.  I  have  a  thouaand  carea,  and  no  one  caieth  fer 
me.  But  tell  the  cause  of  this  th^  hate — tell  why  I  am  thua  made  to  aufier. 
Aha!  what  have  I  done,  what  guilt  committed,  that  thou  muat  be  alwaya  thus 
in  anger? 

*  F)Dr  being  phHiil,  then,  I  aufier  hia  anger;  and  had  I  been  cruel,  he  wouM 
he  land  to  aie.  Oh,  Lord,  Loud!  must  then  a  conqueror  be  hanh,  not  pitifii]* 
and,  without  calling  to  mind  that  the  vanquiahed  lot  might  be  hia  own,  cut  so 
BHoqr  throcta?  la  it  not  better  to  consult  our  humani^  than  our  great  power? 

t  Alas!  aee,  what  ia  it  thatattacka  my  hmgs,  that  freexea  my  blood,  and  racks 
my  Titala?  Ah !  what  plague  ia  this  that,  ever  without  rest,  cuts  mv  heart  all 
ihrDuglv— b«M  my  bonea  to  cinder }  Out!  out!  \^oever  thou  beesl^  that  within 
»e  bast  ganisoned  thee.  Confront  me,  and  do  not  take  me  thua,  like  a  cowsi4< 
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Vwuqnoy  assulles^u  mes  membres  en  cachette  ? 
Dy-moy  qiiy  t*a  donn6  I'entree  sy  secrette, 
O'peste !  de  mon  corps  ?  Dy  quel  rivage  More, 
Quelle  terre  pontique  et  quelle  Circe  encore 
T'a  produit  pour  dompter  Alexander  invincible  f 
Est>ce  quelque  couleuvrc,  ou  quelque  aspic  horrible  / 
Las,  dy-moy  quy  tu  es !  q^u'a  tout  le  moins  je  aache 
Quy  est  mon  ennemy,  qm  dedans  moy  se  cache. 
Pour  me  faire  mourir.     Certes  quiconque  sois 
Main  a  msdn  centre  moy  venir  tu  n'osetats. 

The  younger  Baif  was  natural  son  of  Lazare  Baif  (already  men* 
tioned,)  an  ecclesiastic,  by  a  Venetian  lady,  with  whom  he  had  aa 
amour  whilst  on  an  embassy  to  that  republic.  This  reverend  ambas- 
sador  of  Francis  the  First,  appears  to  nave  represented  with  a  curi- 
ous fidelity  the  gallantry  and  love-letters  which  distinguished  that 
generous  and,  for  his  time,  accomplished  and  enlightened  prince. 
The  son,  like  the  father,  chiefly  applied  himself  to  giving  transla- 
tions, greatly  improved,  from  tlie  Greek  and  Roman  dnimatists. 
He  is,  however,  chiefly  remembered  for  two  experinieats  tried  by 
him  upon  the  poetic  language  of  his  country— the  iiitrodaction  of 
blank  verse,  and  tiie  adoption  of  the  dactylic  and  spondaic  measure 
of  tfie  Greeks  and  Latins.  The  first  project  was  not  even  noticed ; 
the  second,  upon  which  he  had  set  his  heart,  and  tried  to  stamp  his 
name  in  the  title  of  Vers  Baifins,  was  noticedt  for  derision.  Our  own 
iaureat's  recent  trial  of  the  latter  experiment  upon  the  English 
language,  presents  an  edifying  coincidence. 

Between  1560  and  1570,  French  tragedy  was  advanced  a  step  bjr 
Robert  Garnier,  who  united  in  himself,  and  with  distinction,  the 
several  characters  of  a  lawyer,  a  judicial  magistrate,  a  lieutenant- 
general,  and  a  poet.  He  imitated  the  ancients  with  considerable 
taste,  and  derived  from  them  a  finer  sense  of  the  diflference  between 
rudeness  and  elegance  of  style,  with  improved  skill  in  rendering 
his  dialogue  dramatic.  Eight  pieces  by  liim  have  been  preserved, 
viz.  *'  The  Death  of  Portia/^  founded  on  tine  defeat  of  Philippic  and 
the  death  of  Brutus; — *'  The  Death  of  Cornelia^  (wife  of  Pompey)" 
founded  on  the  tyranny  of  the  4riurovirate ; — **  Marc  Antony  i*^ — 
*'  JBifpolytnSy^'*  imitated  from  Euripides;— '<  The  Troas,^^  from  Se- 
neca;— "  JStniigone,^^  from  Sophocles  ^—** /8!«iecii»,  or  the  Jews,'^^ 
taken  from  scripture;  and  "  Bradamante,^^  from  ^e  Orlando  Fu- 
rioso.  It  is  difficult  to  select  a  specimen  which  should  give  a  pre- 
cise estimate  of  the  talent  of  Gamier.  His  most  conspicuous  beau- 
ties of  thought  are  scarcely  his  own,  being  imitated  from  the  an- 
cients. His  finest  speeches  are  taken  from  Sophocles,  £uripidos» 
Seneca,  Virgil,  Lucan,  and  his  best  choruses  from  Pindar  and  Ho- 
race.   No  extract,  for  nearly  the  same  reason,  will  give  an  idea  of 

traitor.  TVhy  dost  attack  my  limb«  in  ambush  thus?  I'ell  me  who  bath  givea 
thee  this  so  secret  entrance  within  me,  tiiou  plague  ?  What  Moorish  shore,  wbat 
pontic  land,  or  what  Circe  hath  produced  thee,  another  monster,  to  Tanauiah 
Alexander  the  invincible?  Is  it  some  serpent,  or  horrid  aspic?  adas!  tell  me 
what  thou  art,  that  at  least  I  may  know  who  is  my  enemy  that  lurks  within  me 
to  take  my  life.  Certes,  whoever  thou  beest,  thou  darest  not  meet  me  band  te 
hand. 
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his  manner.  It  varied  with  the  original,  which  he  imitated  for  the 
moment,  whether  tragic,  epic,  lyric,  or  even  pastoral.  The  follow- 
ing  lines  from  his  "  Death  of  Portia^^^  afford  an  example  of  that 
beautiful  blending  of  the  fanciful  with  the  pathetic,  which  is  so  ex- 
qu^iteljr  touched  by  Shakspeare  and  some  of  his  contemporaries. 
A  messenger  announces  to  Portia  that  Antony  had  ordered  the 
body  of  Brutus  to  be  embalmed,  and  conveyed  to  her  by  sea,  for 
the  purpose  of  receiving  the  honours  of  Roman  burial.  Portia,  after 
reproacning  the  gods  with  injustice  and  cruelty,  in  having  allowed 
wrong  to  prevail  over  right,  and  three  tyrants  to  triumph  over  the 
virtue  of  Brutus,  and  the  liberties  of  Rome,  thus  apostn^hizes  the 
sea,  which  bears  back  the  body  of  her  husband : 

*  Vous  deloyale  mer,  quy  courbastes  le  dos 

Sous  nos  vsusseaux  arm^s,  et  quy  dessus  vos  flots 
Fistes  voguer  mon  Brute,  au  lieu  de  me  le  rendre 
Vous  me  rendez  un  corps  pr€t  de  reduire  en  cendre ! 
Vous  ne  Peutes  pas  tcl  coimnis  a  vostre  foy ! 
Vous  le  pristez  vivant,  vivant  rendez-le  moy ! 

O  folic  que  je  suy !    O  folic  d'estimer 
Que  loyaute  se  trouve  en  la  parjure  mcr ! 

The  plot  of  his  **  Hippolytus^^  is,  in  some  scenes,  managed  with 
more  force  dian  by  Euripides  or  Racine.  Pheedra,  in  the  fourth 
act,  no  longer  able  to  control  the  fervour  of  her  passion,  throws 
her  arms  round  the  neck  of  Hippolytus.  The  young  prince,  fired 
with  indignation,  draws  his  sword  to  kill  her.  The  unhanpy  queen 
bares  her  bosom  to  the  stroke ;  the  sword  drops  from  his  nana,  and 
she  retires,  overwhelmed  with  shame.  Theseus  in  the  mean  time 
arrives,  and  insists,  by  menaces,  upon  knowing  from  the  nurse,  the 
cause  of  the  confusion  and  terror  which  he  finds  in  his  house. » Phae- 
dra bears  what  is  passing,  and  dreading  lest  the  nurse  should  dis- 
close the  truth,  rushes  in  with  the  sword  drop|)ed  by  Hippolytus, 
and  presents  it  to  Theseus,  as  that  which  the  violator  of  ner  per- 
son had  left  behind  him  in  his  flieht,  having  drawn  it  against  her 
life.  Theseus  receives  the  sword,  recognises  it  for  that  of  his  own  , 
son,  and  claims  from  Neptune  the  pledged  fulfilment  of  his  fatal 
prayer.  Pheedra  survives,  and  learns  the  dreadful  death  of  the 
Prince ;  weeps  over  his  mangled  body,  vindicates  his  innocence, 
and  confesses  her  ovm  shame,  in  language  full  of  pathos  and  re- 
morse: 

f  Hippolyte !  Hippolyte !  helas !  je  romps  le  cours 
Par  une  ardente  amour  de  vos  pudiques  joum ! 

*  Thoii  tiaitor  sea,  that  didst  bend  thy  vassal  back  beneath  our  armed  ships, 
and  didst  upon  thy  waves  proudly  bear  my  Brutus ;  instead  of  restoring^  him  to 
me,  you  bnn^  me  a  corpse  ready  for  the  tomb.  It  was  not  thus  you  received 
him  committ^  to  yoornith.  You  received  him  living — ^living  give  Mm  back 
tome. 

Oh !  fool  that  I  am.  Oh!  fool  to  think  that  any  &Ith  or  pity  existeth  in  the 
aftpperjured  sea. 

f  Hippolytas!  Iiippol3rtas!  I  break  the  thread  of  thy  pure  life,  by  my  burn- 
ing passion.    Forgive  me,  and  do  not,  oh  thou  beloved,  bear  in<£gnant  within 
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Pardonnez-moy,  ma  Tie,  et  soob  bi  sepulture 
N'enfermez  indign^  ceste,  implacable  injure. 
Je  suis  vostre  homicide,  Hippolyte !  je  suis 
Celle  quy  vous  enferme  aux  mfernales  muts ; 
Mais  de  mon  sang  lascif  je  vay  purger  roflfence 
Que  j'ay  commise  a  tort  contre  vostre  imiocence. 

Mon  coeur  que  tremble-tu  ?  auelle  !}oadaine  horreur, 
Quelle  horreur  fnssonante  alentist  tafureur  P 
Quelle  afTreuse  Megere  a  mes  yeux  se  presente  ? 
Quels  serpens  encord^s,  quelle  torche  nambante. 
Quelle  rive  escumeuse  et  quel  fleuve  grondant. 
Quelle  rouge  foumaise  horriblement anient? 
Ah !  ce  sont  les  enfers,  ce  les  sont,  ils  m'attendent, 
Et  pour  me  recevoir  leurs  cavemes  ils  fendent. 

Adieu!  soleil  luisant,  luisantsoleil  adieu! 

Adieu!  triste  Thes^e!  adieu  funebre  lieu! 

II  est  temps  de  mourir:  sus,  que  mon  sang  ondoye 

Sur  qe  corps  trespass^,  &c.  &c. 

Id  his  tragedy  of  "  Comeiio,*'  the  widow  of  Pompej  relates  the 
following  dream,  diffusely,  but  eloquently,  imitated  from  the  appa- 
rition ofHector  in  the  iBneid : 

*  Deja  la  nuit  muette,  ayant  faict  long  sejour, 
Toumoit  plua  loin  du  soir  que  de  I'aube  du  jour. 

Quand  d'un  petit  sommeil  (s'il  &ut  ainsy  nommer 

Un  estourdissement  quy  nousvient  assommer) 

Coule  dedans  mes  yeux  inumt^s  au  somme. 

Las  et  charges  des  pleurs  du  deuil  quy  me  consomme. 

£t  voicy  que  je  vois  pr^  de  mon  lict  moiteux  "* 

Le  funebre  Pomp^,  a*un  visage  piteux, 

Paie,  et  tout  deschamd,  non  tel  qu'il  souloit  estre 

En  triomphe  port6  parmi  le  peuple  maistre, 

Et  que  dedans  un  throsne  il  voyoit  a  ses  pieds 

Les  Roys  de  gros  cordeaux  contre  le  dos  li^s. 

II  estoittriste,  affreux,  les  yeux  creux,  etla  face, 
Labarbe,  et  les  cheveux  oints  de  sang  et  de  crasse. 

the  tomb,  implacable  revenge  for  this  my  crime.  I  have  murdered  thee.  Hip- 
polytus !  It  is  I  who  shut  thee  captive  in  the  dungeon  of  infernal  night.  But 
my  own  unchaste  blood  shall  wash  out  my  crime  against  thv  innocence.  *  *  * 
My  heart,  why  tremblest  thou  P  What  sudden  shuddering  horror  congeals  tixy 
rage  ?  What  horrid  fury  appears  before  my  eyes  ?  What  coiled  serpent,  whait 
flaming  torch,  what  foaming  wave,  what  roaring  current,  what  red  furnace 
blazing  horribly  !  Ah !  it  is  Hell,  it  is,  it  is.  Hell  that  opens  to  receive  me  in  its 
caverns.  Adieu,  thou  shining  sun,  bright  sun  adieu;  farewell,  sad  Theseua^— 
atns  moumlul  spot  farewell.  It  is  time  to  die.  Come !  let  my  blood  flow  upon 
this  dear  mangled  corse,  &c.  &c. 
*  Ahready  silent  night,  having  made  a  tedious  stay,  had  passed  the  midwajr 

between  evening  and  morning When  a  light  sleep  (if  I  may  so 

call  the  numbness  of  thought  which  overcomes  us)  flov^-s  on  my  eyes  unused  ^o 
repose — ^wearied  and  surdttiged  with  tears  for  the  sorrow  which  consumes  me. 
And  behold  I  see  by  my  moiwsned  pillow,  the  buried  Pon^ey,  his  visage  pctc 
ous,  sad,  pale,  and  d^gured;  ah !  not  such  as  he  was  wont  to  be,  when  canijeci 
in  triuliipD  amidst  the  sovereign  people,  or  when,  seated  on  a  throne,  he  beheld 
at  his  feet  khigs  iiiBMcl«d  witti  oiiiaqr  QOtd^,    He  looked  mournfuly  fiigfatful. 
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Un  finceul,  tout  saigneux,  ii  son  dos  s'estendoitt 
Qujr  juaque  aux  taions  deachir^  iuy  pendoit. 
11  desserra  ses  dents  de  peaux  toutes  couvertes ; 
Puis  ceste  voix  sortist,  quand  il  les  eust  ouvertes : 
Vousdonnez,  Comelie,  et  vcMtre  pere  etmoy,  &c. 

His  **  Mdrc'JhUonyy'^^  though  it  possessed  no  other  beauty,  would 
deserve  cotice  for  the  following  single  verse,  which  anticipates  the 
stately  and  affecting  grandeur  of  Comeille,  when  the  nobleness  and 
simplicitj  of  that  great  poet  are  least  impaired  bj  declamation. 
Marc -Antony,  vanquished  at  Actium,  betrayed  by  Cleopatra,  and 
abandoned  by  all  the  world,  exclaims. 


**  Je  demeure  tout  seul,  reste  de  ma  fortune 


!W 


The  image  here  is  the  more  powerful  from  being  but  barely,  indeed 
imperfectl;^,  sketched  by  the  poet  The  imagination  of  the  reader ' 
completes  it  beyond  the  utmost  touching  and  colouring  of  language 
in  detail.  It  presents  Antony  with  all  the  moral  attributes  of  his 
former  ereatness  magnified  by  pity,— <himself,  sole  surviving  rem- 
nant of  nis  wrecked  fortunes,  cast  naked  upon  the  beach.  "  Bra- 
damanU^^  though  the  most  elaborate,  as  well  as  the  last  of  Gar- 
nier's  performances,  more  than  counterbalanced  the  improvement 
which  kb  preceding  pieces  had  made  in  the  drama*  It  was  the 
first  of  that  monstrous  species  called  tragi-comedy,  a  thing  so  ut- 
terly absurd  in  its  essence,  aa  to  carry  a  solecism  of  expression 
in  its  very  title.  '*  Bradamante,^*  as  the  name  suggests,  was  taken 
from  die  Orlando  Furioso.  That  bewitching  poem,  by  its  chival- 
rous sentiment,  romantic  adventure,  gorgeous  magnificence — by  its 
draughts  of  valour,  beauty,  glory,  and  love,  mingled  as  in  an  en- 
chanted cup,  seems  to  have  fascinated  Garnier's  imagination,  and 
extinguished  bis  purer  taste.  Thus  early  did  the  romantic  dame 
commence  that  aispute  for  empire  with  the  classic  Muse,  which 
divides  the  literature  of  imagination  throughout  Europe  at  the  pre- 
sent day.  The  way  once  open,  tragi-comedy,  no  longer  an  asso- 
ciation of  the  grave  and  gay,  but  a  mixture  of  horror  with  liber- 
tinism and  buffoonery,  overspread  the  drama,  until  it  reached  its 
acme  and  its  death  in  Francis  Hardy,  the  contemporary  of  Shak- 
speare,  and  predecessor  of  Corneille.  W. 


his  eyes  sunken,  his  face,  beard,  and  hair  covered  and  clotted  with  miry  gtrrt. 
A  shroud,  all  bloody,  torn,  hung  from  his  shoulden  to  his  heels.  He  unclosed 
his  teeth  all  covered  with  skin,  and  tlicse  words  came  forth,  <*Thou  aleepest^ 
Cornelia,''  he. 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  MUMHT  AT  BBLZOlTl's  EXHIBITIOIT. 

Airo  thou  hast  walk'd  about  (how  strange  a  story !) 
In  Thebes's  streets  three  thousand  years  ago. 

When  the  Memnonium  was  in  all  its  glory. 
And  Time  had  not  beg^  to  overthrow 

Those  temples,  palaces,  and  piles  stupendous, 

Of  which  the  very  ruins  are  tremendous. 

Speak !  for  thou  long  enough  hast  acted  Dummy, 
Thou  hast  a  tongue— come — let  us  hear  its  tune; 

Thou'rt  standing  on  thy  legs,  above  ground.  Mummy ! 
Revisiting  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 

Not  hke  thin  ghosts  or  disembodied  creatures. 

But  with  thy  bones  and  flesh,  and  limbs  and  featuras. 

Tell  us— for  doubtless  thou  canst  recollect. 
To  whom  should  we  assign  the  Sphinx's  fame ; 

Was  Cheops  or  Cephrenes  architect 
Of  either  Pyramid  that  bears  his  name  P 

Is  Pompey's  Pillar  really  a  misnomer  ? 

Had  Thebes  a  hundred  gates,  as  sung  by  Homer  ? 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  Mason,  and  forbidden 

By  oath  to  tell  the  mysteries  of  thy  trade,— 
Then  say  what  secret  melody  was  hidden 

In  Memnon's  statue  which  at  sunrise  play'd  P 
Perhaps  thou  wert  a  Priest — if  so,  m^  struggles 
Are  vain,  for  priestcraft  never  owns  its  juggles. 

Perchance  that  veiy  hand,  now  pinion'd  flat. 

Has  holMunob'd  with  Pharaoh,  e;laas  to  glass ; 
Or  dropp^  a  halfpenny  in  Homers  hat. 

Or  dotfd  thine  own  to  let  Queen  Dido  pass. 
Or  held,  by  Solomon's  own  invitation, 
A  torch  at  the  great  Temple's  dedication. 

I  need  not  ask  thee  if  that  hand,  when  arm'd. 

Has  any  Roman  soldier  maul'd  and  knuckl'd. 
For  thou  wert  dead,  and  buried,  and  embahn'd. 

Ere  Romulus  and  Remus  had  been  suckled  :"— 
Antiquity  appears  to  have  begun 
Long  after  thy  primeval  race  was  run. 

Thou  couldst  develop,  if  that  withered  tongue 
Might  tell  us  what  those  si^tless  orbs  have  seen. 

How  the  worid  look'd  when  it  was  fresh  and  young. 
And  the  great  Deluge  still  had  left  it  green—- 

Or  was  it  then  so  old  that  History's  pages 

Contain'd  no  record  of  its  early  agev 

Still  alent,  incommunicative  elf? 

Art  sworn  to  secrecy  P  then  keep  thy  vows ; 
But  piythee  tell  us  something  of  thyself. 

Reveal  the  secrets  of  thy  prison-house ; 
Since  in  the  world  of  spirits  thou  hast  slumber'd. 
What  hast  thou  seen — ^what  strange  adventures  number'd  ? 

Since  first  thy  form  vfps  in  this  box  extended. 
We  have,  above  ground,  seen  some  strange  mutations ; 

I'ht  Roman  empire  has  begun  and  ended. 
New  worlds  have  risen*— we  have  lost  old  nations. 
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And  coundeas  kings  have  into  dust  been  humbled. 
While  not  a  fragment  of  thy  flesh  has  crumbled. 

IKdst  thoa  not  hear  the  pother  o'er  thy  head 

When  Uie  great  Pernan  conqueror  Cambyaes 
March'd  armies  o'er  thy  tomb  with  thundermg  tread, 

cyeithrew  Osiris,  Onis,  Apis,  Isis^ 
And  shook  the  Pyramids  with  fear  and  wonder 
When  the  gigantic  Memnon  fell  asunder  f 

If  the  tomb's  secrets  may  not  be  confessed, 

The*  nature  of  thy  private  life  unfold  :— 
A  heart  has  throbb'd  beneath  that  leathern  breast. 

And  tears  adown  that  dusty  cheek  have  roUM : — 
Dave  children  climbM  those  knees,  and  kiss'd  that  face  * 
What  was  thy  name  and  station,  age  and  race  ? 

Statue  of  flesh — Immortal  of  the  dead ! 

Imperishable  ^e  of  evanescence! 
Posthumous  man,  who  quitf  st  thy  narrow  bed. 

And  standest  undecayed  within  our  presence. 
Thou  wilt  hear  nothing  till  the  Judgment  morning. 
When  the  great  trump  shall  thrill  thee  with  its  warning. 

Wlnr  should  this  worthless  tegument  endure. 

If  its  undying  guest  be  lost  for  ever  P 
O  let  us  keep  the  soul  embalm'd  and  pure 

In  living  virtue,  that  when  both  must  sever, 
AWhough  coTTUptiOn  may  our  frame  consume, 
Th'  immortal  spirit  in  the  skies  may  bloom.  H. 


SPEClIf  Eir  OP  A  PBOSPBCTIVK  KBW8PAPSR. 

T%e  Mrth  American  Lumnary,  Ut  July,  4796. 
A  CELEBRATED  professor  of  chemistry  has  discovered  a 
method  of  composing  and  decomposing  the  surrounding  atmos- 
phere, so  that  any  farmer  can,  with  the  greatest  facility,  and  at 
a  small  expense,  avert  rain,  or  produce  it  in  any  quantity  ne- 
cessary for  the  perfection  of  his  crops.  The  professor  recently 
dispelled  the  clouds  over  the  city  of  New  York  and  its  suburbs 
for  the  space  of  a  week,  converting  the  cold,  damp  weather  of 
our  winter  into  a  clear  and  comparatively  warm  season.  By 
this  useful  contrivance,  any  mariner  may  allay  the  violence  of  a 
hurricane,  or  give  the  wind  the  direction  and  degree  of  force 
best  suited  to  the  objects  of  his  voyage. 

The  corporation  of  Baltimore  have  subscribed  a  sum .  for 
erecting  one  of  the  newly-invented  telescopes.  It  is  to  be 
liberally  appropriated  to  the  use  of  all  the  citizens,  so  that  the 
meanest  mechanic  may  amuse  himself  in  his  leisure  moments 
by  viewing  the  different  occupations  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
moon.  The  effect  of  this  invention  upon  morals  is  beyond  all 
calculation.  The  labouring,  classes  now  give  up  the  enjoyment 
of  spirituous  liquors  for  the  superior  pleasure  of  ccwtemplating 
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the  wonders  which  this  inventioii    exposes  to   the    human 

senses. 

The  army  of  the  northern  states  will  take  the  field  against 
that  of  the  southern  provinces  early  next  spring.  The  principal 
northern  force  will  consist  of  1,490,000  picked  troops.  General 
Congreve's  new  mecKanical  cannon  was  tried  last  week  at  the 
siege  of  Georgia.  It  discharged  in  one  hour  1120  balls,  each 
weighing  five  hundred  weight.  The  distance  of  the  objects 
fired  at  was  eleven  miles,  and  so  perfect  was  the  engine,  that 
the  whole  of  these  bdls  were  lodged  in  a  space  of  twenty  feet 
square. 

According  to  the  census  just  taken  by  the  order  of  govern- 
ment, the  population  of  New  York  amounts  to  4,892,568  souls, 
that  of  Philadelphia  to  4,981,947,  and  the  population  of  Wash- 
ington, our  capital,  exceeds  six  millions  and  a  half. 

Our  celebrated  travellers  Dr.  Clarke  and  Baron  Humbold 
have  just  arrived  from  their  researches  into  two  of  the  countries 
of  ancient  Europe.  By  means  of  a  new  invention.  Dr.  Clarke 
crossed  the  Atlantic  in  seven  days.  He  sailed  up  the. ancient 
river  Thames,  to  a  spot  which  our  antiquaries  are  now  agreed 
must  be  the  site  of  the  once  renoMned  city  of  London,  but  not 
a  vestige  of  human  habitation  remained.  There  existed  the 
mutilated  portion  of  a  granite  arch,  which  Dr.  Clarke  conceived 
might  be  the  last  remains  of  the  once-celebrated  bridge  of 
Waterloo.*  The  Doctor  proceeded  further  up  the  river,  to  an 
elevated  situation  on  the  left  bank,  which  commanded  a  view  of 
savage  but  delightful  scenery.  •  This  our  antiquary  conjectured 
mi^ht  be  the  ancient  Richmond  Hill,  but  he  could  not  procure 
a  smgle  coin,  or  discover  any  one  object  of  antiquarian  research. 
Our  traveller  was  extremely  desirous  of  ascending  the  river  yet 
higher,  in  order  to  reach  the  ancient  Windsor,  once  the  proud 
abode  of  England'%  monarchs,  but  he  was  so  annoyed  by  the- 
tribes  of  savages,  that  he  found  it  impossible  to  proceed.  Dr. 
Clarke  intends  next  year  to  renew  his  travels  in  this  once  glo- 
rious and  now  almost  forgotten  island ;  and  he  will  take  widi 
him  a  body  of  five  and  twenty  of  the  United  Sutes'  troops, 
which  will  effectually  repel  any  force  that  the  savage  inhabitants 
ean  bring  against  him. 

Our  traveller  Baron  Humbold  directed  his  researches  to 
France.    He  discovered  the  mouth  of  the  ancient  river  Seine, 

*  The  origin  of  this  name  of  Waterloo  is  oow  iirecoveiibly  lost,  uiUew  it  be 
a  cormption  of  the  terms  water  low,  or  low  water,  the  bridge  peifaaps  havings 
been  bulk  at  a  a|Kit  of  Isas  depth  than  the  coatiguous  paits  of  toe  ri 
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and  attem^d  to  aBCcnd  as  far  as  the  site  of  the  once-famed 
ci^  of  Pans,  but  he  found  the  river  entirely  choked  with  weeds  ; 
and  after  he  had  proceeded  about  thirty  niles,  the  stream  be- 
came a  mere  muddy  brook.  The  baron,  however,  found  the 
inhabitants  of  the  country  so  inoffensive  and  communicative, 
that  he  proceeded  to  his  object  by  land,  protected  only  by  two 
servants  and  three  American  sailors.  The  people  could  give  the 
baixm  no  information  whatever,  but  seemed  by  far  more  igno- 
rant than  the  savages  of  England;  making  up  for  this  ignorance, 
however,  by  a  cheerfulness  of  disposition  at  once  admirable  and 
ridiculous.  These  poor  barbarians  appeared  fond  to  excess  of 
decorating  their  heads  and  bodies  widi  feathers  and  skins  dyed 
in  the  most  gaudy  and  varied  colours.  Hie  baron  observed 
numberless  groups  of  these  people  Using  the  most  ridiculous 
grimaces,  and  twisting  the  body  into  a  dozen  ridiculous  attitudes. 
They  then  began  to  dance,  an  exercise  which  they  seemed  so 
attached  to,  that  it  appeared  to  be  their  only  recreation.  The 
musical  instrument  to  which  these  poor  creatures  were  so  fond 
of  jumping  and  dancing,  was  about  two  feet  long,  and  consisted 
of  a  hollow  body,  with  a  solid  handle  of  about  the  same  lengthy 
and  curved  at  die  extremity.  It  had  four  strings,  extending 
from  the  extremity  of  the  handle  beyond  the  middle  of  the 
instrument  itself,  and  being  held  between  the  chin  and  the  col* 
lar-bone  by  the  left  hand,  was  played  on  by  the  right  with  a  bent 
stick,  curved  at  the  two  ends,  being  drawn  together  mth  hone- 
hair.  This  we  have  no  doubt  is  some  species  or  description  of 
that  instrument  so  celebrated  amongst  the  Europeans  between 
the  sixteenth  and  nineteenth  centuries  under  the  name  of  fiddle 
or  violin :  for  the  Society  of  Antiquarians,  in  their  last  report^ 
have  given  it  as  their  decided  opinion  that  the  ancient  fiddle^ 
viola,  violin,  violincello,  and  bass-viol,  were  merely  different 
kinds  of  tiie  same  instrument;  and  they  very  ably  refute  Dr. 
Camden's  conjecture  that  the  violin  of  ancient  Europe  was  an 
instrument  of  parchment  and  bells,  played  upon  by  the  knuckles. 
— Fide  Reports  of  the  Antiquarian  Society  of  New  Tork^  folio^ 
voLl7B3jp.BGO.* 

The  late  voyage  of  Professor  Wanderhagen  to  the  moon  took 
up  a  space  of  nearly  seven  months,  but  the  present  emedition^ 
it  is  expected^  will  take  up  much  less  time.  The  body  of  the 
balloon  will  be  filled  with  tne  new  gas  discovered  by  our  chemist 
Dr»  iEtherly,  and  which  is  800  times  lighter  than  the  lightest 

*  T1leaaacBtfiddle»v])UlitioogIlOl|leI^orllKmoqrOabic]]l^ 
fimqr,  a  low  instrument  yety  generally  played  upon  by  the  vu^gw.    Frofenor 
Von  Hefanont  conociTes  xt  to  have  been  not  a  8tniiyed»  but  a  wmd  initnimsnt ; 
bifc  tills  Is  fitUe  BMne  than  oonjecture. 
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gas  known  to  the  ancient  Europeans,  The  body  of  this  balloon 
will  not  be  circular,  but  a  polygon,  of  an  infinity  of  angles,  and 
at  each  angle  a  pair  of  wings,  all  of  which  are  worked  with  the 
greatest  precision  and  facility,  by  the  most  simple  but  beauttfiil 
machinery.  These  wings  at  once  create  a  draft,  and  determine 
the  direction  of  the  air  at  the  will  of  the  aeronaut,  whose  balloon 
is  easily  steered  by  a  newly-constructed  air-rudder.  The  boat 
of  the  balloon  will  contain  twenty-five  persons,  and  provisions 
for  a  twelvemonth.  This  boat  has  two  immense  self-acting 
wings,  which,  like  a  bird's,  condense  the  air  underneath  the  boat 
so  as  to  assist  in  supporting  the  machine.  The  boat  itself  will 
be  covered  with  a  paste  made  of  the  essence  of  cork,  as  a  non- 
conductor of  heat;  and  Professor  Wanderhagen^  having  suffer- 
ed so  much  from  the  cold  in  his  previous  voyage,  will  provide 
himself  with  a  store  of  the  «  condensed  essence  of  caloric,"  a 
cubic  inch  of  which  will  keep  up  a  brilliant  light  and  an  intense 
heat  for  four-and-twenty  hours. 

The  new  mechanical  steam-coach  left  Philadelphia  at  eight  in 
the  evening  of  the  3d  ultimo,  and  arrived  at  Parrysburg,  Green- 
land, at  noon  on  the  5th^  a  distance  of  893  miles  in  40  hours. 
It  carried  eighteen  in,  and  twenty-seven  outside  passengers,  be- 
sides a  great  quantity  of  luggage. 

By  the  method  of  instruction  which  has  been  followed  for 
nearly  two  centuries  by  the  professors  of  our  various  universities, 
a  gentleman  is  made  thoroughly  acquainted  with  literature, 
phuosophy,  and  the  sciences,  in  less  than  two  years;  but  ac- 
cording to  the  new  plan  proposed  by  Professor  Swift,  the  same 
perfection  of  knowledge  may  be  acquired  in  less  than  twelve 
months. 

Advertisement.-^Shoriiy  will  be  published,  price  two  dollars. 
The  Complete  Farmer;  showing  the  art  by  which  the  earth  is 
made  to  produce  four  crops  in  the  year,  and  the  crops  preserved 
from  any  possibility  of  injury  by  season  or  weather. 

In  the  press,  and  shordy  will  be  published,  price  one  dollar, 
A  Description  of  the  Patent  Safety  Machine,  by  means  of  wbich 
Dr.  Boreum  descended  through  the  crater  of  a  volcano,  and 
discovered  the  cause  of  volcanic  eruptions. 

Hie  present  maturity  of  the  medical  science  is  beautifully 
displayed  by  the  last  refott  of  our  College  of  Physicians.  By 
the  assistance  of  the  optical  glasses  which  enable  us  to  perceive 
minutely  all  the  most  secret  functions  of  the  animal  ceconomy. 


Bpedmm  of  a  FrospeeHoe  Mw»paper»  133 

and  by  the  perCect  state  of  the  various  sciences  relating  to  medi- 
cine, the  modem  physician  is  not  only  able  to  recover  the  hu- 
man body  from  the  various  attacks  of  disease,  but  he  is  able  to 
anticipate  its  causes,  and  to  prevent  its  approach  to  a  degree  of 
moral  certainty.  But  more  even  than  this  can  be  effected  by 
the  magic  of  modem  science.  The  physician  can  prolong  life  to 
treble  that  time  which  was  formerly  considered  its  natural  period 
of  duration,  and  can  at  once  render  the  human  body  secure  from 
disease  and  free  from  deformity.  .Those  medicines  which  with 
infallible  security  either  totally  prevent,  or  if  not  applied  in  time 
for  prevention,  will  rapidly  cure  the  gout,  stone,  phthisis  pijd* 
mooalis,  and  other  disorders,  are  now  known  to  all*  But,  does 
Nature  make  us  feeble  and  diminutive,  the  jdiysician  calculates 
the  means  by  which  he  can  effect  the  accretion  of  pdrticles  to 
the  various  parts  of  our  bodies,  and  thus  render  his  patient  per* 
feet  in  symmetry.  If  our  teeth  are  not  to  the  model  of  peifec^ 
tion,  they  can  tie  extracted  without  pain,  and  by  taking  those 
elements  of  which  by  analysis  teeth  are  found  to  be  composed, 
they  may  be  regenerated,  and  during  their  growth  they  can  be 
formed  to  the  standard  of  ideal  beauty.  Is  our  vision  imper- 
fect, the  medicines  which  are  found  to  affect  the  size  and  colour 
of  our  eyes  are  applied,  and  in  a  week  those  organs  are  bodi 
beautiful  and  of  perfect  operation.  Thus  are  we  brought  to  a 
state  free  from  disease,  a  state  of  longevity,  in  which  our  form 
and  features  have  no  model  but  that  formed  by  our  ideas  of 
perfection  and  beauty. 

The  manner  in  which  the  numerous  productions  of  the  earth 
are  now  exchanged  between  man  and  man,  is  beautiful  from  the 
simplicity  of  its  cause,  and  from  the  effect  it  has  upon  human 
happmess.  It  was  a  plausible  theory  amongst  the  ancients,  that 
a  statesman  of  wisdom  should  sit  in  his  closet  as  in  a  focus  of 
knowledge,  to  which  should  be  brought  all  the  returns  of  cus- 
tom-houses, with  the  various  reports  and  data  of  commerce — 
that,  weighing  these  in  the  balance  of  wisdom,  he  should  be 
able  to  instruct  corporate  bodies  as  well  as  individuals,  as  to 
the  various  channels  into  which  their  capital  and  industry  should 
Sow.  From  hence  had  arisen  commercial  treaties,  bounties, 
drawbacks,  imposts,  licenses,  &c.  until  the  simple  principles  of 
trade  were  lost  in  the  most  complex  and  absurd  systems  of  com- 
mercial poli^.  But  the  experience  of  ages  has  at  length  proved 
what  the  speculations  of  ingenious  men  had  previously  advanced, 
and  Dum  is  now  very  properly  left  to  direct  his  capital  and  labour 
according  to  his  own  knowledge  and  discretion.  Is  it  not  the 
height  ofimpeslinence  for  a  statesman  to  say  to  him  who  enters 
a  commerciid  city  for  the  purposes  of  trade,  ^'  Sir,  you  shall  not 
employ  your  capital  according  to  your  own  knowledge  and  ex- 
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perience,  but  according  to  my  conceptions  of  commerce :  you 
want  to  trade  to  the  West;  I  think  it  better  that  trade  ahould 
flow  to  the  £a8t,  and  I  have  therefore  laid  heavy  dutiea,,  and 
even  prohibitions  upon  western  trade,  whilst  I  will  encourage 
eastern  trade  bv  drawbacks,  bounties,  and  special  immunities  ^" 
Hius  every  thmg  was  forced  out  of  its  natural  channel,  and 
every  country  may  be  said  to  have  been  in  a  sort  of  peaceful 
siege.  Now  things  are  left  to  their  own  levd*  The  common 
principles  of  demand  and  supply  are  now  acknowledged  to  regu- 
late markets  much  better  than  legislatorial  calculations  and  inter- 
ference. Human  necessities  and  the  common  princifdea  of  our 
nature  are  found  to  constitute  the  best  barometers  of  commer- 
cial policy,  and  individuals  are  permitted  to  trade  with  their 
wealth,  according  to  their  own  knowledge  and  calculations. 
Thus  we  have  no  circuitous  channels  of  communicationr— no  li- 
censing^—bonding— -no  unloading  to  load  again,  no  entering  one 
port  as  a  passport  into  another,  no  waste  of  labour;  man  freely 
exchanges  with  man,  and  the  bounties  of  Providence  are  dif- 
fused over  the  whole  earth. 


Last  year,  no  less  than  734  vessels  sailed  from  Alaska,  and 
the  western  coast  of  America,  through  the  channels  separating 
America  from  North  Geor^a  and  Greenland.  It  is  curious  to 
reflect  that  the  very  existence  of  such  a  passage  was  a.  problem 
of  difficult  solution  to  the  Europeans  from  the  16th  to  the  19th 
centuries.  This  was  then  called  the  North-west  passage,  and 
was  first  discovered  by  a  navigator  of  great  celebrity  amongst 
the  ancient  English;  but  whether  his  name  was  Parry  or  Croker 
it  is  now  impossible  to  ascertain,  from  the  imperfect  state  of  our 
records  at  that,  period. 

The  Honourable  Mr.  Northerly,  we  understand,  intends  to 
take  his  lady  and  their  children  in  their  yacht  this  summer  to 
traverse  the  Nordi  Pole. 


A  chemist,  deeply  read  in  the  sciences  of  the  middle  ages, 
(the  18th  and  19th  centuries  of  the  Christian  sera)  assures  us 
that  the  English  men  of  science  about  the  year  1800,  plumed 
themselves  much  upon  their  discovering  the  means  of  makine 
brilliant  lights  by  reflectors,  and  the  different  gases  of  oil  and 
coal  burnt  m  various  descriptions  of  lamps.  How  these  pigmies 
would  have  hid  their  diminuhed  heads,  could  thev  have  fore- 
seen our  present  perfection  in  Ughting  the  atibospnere,  by  ex- 
citing attraction  and  motion  among  the  constituent  particles  of 
Ug^t  and  heat.    The  aerometer  of  New  York^  at  a  trifling  ex- 
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peDse,  produces  a  light  in  the  atmosphere  equal  to  the  brightest 
mooDshine.  So  that  darkness  is  unknown  to  the  modems,  and 
we  esEperience  only  the  gradations  between  the  light  of  die  moon 
and  diat  of  die  sun. 


ENGLISH  FBIDE. 

Here  let  us  fix  our  foot»  hence  take  our  tmw. 

And  learn  to  try  fidse  merit  by  the  tzue.  SnunrorLUT, 

Y£s^-^e  En^ish  are  unquestionably  an  unsociable  people. 
I  had  frequendy  heard  the  assertion,  but  m^  mind  rebels  against 
takmg  diings  for  granted  upon  the  faith  or  others;  and  as  I  had 
not  die.  means  of  deciding  by  comparison,  I  kept  die  pomt  open 
(or  future  judgment,  as  my  Lord  Chancellor  is  apt  to  do  when 
he  does  not  know  what  to  believe.  A  residence  ot  some  months 
abroad  has  helped  me  to  a  verdict  much  sooner,  and  at  much 
kss  expense,  than  I  could  have  obtained  it  in  our  courts  of  law, 
which  IS  my  only  consolation  in  making  the  reluctant  confession, 
that  the  chaxge  is  unquestionably  true.    The  gods  have  made 
me  radocinadve  (you  will  not,  however,  suspect  n^e  of  being  a 
Scotchman,  Mr.  Editor,  when  I  inform  you  that  I  resided  for 
some  months  in  that  country  after  arriving  at  years  of  discre- 
tion) ;.  and  I  had  no  sooner  discovered  the  fact  than  I  proceeded 
to  explore  die  causes  of  this  English  antipathy  to  communica- 
tiveness  and  good  fellowship ;  which,  after  tracing  them  through 
all  their  ramifications  and  disguises,  I  found  invariably  converg- 
ing in  one  litde  comer  of  the  heart,  inscribed  with  the  word — 
Pride.    Bruce  was  not  sadsfied  when  he  bestrode  the  three 
screams  whose  union  formed  the  Nile;  he  would  still  ascertain 
which  was  the  highest  and  most  abundant  source  from  which 
the  waters  were  supplied:  and  in  like  manner  I  pursued  my  re- 
searches until  I  found  that  the  great  Pride  fountain  from  which 
the  bitter  waters  of  English  reserve  pour  their  petrifying  influ- 
ence, was  the  pride  of  Wealth.    National  prided—pride  of  birth 
--of  rank-*-of  talent*-I  tiad  encountered  in  foreign  countries ; 
bttt  this  master*folly,  which  in  England  swallows  up  all  the  rest, 
appears  to  be  indigenous  to  the  soil,  sharing  that  honour  with 
its  congenial  products  the  crab^pple  and  the  thisde*   To  a  cer- 
tain extent  this,  feeling  may  have  originated  in  the  absolute  ne- 
cessiQr  for  riches,  in  a  country  where  no  man  can  maintain  an 
establishment,  or  even  move  in  circles  at  all  elevated  above  the 
mechanical  classes,  unless  he  possess  an  inconf^e  which  upon 
die  omuaent  woidd  enable  him  to  compete  with  half  the  nobi- 
ijty.  Without  this  infallible  proof  of  his  gentility,  he  must  sub- 
side at  once  into  those  pro&ne  ranks  of  the  vulgar,  which 
Horace  abominated-— a  degradation  to  which  the  perpetually 
rising  tide  of  prices,  during  the  last  war,  condemned  many  an 
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unpensioned  old  maid  and  respectable  annuitant.  It  is  a  pity, 
undoubtedly,  that  this  distinctive  income  should  necessarily  be 
fixed  at  so  high  a  rate ;  but  who  will  regret  it  when  he  reflects 
upon  the  accumulated  glory  of  which  our  heavy  taxation  is 
so  good  a  virtual  representative  t—^when  he  cidb  to  mind, 
that,  by  the  great  sacrifices  we  have  made,  we  have  been 
able  to  restore  the  Bourbons  of  France  and  Spain,  and  coun- 
tenance, the  dismemberment  of  Saxony  and  Finland ;  while 
we  have  been  only  t/nable  to  keep  our  promises  to  Genoa 
and  Sicily,  or  prevent  the  unjust  enslavement  of  Italy  ^  It 
is  some  comfort  to  the  poor  plebeian  who  cannot  afibrd  to 
be  a  gendeman,  to  throw  the  blame  of  his  exclusion  fix>m 
polished  society,  and  of  our  esqiensive  modes  of  living,  upon 
ministers;  but  the  paltry  distinctions,  the  jealous  hauteur,  the 
^^  meanness  that  soars,  and  pride  that  licks  the  dust,''  the  envy, 
hatred,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness,  embittering  die  system 
of  that  social  intercourse  into  which  he  is  unable  to  gun  admit- 
tance, are  the  faults  of  the  people  themselves,  and  may  well 
reconcile  him  to  his  exemption  from  their  influence.  Let  king, 
lords,  and  commons  retain  their  respective  pales:—- we  speak  not 
in  any  spirit  of  anarchy  or  levelling;  but  we  would  laugh  to 
scorn  those  fantastical  shades  of  difibrence,  by  which  the  mid- 
dling classes  afiect  to  regulate  their  intercourse,  and  which, 
however  disguised,  ultimately  resolve  themselves  into  diat  most 
contemptible  of  all  prides— ^e  pride  of  purse.  Talents,  virtue, 
powers  of  amusement,  congeniality  of  disposition,  all  fade  away 
before  the  irresistible  attraction  of  a  certain  style  in  establish- 
ment; and  who  can  wonder  that  parties  constituted  upon  this 
principle  are  uniformly  stiff,  stupid,  and  ceremonious?  In  as- 
semblages of  this  sort,  it  sometimes  appears  to  be  a  received 
maxim,  that  talking  spoils  good  society;  and  its  most  distin- 
guished members  are  apt  to  resemble  Baron  Grimm's  friend, 
who  possessed  such  a  wqnderful  talent  for  silence. 

There  is  scarcely  a  parish  in  England  which  is  not  divided 
into  visiting  classes,  kept  separate  wUi  almost  as  rigid  an  in- 
violability as  the  castes  of  the  Hindoos.  The  squire,  the  retired 
manufacturer  or  merchant,  who  inhabits  the  great  mansion, 
looks  around  him  for  all  the  similar  establishments  within  the 
limits  of  a  drive  or  ride,  and  confines  the  honour  of  his  ac- 
quaintance to  those  whose  merits  are  attested  by  an  unques- 
tionable quantity  of  brick  and  mortar.  He  visits  the  house,  not 
its  inmates;  and  his  mode  of  estimating  their  value,  is  not  a 
whit  less  preposterous  than  that  of  the  pedant  in  Hierocles, 
who,  having  a  house  to  sell,  used  to  carry  about  a  brick  in  his 
pocket  as  a  specimen.  Next  comes  the  class  who,  without  ar- 
riving at  the  dignity  of  a  park  or  a  domain,  have  been  fortunate 
enough  to  lay  up  a  store  of  gput  and  ill  health,  by  keeping 
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their  own  carriages.  They  remember  the  proud  exclamation  of 
the  Spaniard  who  fell  in  crossing  his  garden — ^^  this  comes  of 
wsdking  upon  earth," — and  carefully  abstain  from  noticing  all 
such  terrestrial  animals.  They  compose  friendships  as  Sir 
Richard  Blackmore  did  his  poems,  to  the  rumbling  of  their  car- 
riage-wheels, and  entertain  a  vague  notion  of  Damon  and  Py- 
thias, Pylades  and  Orestes,  i£neas  and  Achates,  as  gendemen 
in  easy  circumstances,  who  duly  went  to  call  on  one  another  in 
their  own  chariots,  and  ^  scrupulously  left  cards  if  either  hap- 
pened to  be  out.  In  the  third  class  are  those  petty  dignitaries, 
who,  as  a  line  must  be  drawn  somewhere,  openly  maintain  the 
double  resolution  of  only  visiting  where  a  man-servant  is  kept, 
and  a  shop  is  not  kept.  The  former  is  the  grand  desideratum. 
It  was  once  the  fashion,  says  the  author  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub, 
for  all  the  world  to  wear  shoulder-knots!  "  That  fellow  has  no 
soul,  exclaims  ant; — where  is  his  shoulder-knot?"  Exacdy 
thus  do  their  modem  imitators  doubt  whether  a  man  can  pos- 
sibly possess  a  soul  fit  for  their  sublime  notice,  unless  there  be 
a  tag,  rag,  and  bobtail,  flapping  from  his  servant^s  shoulder. 
That  D^emona  should  ^^  see  the  Moor's  complexion  in  his 
mind,"  and  fall  in  love  with  a  black,  they  condemn  as  unna- 
tural, at  the  very  moment  when  they  are  perhaps  attaching 
themselves  to  a  bUckguard,  because  they  see  a  bit  of  gold  lace 
upon  his  footman's  collar.  Last  of  all  come  the  oi  pollot — the 
can<ii/(e^-4he  rabble — ^the  lower  orders,  as  they  are  termed, 
whose  social  intercourse,  if  not  so  refined  as  that  of  their 
superiors,  is  probably  more  productive  of  enjoyment  by  its 
freedom,  luireserve,  and  exemption  from  all  heart-burning  and 
rivalry.  Knowing  that  ^^  their  miseries  can  never  lay  them 
lower,"  they  exemplify  the  meeting  of  extremes,  and  prove 
that  the  only  classes  who  taste  the  true  comforts  of  fellowship, 
arc  the  few  who  are  above  jealousy,  and  the  many  who  are  be- 
neath it. 

Nor  is  this  absurd  arrogance  by  any  means  peculiar  to  the 
country :  it  exists  in  full  force  among  the  middling  classes  of 
London,  particularly  in  the  city,  where,  indeed,  the  virus  of  the 
disease  might  be  expected  to  manifest  itself  with  peculiar  ma- 
lignity. Le  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme  is  there  daily  enacted  with 
even  more  farcical  pretension  than  Moliere  would  have  ven- 
tured to  delineate ;  and  I  have  often  seei^  substantial  citizens, 
after  laughing  heartily  in  the  theatre  at  the  representation  of 
High  Life  Below  Stairs,  return  home  to  perform,  in  their  own 
persons,  the  very  follies  which  they  had  ridiculed  in  their  in- 
feriors. Some  of  your  readers,  Mr.  Editor,  may  perhaps  recol- 
lect an  awful  and  august  conclave  of  saltatory  civic  magnificos, 
who  ycleped  themselves  the  City  Assembly,  and  held  their  solemn 
festivities  beneath  the  appropriate  roof  of  Haberdasher's  Hall, 
Vol.  U.  No.  8.-^1831.  S 
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deep  in  the  labyrinth  of  some  lane  witliin  lanes,  whose  name 
have  forgotten.  It  was  the  Selectee  e  Feterisj  or  rather  the  Selectee 
i  Profanisy  of  Cheapside  and  Broad^treet:  to  be  a  member  was 
the  summit  of  civic  ambition,  and  happy  was  the  mercantile 
aspirant  who  could  even  get  a  ticket  for  admission  once  in  tiie 
season.  Upon  the  old  principle,  that  to  be  sociable  you  must 
be  exclusive,  brokers  and  persons  standing  behind  a  counter 
were,  by  the  rules  of  the  establishment,  declared  inadmissible^ 
vd  many  a  long  debate  do  I  remember  among  these  ^'  potent, 
grave,  and  reverend  signiors,''  on  the  important  points,  whether 
certain  merchant-brokers  of  indisputable  wealth  came  withia 
the  first  exception;  and  whether  bankers,  though  avowedly 
within  the  letter,  were  embraced  by  the  spirit  of  the  second* 
As  Tyre,  Sidon,  Palmyra,  and  Carthage,  have  been  swept  away, 
we  cannot  so  much  wonder  that  tiie  City  Assembly,  with  all  its 
plums,  diamonds,  lord-mayors,  aldermen,  gorgeousness,  vul* 
gari^,  and  pride  of  dunghill  aristocracy  has  ceased  to  exist;  or 
that  Its  equally  dull  and  narrow-minded  rival,  the  London,  has 
shared  its  fate.  But  their  spirit  survives;— **  even  in  their 
ashes  live  their  wonted  fires,^'  and  the  prostration  of  mind  with 
which  their  worthy  descendants  fall  down  before  any  golden 
calf,  would  have  done  honour  to  the  worshippers  of  BaaL 
Walkine  lately  with  one  of  these  gentry  in  the  City,  I  was  as- 
tonished at  finding  myself  suddenly  thrust  out  into  the  kennel, 
that  we  mi^ht  give  the  wall  to  a  pompous  little  porpus,  whom 
my  companion  saluted  with  a  profound  respect.  ^^  That,^^  said 
he,  drawing  himself  up  with  a  proud  consciousness  of  the 
honour  he  had  received  in  being  noticed,  ^^  that  is  Alderman 
Calypash;  he  is  worth  at  least  ten  thousand  a-year." — ^^  I  am 
glad  of  it,"  I  replied,  ^^  as  but  for  that  circumstance,  he  would 
not  be  worth  any  thing  whatever."  But  who  shall  describe  the 
anxious  reverence  with  which  he  approached,  or  the  cringing 
and  crawling  with  which  he  attempted  to  win  the  eye  of  some 
high-priest  of  Mammon,  some  Croesus  of  the  synagogue,  as  we 
elbowed  our  way  through  Jews  and  Gentiles,  to  get  a  peep  of 
him  upon  Xhange.  "  He  is  worth  a  million,"  said  my  inform- 
ant, as  soon  as  his  feelings  allowed  him  to  give  utterance  to 
the  tremendous  word.  ^^  Be  satisfied,"  I  replied;  ^  you  are  still 
richer,  for  you  can  afford  a  clean  shirt"  Among  women, 
where  wealth  admits  of  more  obvious  manifestation  by  ex- 
ternal signs,  it  attracts  a  deference  equally  unqualified,  and  I 
have  often  amused  myself  with  following  an  expensively  dressed 
female,  and  marking  the  effect  of  her  magnificence  upon  those 
whom  she  encountered.  On  the  faces  of  the  more  amiable  of 
her  own  sex,  I  have  read  unaffected  admiration  of  the  display, 
mixed  with  some  shadowings  of  regret  that  they  could  not,  by 
an  equally  costiy  style  of  dress,  participate  in  the  happiness 
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which  they  GODceive  to  be  its  inevitabk  concomitant;  but  it 
must  be  confessed  that  the  sreater  number  of  countenances 
expressed  an  angry  scrutiny,  mat  seemed  to  measure  the  value, 
per  yard,  of  every  lace  and  satin,  while  in  the  eagerness  to  de- 
preciate that  which  they  could  not  hope  to  rival,  I  have  moie 
than  once  caught  mutterings  o£— *<  the  veil  is  only  a  net-lace 
after  all;''  or  ^^  the  trimming  of  the  pellisse  is  nothing  but  cot- 
ton velvet." 

One  would  have  thought  it  hard  enough  that  the  insatisd>Ie 
demands  of  government  should  consume  so  much  of  our  sub^ 
stance,  and  drink  up  the  very  life-springs  of  our  hospitadity ;  and 
certainly  we  might  as  well  have  had  popery  at  once  as  the 
national  debt,  for  it  condemns  us  to  as  many  fast-days  without 
affor^ng  us  any  chance  of  absolution.  It  is  a  mill-stone  around 
the  neck  of  our  social  system ;  it  compels  us,  like  Dutch  male- 
factors, to  pump  ourselves  to  death,  that  we  may  keep  our 
heads  above  water;  it  has  destroyed  more  good  dinners  than 
die  worst  cfx>k  in  Christendom;  it  squats  itself  in  the  middle  of 
our  kitchen-grate,  like  a  huge  night-mare,  and  with  one  hand 
stops  die  smoke-jack,  while  with  the  other  it  rakes  out  the  fire; 
^t  compels  us  to  shut  the  door  in  the  ftces  of  our  friends,  that 
we  may  open  diem  to  the  tax-gatherer.  And  yet,  as  if  the 
bounds  of  joviality  and  companionship  were  not  sufficiently 
circumscribed  by  this  voracious  monster,  we  must  voluntari^- 
narrow  them  sffl  further,  byacknowled^ng  the  supremacy  of  a 
new  fiend— 4he  daemon  of  Luxury.  Enjoyment  ot  our  friends' 
society  was  formeriy  considered  the  rational  object  of  a  dinna*- 
party;  but  you  now  invite  diem  that  you  may  eidiibit  your 
superior  magnificence,  and,  by  exciting  dieir  envy  or  anger,  do 
your  best  towards  converting  them  into  enemies.  Sir  Balaam's 
frugal  but  substantial  meak  have  been  long  exploded,  and  the 
reign  of  alternate  iasts  and  feasts  has  been  substituted:— ser- 
vants and  horses  are  half-starved,  and  friends  wholly  excluded 
for  a  month,  that  the  doors  may  be  thrown  open  for  one  day  of 
emulous  ostentation.  I  never  sit  beside  a  silver  plateau,  (too 
often  a  compound  of  meanness  and  vanity — ^a  show}%  but  sorry 
substitute  for  solid  fare)  without  fancying  that  I  hear  tite 
gmmbling  of  the  numerous  stomachs  at  whose  expense  it  has 
been  purchased;  nor  can  I  be  easily  brought  to  acknowledge 
iht  wisdom  of  either  giving  or  receiving  one  gprand  dinner  where 
tiiere  were  formerly  five  pleasant  ones.  Here,  again,  is  another 
pervading  cause  of  the  sullenness  and  unsociability  of  which 
we  are  accused;— conviviality  is  exchanged  for  competition— 
hospit^dhy,  unless  it  mean  to  finish  its  career  in  the  King's 
Bench,  must  be  frequendy  ni^;ardly,  that  it  mav  be  occasionaBy 
gorgeous  ;— 4md  the  apple  of  discord  is  thrown  down  upon  every 
taMe  long  before  the  appearance  of  the  dessert.    Tomkins  re- 
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fuses  to  visit  Simkins,  because  the  latter  gives  French  unties, 
which  he  cannot  aiFord  to  retaliate  j  and  Huggins  withholds  the 
light  of  his  countenance  from  Briggs,  because  he  never  gives 
him  asecond  course,  although  he  always  provided  one  for  the  said 
Briggs  at  his  own  house.  Nay,  so  minute  are  these  balancings 
and  calculations,  that  they  even  take  cognizance  of  fractioiul 
parts.  "  Excessively  shabby  of  Mrs.  Brown,"  I  once  heard  a 
lady  exclaim,  "  to  give  us  a  dinner  of  five  and  seven,  when  she 
had  two  courses  of  seven  and  nine  at  my  house,  and  her  party- 
more  numerous  than  mine  too."  Upon  inquiry,  I  learnt  that 
these  accurate  numbers  had  reference  to  the  dishes  with  which 
the  table  was  covered.  All  the  infinite  combinations  of  the 
kaleidoscope  are  produced  by  the  same  few  materiak;  and  on 
peeping  into  the  heart  of  an  Englishman,  it  will  be  found  that 
all  the  disguises,  changes,  and  varieties,  of  which  we  have  been 
endeavouring  to  afford  a  partial  glimpse,  are  but  new  modifica- 
tions of  the  old  element — ^pride. 

Misfortunes  never  come  single.  Taxation  and  luxury  had  no 
sooner  laid  their  benumbing  hands  on  our  social  system,  than 
fashion  introduced  late  dinner-hours;  and  these,  as  if  to  give 
the  death-blow  to  all  that  remained  of  genuine  unsophisticated 
sociability,  exploded  suppers.  Suppers — ^those  unpretending, 
economical  parties  which  could  be  often  afforded,  and  yet  never 
seemed  to  be  sufficiently  frequent, — ^those  only  meals  to  which 
women,  by  their  continued  presence,  imparted  a  thousand 
charms,  substituting  the  Muses  and  the  Graces  for  the  worship 
of  Bacchus,  uniting  decorum  with  hilarity,  compelling  their 
male  associates  to  forego  the  eternal  discussion  of  politics  and 
business,  and  condescend,  for  once,  to  be  unanimous  in  the  de- 
termination to  be  vivacious  and  happy.  Then  was  it  that  the 
song  went  round,  and  the  hastily  prepared  dance,  doubly  de- 
lightful because  unpremeditated,  afforded  sufficient  gratification 
to  the  most  resolute  votaries  of  Terpsichore,  and  yet  allowed 
them  to  seek  their  beds  in  sober  time,  without  injuring  their 
health  or  encroaching  upon  their  next  day's  duties.  I  am  old 
enough  to  remember  when  these  truly  festive  entertainments 
were  common  as  the  flowers  in  May ;  and  vulgar  enough  to 
regret  the  temperate  bowl  of  punch  which  in  many  families  was 
duly  administered,  when  the  party  was  not  sufficiently  numerous 
to  justify  more  vigorous  demonstrations  of  enjoyment.  Routs, 
ices,  and  sour  negus  are  miserable  substitutes  for  these  noctes 
coenccaue  Detim,  They  have  passed  away,  and  with  them  has 
fled  ttie  soul  of  all  gallant  and  hilarious  sociality. 

Even  in  our  domestic  circles  we  resemble  the  asymptotical 
lines,  which  perpetually  approach  without  ever  effecting  a  com- 
plete union.  We  have  litde  family  cordiality  after  we  become 
old  enough  to  set  up  a  pride  of  our  own.    Sons  will  not  marry 
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until  they  can  maintain  a  separate  establishment;  they  would 
hold  it  a  degradation  to  bring  their  wives  under  the  paternal 
roof;  and  as  they  cannot  afford  to  gratify  their  anti-social  feeU 
ings  without  a  considerable  independence,  many,  of  course, 
remain  unmarried.  Hence  the  number  of  profligate  yotmg  men, 
and  disappointed  and  unhappy  young  women  inevitably  destined 
to  become  old  maids.  In  France,  the  married  sons  and  daugh- 
ters arc  frequendy  collected  together  in  the  large  old  family 
mansion;  and  in  those  patriarchal  establishments  I  have  often 
found  a  harmony  and  domestic  happiness  for  which  I  have  look- 
ed in  vain  in  the  disunited  union  by  which  the  different  branches 
of  an  English  family  are  fiihisily  held  together.  By  the  ar- 
rangement that  prevails  abroad,  the  venerable  parents  of  the 
society  insure  solace  and  protection  until  they  die,  in  the  midst 
of  their  descendants;  while  in  England  their  offspring  fly  from 
them  one  by  one,  until  they  are  left  in  the  utmost  social  need  of 
their  old  age,  lonely  and  desolate.  Affection  in  the  one  country 
seems  to  be  centripetal;  while  with  us  it  is  centrifugal.  Pride, 
churlishness,  and  hauteur^  are  equally  perceptible  in  our  demea- 
nour towardis  inferiors  and  domestics,  as  compared  with  the 
frank  benignity  and  condescension  which  they  invariably  expe- 
rience upon  the  Continent.— •"  Surely,"  exdaims  some  starch 
personification  of  cold  pride  and  ignoiiant  prejudice,  ^^  surely 
you  would  not  recommend  familiarity  with  servants."  Fami- 
liarity, thou  most  rigid  formalist,  is  a  comparative  term.  My 
old  schoolmaster  used  often  to  tell  me  that  there  were  many  de- 
grees of  intermediate  solidity  between  a  Westphalia  ham  and  a 
whip-syllabub;  so  are  there  between  the  familiarity  that  breeds 
contempt  and  that  which  generates  an  unreserved  but  respectful 
attachment.  How  often  have  I  seen  Italians  shrug  up  their 
shoulders,  and  utter  exclamations  of  surprise,  when  an  English 
barouche  passed  them,  with  its  broad-shoiildered  owner  lolling 
at  his  ease  inside,  while  the  lady^s  maid  was  tanning  in  the  sun, 
or  biding  the  pelting  of  the  storm  in  the  dickey  outside.  Their 
respect  for  the  sex  knows  not  these  paltry  disdnctions  of  rank ; 
theirs  is  the  genuine  gallantry  of  feeling;  ours  is  the  spurious 
one  of  manners  and  externals.  Proofs  crowd  upon  me :  but  I 
have  occupied  enough  of  your  pages,  and  I  feel  that  I  have  es- 
tablished my  assertion.  I  have  weighed  thee,  John  Bull,  in  the 
scale  of  nations ;  I  have  tried  thee  by  a  foreign  test,  and  of  pride 
and  unsociablenesa  thou  art  finaUy  convicted.  H. 
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Some  of  the  pleasantest  moments  in  life  are  those  which  in* 
tervene  between  the  arrival  of  the  post  and  the  opening  a  letter* 
It  is  the  prettiest  flurry — ^the  happiest  mixture  of  gratification 
and  suspense.  We  love  to  tcqr  with  our  own  impatience,  and 
prolong  our  uncertainty  by  the  very  means  which  we  take  to 
end  it.  To  look  at  the  date  on  the  franked  cover — (a  franked 
letter  is  the  best  because  the  longest) — ^to  find  that  that  teUa  us 
nothing,  for,  no  disrespect  to  noble  lords  and  honourable  gen- 
tlemen, they  are  often  sufficiendy  unintelligible;  then  to  turn 
to  the  seal,  and  learn  from  the  aristocratic  coat  of  arms,  the 
finely  cut  head,  or  the  pretty  womanly  device,  which  of  our 
correspondents  is  to  charm  us  by  kindness,  or  amuse  us  by  wit; 
and  then  to  cut  carefully  round  the  seal,  or  tear  it  hastily  open, 
according  as  the  writer  is  more  or  less  dear.  All  this  is  de- 
lightful. The  very  aidjuncts  come  in  for  a  share  in  our  love. 
Seals,  for  instance,  are  always  interesting.  Many  of  the  an- 
tique heads  have  a  grace  and  beauty  quite  inimitable;  a  letter 
sealed  with  such  a  one  conveys  a  valuable  present ;  and  some 
of  the  modems  are  almost  equally  lovely.  Milton's  fine  face 
makes  as  fine  a  seal;  so  does  KaphaePs.  I  wonder  whether  any 
one  has  ever  adopted  the  beautiful  head  of  Cardinal  Benti- 
voglio,  with  the  name  for  a  motto — ^^  Ben'  ti  voglio;"  the  con- 
ceit seems  too  obvious  to  have  escaped  notice.  Of  the  coimt- 
less  hieroglyphics  which  ladies  use,  that  which  pleases  me  best 
is  the  heart's-ease,  a  simple  litde  flower,  easy  to  imitate  and 
difficult  to  mistake,  whose  rounded  and  shapely  blossom  con- 
trasts well  with  the  slender  truncated  leaves,  and  which  is  so 
fertile  in  pleasant  associations  as  to  require  no  motto.  Heart's* 
ease,  pens6e,  viola  tricolor,  love  ki  idleness — no  flower  is  so 
rich  in  pretty  names.  Such  a  seal  is  fit  for  all  ages,  occasions, 
and  conditions,  partaking  of  the  nature  of  the  charming  litde 
plant,  which  flourishes  alike  in  field  or  garden,  and  continues 
m  bloom  half  the  year  round.  Hand-writings  are  more  inte- 
resting still,  even  tiiose  on  tiie  outside  of  letters.  What  infinite 
variety!  what  shades  of  difference!  what  family  likenesses! 
what  striking  contrasts !  The  best  and  the  worst  that  I  ever 
saw  were  those  of  two  of  our  greatest  scholars,  the  late  Pro- 
fessor Porson  and  Dr.  P.  The  Professor's  was  clear,  delicate, 
and  beautiful;  as  fine,  I  suppose,  as  the  Greek  character  for 
which  he  was  so  celebrated :  the  Doctor's  is  utterly  indescrib- 
able. The  specimen,  with  a  sight  of  which  I  was  favoured,  was 
a  letter  to  a  friend,  which  did  not,  to  my  eyes  at  least,  afford 
the  slightest  clue  as  to  the  language  in  which  it  was  written:  I 
rather  think  it  was  English;  indeed  tiiere  were  two  short 
scratches  near  the  top,  which  being  interpreted  might  meio 


On  LeUers  a$id  Letter-writers.  143 

Dear  Sir;  as  to  the  rest  of  the  epistle  it  might  have  been  called 
Arabic  with  perfect  impunity,  nobody  could  have  proved  that 
the  character  belonged  to  any  other  tongue ;  I  question  whe- 
ther the  learned  Doctor  himself  could  have  decyphered  it  two 
days  after  date.  Lawyers  generally  write  a  good  deal  alike,  so 
do  young  ladies  under  twenty.  But  what  a  contrast  between 
the  short,  stiff,  compact,  upright  characters  of  the  oae  class,  and 
the  fine,  free,  flowing  lines — ^the  absolute  copper-plate  of  the 
other :  ^^  As  light  and  slender  as  her  jasmines  grow."  The  sub^* 
jects  on  which  they  write  are  not  more  different. 

Next  to  receiving  a  letter  from  a  favourite  correspondent  is 
the  pleasure  of  writing  one — a  pleasure  which,  in  every  sense 
of  the  word,  does  the  heart  good.  How  delightful  it  is  to  sit 
down  and  pratde  to  a  dear  friend  just  as  clu'elessly  as  if  we  were 
seated  in  real  talk,  with  our  feet  on  the  fender,  by  that  glim- 
mering fire-light  when  talk  comes  freest;  sure  that  every  half 
word  will  be  understood,  that  every  trifle  will  interest,  and 
every  story  amuse;  feeling,  as  it  were,  an  echo  in  the  mind 
which  tells  what  will  be  the  answer;  seeing,  as  in  a  camera 
lucida,  the  reflection  produced.  How  delightful  it  is  to  pour 
out  all  one^s  thoughts  and  fancies  with  such  a  certain^  of  in- 
dulgence and  sympathy;  and  with  what  a  glow  of  affection  does 
one  think  of  that  indulgent  and  sympatUzing  correspondent. 
Even  in  addresung  a  common  acquaintance  there  is  a  kindlier 
feeling,  a  courtesy  which  tends  to  endear  and  to  familiarize;  and 
to  a  friendr-^h!  one  never  loves  any  of  one^s  friends  half  so 
well  as  when  writing  to  them!  Every  act  of  kindness,  every 
amiable  quality  rushes  on  the  memory  and  the  imagination,  soft- 
ened by  the  real  absence,  and  heightened  by  the  ideal  presence. 
This  constant  sense  of  the  presence  of  her  correspondent  is  the 
greatest  charm  of  that  queen  of  letter-writers,  Madame  de  Se- 
vign^.  We  feel,  throughout,  that  every  thought,  every  word,  is 
addressed  to  one  individual,  and  to  one  only — ^the  daughter,  the 
idolized  daughter,  who  filled  that  warm  heart.  The  exquisitely 
humorous  and  entertaining  letters  of  Madame  de  Sevign6^s  ar- 
dent admirer,  Horace  Walpole,  want  this  attraction;  but  they 
have  another  which  almost  compensates  for  its  absence— that  of 
giving,  quite  unconsciously,  the  finest  possible  portrait  of  his 
own  peculiarities.  A  small  collection  of  Voltaire's  letters  is 
called  "  Voltaire  peint  par  lui-meme ;"  this  title  would  exactly 
suit  the  correspondence  of  Horace  Walpole.  There  he  stands 
with  all  his  tastes,  natural  and  artificial,  nis  love  of  lilacs  and  of 
old  china,  of  stained  glass  and  of  Charles  the  Second's  beauties, 
hb  schemes  for  flattering  court-ladies,  and  his  old  bachelor 
ways;  his  delicious  vanity,  his  amusing  stinginess,  his  good- 
humour  and  his  bad.  We  are  as  perfecdy  acquainted  with 
Strawberry  HiU  and  its  master,  from  reading  his  letters',  as  if 
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we  'had  lived  there  with  him  all  our  lives,  especially  from  the 
letters  to  Mr.  Cole,  where  he  lets  himself  out  more  completely 
than  any  where  else,  lays  aside  his  civility  with  his  court-dress, 
and  puts  on  superciliousness  with  his  night-gown  and  slippers. 
One  of  the  most  entertaining  collections  of  noble  epistles  is 
that  of  Lord  Shaftesbury  to  Mr.  Molesworth.  His  Lordship  had 
been  advised  to  marry,  and  had  fixed  his  attention  on  a  cousin 
of  his  correspondent's,  whom  he  employed  as  his  plenipotentiary 
in  the  affair.  Nothing  can  be  more  diverting  than  the  way  in 
which  this  grave  philosopher,  politician,  and  valetudinarian  sets, 
about  making  the  best  of  himself  in  the  eyes  of  a  fair  lady-— his 
profound  gravity;  his  awkward  gallantry;  his  fits  of  shyness; 
the  manner  in  which  he  contrives  to  convince  every  body  that 
he  is  not  in  love,  merely  by  dint  of  repeating  that  he  is;  and, 
above  aU,  the  high  gusto  with  which  he  falls  into  politics  or 
morality,  the  return  to  the  natural  and  the  true,  from  that  which 
was  with  him  purely  factitious  and  artificial; — ^all  this  makes 
Lord  Shaftesbury's  love-affair  almost  as  diverting  as  that  of  Don 
Quixotte.'  The  Dulcinea  in  question  was  a  young  heiress,  and 
her  father  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  a  lover,  whose  strong 
mind  was  probably  as  much  a  disadvantage  as  his  infirm  body. 
He  himself  seems  sensible  that  the  report  of  his  ^^  bookishness," 
as  he  calls  it,  was  very  litde  in  his  favour,  and  endeavours  to 
erase  the  impression,  by  declaring  that  he  has  left  off  study  and 
taken  to  lady's  games.  To  prove  that  his  offer  was  disinterested, 
as  soon  as  his  first  courtship  was  fairly  over,  he  made  his  ad- 
dresses to  a  lady  of  small  fortune,  by  whom  he  was  accepted. 
He  was  too  lucky  in  getting  any  wife;  he  deserved  to  have  died 
an  old  bachelor,  if  only  for  saying  a  short  time  after  his  wed- 
ding, by  way  of  compliment  to  the  state,  that  he  was  almost  as 
comfortable  after  marriage  as  before,  at  which  he  seems  tolera- 
bly astonished.  The  best  thing  in  Lord  Shaftesbury's  letters  is 
his  theory  of  letter-writing.  He  says  to  Mr.  Molesworth,  *'  It 
is  really  a  solemn  law  which  I  impose  on  myself,  in  respect  of 
my  near  friends,  never  to  write  but  with  the  freedom,  hastiness, 
and  incorrectness  of  common  talk,  that  they  may  have  aU  as  it 
comes  uppermost;  and  for  this  I  can  appeal  to  my  late  letters 
and  all  that  I  have  writ  you  on  my  love-subject,  for  I  am  con- 
fident I  never  so  much  as  read  over  one  that  I  wrote  you  on 
that  head."  If  ever  this  theory  was  completely  carried  into 
practice  it  was  by  Cowper,  in  those  letters  which  throw  open  so 
charmingly  his  most  charming  character,  and  which  have  all  the 
peculiar  merits  of  his  poetry,  with  a  tenderness  and  sweetness, 
a  spirit  of  indulgence  and  of  love  to  his  kind,  which  his  poetry 
has  not.  That  love  returns  with  interest  upon  its  author.  No 
one  can  read  his  happier  letters  without  feeling  almost  a  per- 
sonal affection  for  the  man  who  wrote  them,  whilst  those  in 
which  his  bright  spirit  was  clouded  excite  a  painful  pity,  an 
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overwhelming  foreboding  of  his  fate  which  strikes  cold  to  the 
very  heart.  I  know  no  tragedy,  not  even  Lear,  so  pathetic  as 
the  real  history  of  Cowper, 

I  believe  there  is  no  regular  collection  of  Hume^s  letters. "^ 
They  are  found  sometimes  scattered  in  different  books,  vigorous, 
lively,  and  healthy  as  self-sown  flowers.  One  of  them  in  Du- 
gald  Stewart^s  Life  of  Adam  Smith  is  singularly  delightful, 
Mr.  Hume  wrote  to  inform  his  friend  of  the  success  of  the 
Theory  of  Moral  Sentiments ;  and  the  manner  in  which  he  dal- 
lies with  the  good  news,  the  pretty  trifling,  the  sportive  tossing 
about,  are  as  graceful  and  good-humoured  as  the  frolics  of  a 
child  at  play  with  a  cowslip-ball.  One  can  conceive  nothing 
more  gratifying  to  literary  ambition  than  to  be  told  of  such  a 
triumph  by  such  a  correspondent.  Gray's  letters  arc  very  clever, 
very  poetical,  very  picturesque,  but  they  want  the  good-nature, 
the  constitutional  kindliness :  respect  and  admire  him  we  must, 
and  we  do ;  but  to  love  a  man  dead  or  alive  it  is  necessary  that 
he  should  know  how  to  love  too.  In  this  point  of  view  Dr.  John- 
son's are  admirable.  Their  style  is,  to  be  sure,  any  thing  ratlicr 
than  epistolary,  but  they  seem  always  written  either  to  do  good 
or  to  give  pleasure,  and  the  kindness  and  condescension  of  some 
of  them — that  in  a  large  round  hand  to  Mr.  Boswell's  little  girl 
for  example,  can  never  be  sufficiently  praised. 

Richardson^s  correspondence  has  been  called  disappointing. 
What  did  his  readers  expect  ?  What  did  they  desire  ?  Surely 
more  news  of  their  old  acquaintance;  of  Lovelace  and  Clarissa, 
of  Clementina  and  Sir  Charles.  Richardson  is  himself  so  com- 
pletely identified  with  his  personages,  that  one  has  scarcely  any 
other  idea  of  him  than  as  a  sort  of  male  grandmamma  Shirley, 
nor  of  his  flower-garden  of  young  ladies,  thin  as  so  many  Lucy 
and  Nancy  Selby's,  and  Patty  and  Kitty  Holles's  in  reallife. 
We  expect  them  to  talk  all  Clarissa  and  Sir  Charles  Grandison, 
varied  with  a  little  touch  of  Pamela.  They  do  so,  and  we 
ought  to  like  them  the  better  for  it.  I  don't  suppose  tliey 
would  talk  half  so  well  on  any  oflier  subject.  Then  there  is  the 
delightful  flirtation  with  Lady  Bradshaigh!  The  whole  range 
of  English  comedy  does  not  contain  a  more  ridiculous  situation 
than  that  of  poor  Richardson  fretting  and  fuming  in  the  Park, 
wiuUt  his  treacherous  Incognita  is  surveying  him  snugly  at  her 
leisure.  And  his  doleful  complaint!  and  her  coquettish  apo- 
logy! and  the  quarrel!  and  the  reconciliation!  Oh!  there  is 
nothing  better  in  Congreve.  Four  letters  from  Mrs.  Klopstock 
in  this  collection  are  indescribably  sweet  and  touching;  her 
character,  her  situation,  her  early  death,  have  an  interest  much 
heightened  by  her  pretty  foreign  idiom.     I  doubt  whether  any 

•  Oiir  Correspondent  is  mistaken.    An  interesting  volume  of  Hume's  private 
roirespondence  was  published  last  year. 
Vol.  n.  No.  8.— 1821.  T 
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Englishwoman  could  write  English  so  beautifully— she  would 
want  the  charming  imperfection;  and  I  am  afraid,  in  spite  of 
the  gallant  compliments  so  often  lavished  on  female  letter* 
writing,  that  we  Englishwomen  are  as  inferior  to  men  in  episto- 
lary composition,  as  we  confessedly  are  in  most  other  things. 
England  has  no  Madame  de  Sevign6.  Strong  feeling  has  some- 
times struck  out  flashes  of  womanly  tenderness,  or  of  a  bold  and 
noble  spirit;  such  as  the  affecting  note  of  Lady  Russell  to  her 
husband,  or  the  manly  and  indignant  letter  of  Anne  Countess 
of  Dorset,  Pembroke,  and  Montgomery;  but  these  arc  only 
flashes.  We  have  no  Madame  de  Sevign^.  We  have,  to  be 
sure,  Ladv  M.  W,  Montagu,  whose  letters  may  vie  m^th  Pope 
and  his  whole  galaxy  for  wit,  and  surpass  them  for  ease;  and 
her  namesake,  Mrs.  Montague,  almost  as  witty  till  she  un- 
luckily became  wise;  and  Mrs.  Carter,  Miss  Talbot,  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  and  Miss  Smith,  all  so  remarkable  for  imaflected- 
ness  and  sound  good  sense;  and  Mrs.  Wolstonecraft  with  her 
dangerous  eloquence;  and  Mrs.  Grant  of  Laggan,  with  her 
vivid  picturesqueness,  and  her  fine  feeling  of  the  beautiful  and 
the  fine.  These  we  have,  and  for  diese  we  are  grateftd:  but 
we  have  no  Madame  de  Sevign6.  M. 
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There  exists,  at  present,  a  very  large  and  increasing  class  of 
readers,  for  whom  the  scattered  fragments  of  olden  time,  as  pre- 
served in  popular  and  traditionarv  tales,  possess  a  powerfiil  attrac- 
tion. The  taste  for  this  species  or  literature  has  particularly  mani- 
fested itself  of  late ;  the  stories  which  had  gjone  out  of  fashion  da- 
ring the  prevalence  of  the  prudery  and  artificial  taste  of  the  last 
century,  oegan,  at  its  close,  to  reassert  every  where  their  ancient 
empire  over  the  mind.  Our  literati  had  fancied  themselves,  and 
persuaded  the  world  to  think  itself,  too  wise  for  such  amusements 
—they  considered  themselves  as  come  to  man's  estate,  and  deter- 
mined, on  a  sadden,  to  put  away  childish  things.  The  curious  me- 
mentos of  simple  and  primitive  society,  tiie  precious  glimmerings 
of  historic  light,  which  these  invaluable  relics  nave  preserved,  were 
rejected  as  beneath  the  dignity  to  which  these  phUosopkers  aspired ; 
and  even  children  began  to  be  fed  with  a  stronger  diet 

A  better  taste,  say  the  patrons  of  these  blossoms  of  nature  and 
fancy,  is  now  springing  up.  Our  scholars  busy  themselves  in  tracinr 
out  the  genealogy  and  mythological  connexions  of  Tom  Thumb  an? 
Jack  the  Giant  Killer ;  and  surely  if  the  grave  and  learned  embark 
in  these  speculations,  we  are  justified  in  expecting  to  be  able  to 
welcome  uie  sera  when  our  children  shall  be  allowed  once  more  to 
regale  themselves  with  that  mild  food  which  will  enliven  their 
imaginations,  and  tempt  them  on  through  the  thorny  paths  of  edu- 
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cation  }— when  the  gay  dreams  of  fidry  innocence  shall  again  hover 
sronnd  tfaeni»  and  scientific  compendiums,  lisping  botanies,  and 
leaiting-string  mechanics,  shall  be  postponed  to  the  Delights  of  Va- 
lentine  and  Orsoo,  the  beautifal  Magalona,  or  Fair  Rosamond. 

We  are»  we  confess,  very  much  of  the  same  way  of  thiaking ;  and 
little  as  snch  pursuits  may  serve  to  square  with  the  fastidious  and 
artificial  appetites  of  metropolitan  taste,  we  cannot  deny  that  we 
have  an  eager  relish  for  the  popular  tales  of  antiquity,  for  the  green 
spots  which  they  present  in  toe  waste  behind  us,  for  those  unassum- 
ing lesends  which  speak  the  lan^age  of  simplicity,  and  evince  the 
firat  eiTorts  of  free  and  sportive  imagination. 

No  conntries  in  Europe  are  so  rich  as  the  Teutonic  tribes  of 
Germany  in  characteristic  records  of  the  various  staces  of  society 
aod  literatore,  from  the  first  putting  forth  of  the  bud  of  promise, 
to  the  fiiH  development  of  the  luxuriant  flower. 

In  England,  the  repeated  changes  in  population  and  dynasties— 
file  imij^ns  of  conquering  tribes,  and  the  consequent  adoption  or 
amalgamation  of  foreign  languages,  traditions,  and  customs,  have 
broken  much  of  the  continuity  of  its  literature,  and  rendered  ite 
stores  very  incomplete,  except  in  romance,  which  unfortunately 
was  in  all  countries  compounaed  of  verjr  similar  materials,  and  is, 
therefore,  little  distinctive  or  characteristic  of  national  peculiarities. 

Spain,  with  all  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  her  ancient  poetry  and 
romance,  can  boast  of  little  variety.  Her  population  is  combined 
of  so  many  discordant  materials;  and  we  need  not  observe,  that 
with  the  change  of  country,  traditions  quickly  become  vaoiue  and 
indistinct  The  mountain  and  the  river  must  have  its  god  or  its 
wizard;  the  rock  itself  must  wear  the  impress  of  the  devil's  hoof 
or  the  giant's  leap,  if  the  legend  is  to  be  perpetuated ;  and  the  gos* 
sippinff  chronicler  will  make  little  impression  on  the  gaping  circle 
around  him,  unless  he  can  localize  and  illustrate  his  story  by  natu- 
ral landmarks.  The  oldest  Spanish  literature  consists,  therefore, 
merely  of  demi-historic  romance,  founded  on  tales  of  contemporary 
martial  enterprise.  Their  love-notes  are  rather  those  of  luxury  and 
artificial  society,  than  of  -  native  simplicity;  and  the  ornamental 
feattores  of  their  poetry  bear  the  manifest  characters  of  Arabian 
polish. 

France  has  still  less  variety  and  interest  in  her  ancient  litera- 
ture. She  has,  indeed,  always  appeared  to  despise  it.  Littie, 
scarcely  any,  trace  remains  of  the  original  Franks.  The  genuine 
Norman  tribes  are  as  little  known  by  any  record  which  they  have 
leftbehii^  them;  and  the  gay  stories  or  the  Trouveurs,  and  the 
lays  of  their  more  frivolous  and  metaphysic  brethren,  the  Trouba- 
dours, constitute  all  that  possesses  any  kind  of  interest  till  we- 
reach  the  «ra  of  genuine  romance. 

But  the  Teutonic  nations  have  been  much  more  fortunate  in 
preserving  their  infant  treasures,  as  well  as  the  brighter  ornaments 
of  their  youthful  lera  of  fuicy  and  imagination. 

Their  oldest  relics  are  those  which  belone  to  Pasan  mythology, 
and  record  the  elories  of  Argard  and  Valhalla-Hind  from  them  we 
have  a  gradual  introduction  and  progress  of  the  milder  spirit  of 
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Ckiristtanity,  till  at  length  the  new  religion  is  firmlj;  seated  in  die 
Gothic  temples,  to  the  entire  exclusion  of  the  ancient  objects  of 
adoration. 
Then  come  the  Legendary  Romances,  or  Chronicles  of  the  ex- 

tloits  of  the  Franks,  the  Longobards,  the  Burgundians,  and  the 
Luiis— the  venerable  traditions  embodied  in  the  Heldenburt  and 
the  Niebelingen  Lied,  which  are  echoed  in  the  Scandinavian  Sagas, 
and  bad  probably  been  current,  or  at  least  orally  familiar,  for  cen- 
turies before  the  actual  date  to  which  we  can  with  certainty  refer 
any  of  the  works  now  extant.  For  ourselves,  we  have  no  hesita- 
tion in  believing  that  we  see  in  them  the  subjects,  at  least  many  ol" 
the  songs,  commemorated  by  Tacitus,  and  the  <*  barbara  etanti- 
quissima  Carmina,  quibus  veterum  regum  actus  et  bellacanebao- 
tur,"  which  Eginhart  mentions  Charlemagne  to  have  carefully  col- 
lected and  recorded.  Unfortunately  the  bigotry  of  his  son  and 
successor,  Lewis,  was  powerfully  exercised  in  the  destruction  of 
these  precious  relics,  and  what  is  left  owes  not  its  preservation  to 
the  patronage  of  kings  and  emperors.  The  people,  moreover,  retain- 
ed tneir  love  for  their  native  tongue ;  they  sung  of  woods  and  wilds, 
of  heroes,  and  war,  and  conquests,  so  that> 

Yet  fragments  of  the  lofty  strain 

Float  down  the  stream  of  years. 
As  buoyant  on  the  stormy  main 

A  parted  wreck  ^>pears. 

The  church  was  more  politic  than  Lewis,  and  endeavoured  to 
turn  the  taste  for  song  to  pious  uses,  by  enlistins;  it  in  the  service 
of  the  Christian  faith.  With  this  design  Ottfried  founded  the  new 
school  of  Rhyming  Legends  and  Contes  Devots. 

Among  the  most  venerable  remains  of  ancient  Teutonic  litera- 
ture, we  should  rank  the  abundant  stores  of  popular  legends  and 
traditions,  which  often  preserve  most  curious  illustrations  of  hea- 
then mythology,  and  still  more  frequently  exhibit  it  in  a  most  in- 
congruous combination  with  the  Christian  faith. 

Under  this  last  head  we  may  also  notice  the  beautiful  collection 
of  Nursery  Literature  (chiefly  consisting  of  Fairy  Tales)  which 
has  lately  been  edited  with  so  much  care  by  Messrs.  urimm.  These, 
too,  have  attracted  great  attention :  though  we  have  long  left  our 
nurseries,  we  retain  our  best  relish  for  these  tales,  and  hardly  know 
^yhether  to  admire  most  their  interest  as  works  of  fiction,  or  their 
literary  value  as  bearing  on  ancient  mythos  and  supei*stition. 

The  Germans  are  by  no  means  deficient  in  the  genuine  class  of 
Chivalric  Romances,  which  has  nearly  the  same  general  features 
in  every  country.  Those,  however,  which  are  of  purely  Teutonic 
origin,  are  not  the  least  interesting;  and  the  style  in  which  they 
are  written,  and  the  character  of  their  incidents  and  machinery, 
will  often  perplex  the  theories  of  the  various  controversialists  on 
the  rival  systems  concerning  the  sources  of  romantic  fiction  and 
embellishment. 

The  Troubadour  age  of  German  poetry,  the  reign  of  the  "  Frau 
Minne"  [Lady  LoveJ  is  usually  associated  with  the  last  period, 
although  m  fact  its  predecessor.    Every  feature  which  is  aomired 
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as  chaimcteristieallj  beautiful  in  the  Southern  Minstrels,  is  to  be 
reeog;iiised  in  the  productions  of  their  northern  imitations,  during 
the  l^th,  ISth,  and  part  of  the  14th  centuries.  The  exercise  of 
poetic  talent  was  now  in  some  measure  diverted  from  the  exploits 
of  savage  heroes  and  warriors  to  the  cultivation  of  the  domestic 
affections*  Such  subjects  had  interest  every  where ;  the  poet  ac- 
cordiBglj  became  the  favourite  of  ail  ranks. 

And  tuned  to  please  a  peasant's  ear. 

The  harp  a  king  had  deig^'d  to  hear. 

This  may  truly  be  styled  Ae  splendid  age  of  Teutonie  poetry, 
blending  tfie  narrative  interest  of  the  Trouveurs  with  the  more  ab- 
stract and  devotional  gallantry  of  the  Spanish  and  French  Trouba- 
dours. If  the  Red  Rose  of  Provence  has  been  cherished  and  un- 
ceasingly cultivated,  equal  care  might  and  ou^ht  to  be  bestowed  on 
the  White  Rose  of  Germany ;  and  we  shall  with  pleasure  embrace 
an  opportunity  of  introducing  the  Minne-Lieders  (of  whose  produc* 
tions  we  have  amused  ourselves  in  translating  a  lai^e  store)  to  take 
their  station  by  the  ude  of  the  worth^s  from  the  south,  whose  pro* 
ductions  we  noticed  in  a  late  number. 

Thus  is  exhibited  a  complete  cyclus  of  ancient  indigenous  litera*- 
tare,  singularly  various  and  characteristic  of  the  progress  of  a 
people  through  all  its  stages  of  civilization,  and  marking  most  of 
the  impressions  which  the  events  and  institutions  of  the  middle 
ages  successively  imparted. 

To  all  this  succeeoed  ^with  the  accession  of  the  house  of  Haps- 
bur^)  a  long  period  of  indolence  or  perverted  industry,  which  may, 
however,  have  had  its  use  in  preserving  many  of  the  remains  of 
higher  antiquity,  to  which  a  more  modem  and  popular  literature 
would  probably  have  become  a  dangerous  rival. 

We  must,  however,  hasten  to  recur  to  the  subject  with  which  we 
opened  these  remarks,  and  in  which  we  intended  principally  to  bear 
our  testimony  in  favour  of  the  popular  legends  or  *'  volks  saeen,"  of 
which  the  store  is  (thanks  to  tne  industry  of  our  German  friends) 
now  so  abundant.  None  rank  higher  in  our  estimation  than  those 
which  have  been  handed  down  from  the  remotest  antiquity  among 
the  inhabitants  of  the  mountainous  wilds  of  the  Hartz  Forest  We 
need  hardly  observe  how  peculiarly  these  picturesque  regions  are 
adapted  to  the  growth  of  those  airy  fabrics  of  the  fancy.  Such 
spots  have  always  been  the  fairy-land  of  the  imagination  Where 
Nature  assumes  her  wildest  ana  sublimest  features,  there  also  has 
the  genius  of  man  ever  expanded  its  boldest  conceptions.  Even 
liis  superstitions  bear  an  elevated  character,  and  the  phantoms  of 
his  brain  are  of  noble  port, 

'<Like  ghaist  of  Fian  brim 
That  stride  fiae  craig  to  cleugh,  hung  round 
Wi'  gloamin  vs^iors  dim." 

These  tales  have  been  collected  and  illustrated  by  more  than 
one  careful  hand,  but  more  particularly  by  Otman;  and  we  shall 
make  no  apology  for  presenting  to  the  notice  of  our  readers  one  of 
these  wild-flowers,  which  Geoffrey  Crayon  has  with  merciless  liand 
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Iftken  from  its  iiatiTe  soil,  and  tmnsplanted  without  aeknoiriedg- 
ment  into  the  more  cultivated  parterre  of  his  sketch-book*  under 
the  title  of  "  Rip  van  Winkle.'^ 

THE   GOATHERD. 

Peter  Glaus,  a  goatherd  of  Sittenbur^  who  tended  his  lock  on 
the  Ryffhaus  mountain,  used  to  drive  it  every  evening  to  a  wild 
spot,  surrounded  hj  a  ruined  wall,  where  he  numbered  his  charge 
and  left  it  to  rest  for  the  nieht 

For  some  days  he  had  observed  that  one  of  his  prettiest  kids 
vanished  soon  after  she  arrived  at  this  place,  and  appeared  last  of 
all  the  herd  in  tiie  morning.  He  watched  her  more  closely,  and  saw 
that  she  escuied  through  a  cleft  in  the  wall.  He  foUowM  her  into 
a  cavern,  ana  found  her  busily  engaged  in  picking  up  and  eating 
the  oat-kemels  which  fell  in  continuid  showers  from  the  roof.  He 
looked  upwards,  the  com  rattled  about  his  head,  but  with  all  his 
curiosity  the  darkness  prevented  his  discovering  any  thin^  more. 
He  listened,  and  at  leneth  heard  the  neighing  and  stamping  of  a 
high-bred  horse,  from  whose  manger  he  now  guessed  that  tiie  oats 

The  goatherd  stood  fixed  in  astonishment.  Whence  could  this 
horse  have  found  its  way  through  the  almost  trackless  mountains 
that  surrounded  him  P  Presently  appeared  a  dwarf  who  made  signs 
to  him  to  follow.  Peter  entered  the  cave,  and  passed  first  into  a 
court  surrounded  by  high  walls,  and  thence  to  a  valley  embosomed 
in  lofty  ridges  of  rock,  and  overshadowed  by  thick  foliage,  through 
wliich  only  a  scanty  twilight  made  its  way.  Here  on  the  cool  plat 
of  turf  were  twelve  knights  of  grave  deportment,  who  interchan^ 
not  a  single  word,  but  busied  themselves  in  plAjin^  At  nine  pins. 
Peter  was  ordered  by  sims  to  employ  himself  in  fetching  the  bowl. 

At  first  his  heart  quaked,  and  nis  knees  trembled  as  he  slide  a 
sidelone  glance  at  the  long  beards  and  slashed  doublets  of  tiie 
venerable  knights.  Hj  degrees  he  became  bolder,  he  snatched 
hasty  glances  around  him,  and  at  length  became  hardy  enough  to 
drink  from  a  can  that  stood  near  him,  whence  arose  the  fragrant 
perfume  of  generous  wine.  New  life  seemed  to  inspire  his  frame, 
and  as  often  as  fatigue  appeared  inclined  to  return,  he  drew  (i«sh 
vigour  from  the  ever-flowing  can.    Sleep  at  last  overcame  him. 

At  his  awakening  he  found  himself  once  more  on  the  wild  spot, 
surrounded  by  the  ruined  wall,  where  his  flock  was  wont  to  rest 
He  rubbed  his  eyes,  but  neither  dog  nor  goat  could  he  discover, 
and  oyer  him  hung  shrubs  and  trees  which  ne  had  never  remarked 
till  this  day.  He  shook  his  head,  and  pursued  his  way  over  hills 
and  dales  where  his  goats  were  used  to  wander  during  tne  day,  but 
no  where  was  there  any  trace  of  them.  Below  him  lay  Sittendorf, 
and  at  last  he  rushed  with  hasty  steps  down  the  hill,  to  inquire 
after  his  flock. 

The  people  who  met  him  on  the  way  to  the  village  seemed  to  be 
all  strauers;  they  were  differently  clad,  and  did  not  speak  as  his 
old  nei^bours  did.    They  stared  at  him  too  when  he  asked  after 
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his  gotttSy  and  stroked  their  chm§.  At  last  ke  iiiToluiitarily  did  the 
same,  and  found  to  his  astonishment  that  his  beard  was  at  least  a 
good  foot  long.  He  now  began  to  think  himself  and  all  the  world 
ariNiiid  him  bewitched ;  and  yet  he  was  sure  that  the  mountain  he 
^vaa  descending  was  the  Kyffhausy  and  all  the  cottages  with  the 
gacdens  and  grass-plats  were  quite  familiar  to  him.  Some  children 
too,  ia  answer  to  tne  question  of  a  traveller  riding  by,  called  the 
Yiilage  Sittendorf. 

A^n  he  shook  his  head,  and  made  his  way  throu^  the  village  to 
his  own  hut.  It  looked  sorely  decayed ;  and  before  it  lay  a  stranse 
child  in  a  ragged  frock,  by  tne  side  of  a  half-starved  hound,  who 
snarled  between  his  teeth  while  his  old  master  called  him  by  his 
name.  He  went  through  the  opening,  which  a  door  had  once  closed, 
into  the  hut,  and  found  all  there  so  desolate  and  ruinous  that  he 
reeled  like  a  drunken  man  out  at  the  back-door,  and  called  for  his 
wife  and  children,  but  no  one  heard  him,  and  no  yoice  answered. 

A  crowd  of  women  and  cliildren  soon  collected  to  look  at  the 
strange  man  with  the  Ions  iron-grey  beard,  and  all  beset  him  with 
the  questioii,  "  Whom  did  he  want?"  To  haye  to  ask  others  for 
his  own  house  and  wife  and  children,  and  perhaps  for  himself  too, 
seemed  so  strange,  that  to  get  rid  bf  their  inquiries  he  named  the 
irst  person  that  occurred  to  himi^-^'  Kurt  SteSew !"  said  he.  Most 
held  their  tongues  and  stared  at  him,  but  at  last  an  aged  woman 
said, "  He  has  lived  for  these  twelve  years  beyond  Saxonbere;  you 
will  not  reach  him  to-day."  "  Yelten  Meier  then !"— ^<  God  bless 
him !"  ssud  an  old  grandmother  on  crutches,  "  he  has  been  bed-rid- 
den and  never  left  the  house  these  fifteen  ]^ears." 

Claus  began  now  to  recmuse  some  of  his  old  neighbours,  though 
thej  appearai  to  have  agedvery  suddenly,  but  his  appetite  for  ask- 
ing anj  more  questions  was  gone.  And  now  a  young  woman,  who 
seemed  the  image  of  his  wife,  made  her  way,  bustling  through  the 
gaping  crowd,  with  a  child  in  her  arms.  *'  What  is  your  name?" 
said  he,  starting.  «•  Mary." — **  And  your  father's?" — ^*  God  bless 
him,  Peter  Claus  I  It  is  now  twenty  years  a£o  since  we  sought 
him  day  and  ni|^t  on  the  Ryffhaus  mountain.  His  flock  came  back 
without  him.    1  was  then  seven  years  old." 

The  Goatherd  could  contain  himself  no  Icmger.  "  I  am  Peter 
Claus,"  said  he,  *'and  no  other!"  as  he  seia^d  the  child  from  his 
daughter's  arm,  and  kissed  it  All  stood  petrified  with  astonish- 
m^it,  till  first  one  voice,  and  then  another,  cried  '*  Yes,  it  is  Peter 
Clans!  Welcome  neighbour,  welcome  home,  after  twenty  yearr 
absence !" 

The  originality  and  simplicity  of  these  tales  recommend  them 
strongly  to  our  notice,  but  we  are  inclined  to  go  further,  and  to  as- 
sign to  many  of  them  a  higher  literary  value,  as  almost  the  only 
records  of  ancient  manners  and  opinions,  and  as  fumishine  very 
often  important  historic  information.  Many  of  them  strong^  and 
accurately  characterize  a  period  when  religion  was  just  assuming 
ber  empire  over  barbaric  tribes ;  when  despotism*  as  far  as  it  could 
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extend  its  rule,  was  pitiless,  and  curbed  by  no  checks  except  those 
it  received  from  a  proud  spirit  of  lawless  independence,  which 
drove  individuids  to  de^  attack  in  the  impregnable  fortifications 
of  rocks  and  precipices.  They  afford  frequent  and  valuable  glimpses 
of  truth  to  the  inquirer  after  die  remains  of  the  mythology  of  our 
heathen  ancestors;  and  we  can  see  no  reason  whv  the  Thracian  or 
Italian  traditions  which  Homer  or  Livy  occasionally  embody,  should 
be  valued  and,  as  it  were,  consecrated  in  classic  memorv,  while 
these  relics  of  a  corresponding  era  of  expiring  barbarism  should  be 
neglected  or  despised. 

It  is  usually  said,  that  the  Teutonic  and  Scandinavian  Sagas  are 
peculiarly  sombre — ^that  they  tell  only 

^  Of  forests  and  enchantments  drear." 

Their  colouring  is  certainly  deep,  but  we  doubt  whether  there  is 
any  ^ing  more  in  this  than  always  belongs  to  such  a  sta^e  of  so- 
ciety, and  whether  the  same  features  have  not  characterized  the 
traditions  of  all  countries  and  aces  similarly  ctrcamstanced. 

In  regions  overspread  with  dark  and  gloomy  forests,  scarcely 
penetrable  by  the  hriit  of  heaven — where  yawning  precipices  and 
towering  crags  are  nlled  with  the  caves  of  wild  beasts  and  free- 
booters—can society,  fso  far  as  it  exists)  its  institutions,  or  lite- 
rature, be  expected  to  oe  of  a  different  cast? 

Where,  on  the  contrary,  the  face  of  heaven  smiles,  and  cultiva- 
tion teems ;  where  splendid  cities  rise,  and  the  heart  of  man  is  light 
and  secure  from  danger,  the  character  of  popular  literature  is  wide- 
ly different;  but  this  state  is  one  of  progression,  arrived  at  only  by 
long  and  painful  steps. 

It  is  not  Germany,  Scandinavia,  Scotland,  or  Ireland  alone, 
where  woods  and  mountains  have  been  peopled  with  goblins  and 
plunderers,  with  mischievous  dwarfs  and  lordly  giants.  Greece 
and  Italy  had  their  day  too  of  darkness,  and  were  once  the  scenes 
of  terror  and  lawless  aggression  on  the  part  of  the  strong,  and  these 
gave  birth  to  such  legends  as  those  of  the  Minotaur,  Fauns,  Giants, 
Centaurs,  Medea,  Pelops,  and  Circe,  of  the  thief-taking;  Hercvles, 
of  Harpies,  of  Pan,  Cacus,  and  a  hundred  other  worthies  of  very 
similar  propensities  to  those  which  characterize  the  spirits  of  thte 
Hartz  forest.  The  bears,  the  wolves,  and  the  banditti,  have,  how- 
ever, long  since  vanished  from  the  wilds  of  the  Nortii^  and  this  al- 
teration in  the  face  of  nature  and  society,  soon  produeed  the  same 
effect  as  similar  revolutions  in  the  South.  When  the  rays  of  the 
sun  began  to  penetrate  their  mountain  shades,  a  milder  spirit  soon 
illumined  the  productions  of  their  ima^nation,  and  in  the  tales  of 
this  advanced  period,  the  Goatherd  drives  his  flock  in  security,  he 
roams  in  freedom  over  his  native  mountains,  with  only  now  and 
then  a  special  interposition  of  satanic  or  goblin  influence  to  disturb 
his  pursuits,  or  bewilder  his  imagination.  T. 
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There  is  scarcely  a  poet  of  any  note  in  the  annals  of  litera- 
tore  who  has  not  expressed  his  enthusiastic  admiration  for  the 
rural  life.  Yet  a  very  small  proportion  of  our  bards  have 
resided  in  the  countiy,  and,  with  few  exceptions,  we  can 
scarcely  name  a  set  of  men  less  apparendy  satisfied  with  seclu- 
sion, or  whose  practice  has  appeared  more  decidedly  at  variance 
with  profession.  We  do  not  find  fault  with  them  for  their  con- 
formity to  their  real  notions  of  enjoyment;  on  the  contrary,  wc 
think  the  world  has  gained  much  by  it.  But  there  is  no  occa- 
sion for  any  deception  in  the  matter,  and  accordingly  we  find  it 
is  daily  becoming  a  more  simple  and  natural  thing,  if  we  may 
so  speak,  to  be  a  poet.  With  all  our  admiration  for  departed 
genius,  and,  in  individual  instances,  for  its  vast  attainments,  we 
cannot  be  insensible,  to  this  great  charm  of  our  modem  poetry. 
We  have  done  with  poetical  priestcraft.  We  see  in  our  bards  a 
race  of  men,  not  set  apart,  like  Druids,  for  holy  and  solemn 
purposes,  but  mingling  in  our  avocations,  giving  and  collecting 
sweets  from  the  social  as  well  as  from  the  solitary  scene;  men 
who  feel  keenly,  and  imagine  prompdy;  men  whom  we  are 
little  inclined  to  take  for  our  guides,  **  spiritual  or  temporal,'' 
but  who  nevertheless  do  sometimes  quicken  both  body  and  soul : 
and  while  we  think  ourselves  indebted  to  them  for  much  that 
makes  the  rugged  prospect  of  life  look  beautiful,  we  hold  that 
the  advantages  of  our  communion  are  strictly  mutual.  Now 
and  then  a  poetical  Pope,  or,  if  it  pleases  our  readers  better,  a 
literary  arch-druid,  will  start  up,  and  plead  for  the  almost-for- 
gotten supremacy  of  the  bard;  but  we,  meanwhile,  like  not  such 
extorted  homage,  and  are  better  pleased  with  those  wholesome, 
sweet,  and  life-cheering  strains,  which  are  evidently  the  product 
of  minds  kept  in  exercise  by  constant  communion  with  their 
fellows,  than  with  the  lonely  and  mystical  musings  of  the  solita- 
ry dreamer.  The  retired  poet  is  not,  generally  speaking,  an 
agreeable  character.  We  have  no  sympathy  with  a  being  who, 
while  pretending  to  a  more  than  ordinary  relish  for  natural^ 
seems  to  have  little  perception 'of  social^  beauty.  Give  us  the 
bard  who  can  bring  to  our  fire-sides  the  light  and  warmth  of 
his  genius;  who  can  place  in  new  and  beautiful  colours  the  cir- 
cumstances of  our  daily  lives ;  whose  heart  seems  to  be  touch- 
ed with  human  kindness.  With  all  this^  reason  and  experience 
tell  us,  may  be  joined  a  most  exuberant  imagination  and  a  re- 
fined taste.  Indeed,  it  is  remarkable,  that  poetical  genius  has 
generally  thriven  much  better  in  society  than  in  solitude.  Even 
our  best  descriptive  poets  have  seldom  been  secluded  men. 
Nothing,  it  will  readily  be  acknowledged,  can  be  more  exqui- 
site than  some  of  Shakspeare's  descriptions :  yet  he  did  not  spend 
VoL.U.;Jo.8.— 1821.  \J 
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his  days  and  years  in  musing  on  the  world  of  natural  beauty- 
In  according  with  this,  we  may  observe  that  all  his  sweet  and 
refreshing  descriptions  come  in,  in  the  way  of  digression :  he 
pauses  amid  the  hurry  and  business  of  action,  to  rest  us  with 
Lorenzo  and  Jessica  in  "  the  sweet  moonlight;"  and  even  while 
leading  us  along  in  the  rapid  career  of  ambition,  he  brings  be- 
fore our  eyes,  in  lovely  contrast,  a  view  of  the  peaceful  beauties 
of  nature.  None  but  a  quick  observer  could  have  done  this ; 
but  a  habit  of  ready  observation  is  chiefly  to  be  acquired  in 
active  life;  and  hence  it  is,  we  think,  that  social  habits  are  fa- 
vourable to  the  improvement  of  the  poetical  character.  It  has 
been  said,  however,  that  retirement  is  desirable,  not  only  or 
chiefly  as  it  acquaints  the  poet  with  nature,  but  as  it  acquaints 
him  with  himself.  This  is  very  true;  and  we  perfectly  agree 
with  Mr.  Wordsworth; — 

"  Whose  mind  is  but  the  mind  of  his  own  eyes. 
He  is  a  slave,  the  meanest  we  can  meet."* 

However,  the  poet  who  trusts  to  meditation  upon  his  own 
mind  alone  for  improvement,  will,  we  fear,  find  himself  in  the 
predicament  of  the  religionist,  who  relies,  for  his  spiritual  pro- 
gress, on  solitariness  and  self-watching.  Both  disdain  the 
aliment  upon  which  mind  and  heart  are  fed,  and  both  are  in 
imminent  danger  of  starvation.  Both  also  are  liable  to  fall  into 
that  great  error,  the  darling  child  of  solitude,  an  overweening 
sense  of  self-importance,  and  a  contempt  of  their  brethren  of 
mankind.  In  the  little  poem  from  which  we  have  above  quoted, 
we  find  much  to  censure.  The  man  who  can  thus  deliberately 
set  at  nought  the  advantages  of  communion  with  his  fellows, 
who  can  remark  upon  the  scandalous,  trifling,  and  unprofitable 
discourse  of  some,  leaving  us  to  infer  that  such,  and  no  better, 
is  to  be  met  with  in  the  world,  may  find  hearers  to  whom  he 
can  descant, 

••  Of  personal  themes,  and  such  as  he  loves  best. 
Matters  wherein  rigiit  voluble  he  is,-*' 

but  can  hardly  expect  to  find  listening  ears,  admiring  eyes,  and 
applauding  tongues  in  every  circle.  We  are  apt  to  reckon  the 
religious  bigotry  of  Cowper  the  worst  blemish  of  the  Task, 
That  bigotry,  however,  had  in  it  nothing  personal;  and  we  can 
far  better  tolerate  the  timid  Christian,  when  we  see  him  shrink- 
ing from  a  world,  whose  practices  he  has  learnt  to  conceive  as 
evil,  than  we  can  bear  with  the  man  whose  assumed  superiority 
is  that  of  intellect,  not  of  principle.  But  of  all  people,  the  poet^ 
perhaps,  has  the  least  excuse  for  being  a  dogmatist.  *^To  him 
all  that  is  interesting  or  amiable  in  human  character,  all  that 

•  Wordsworth's  Poems,  vol.  ii.    «« I  am  not  one,"  &c. 
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excites  or  engages  our  benevolent  affections:  all  the  truths 
ivhich  make  the  heart  feel  better  and  more  happy — all  these  sup* 
ply  materials  out  of  which  he  forms  and  peoples  a  world  of  his 
own,  where  no  inconveniences  damp  our  enjoyments,  where  no 
shades  darken  our  prospects."^  His  object  is,  to  catch  the 
fleeting  ideas  of  grandeur  and  of  beauty,  from  whatever  sources 
derived,  by  whatever  objects  suggested ;  to  fix  them,  and  em- 
body them  for  himself,  for  us,  and  for  ages  to  come.  Perish 
the  criticism  that  would  damp  the  ardour  of  his  research  !  and 
perish  the  odious  spirit  of  sectarianism,  that  would  throw  a 
shade  over  the  glories  of  poetical  liberty. 

We  have  thus  prefaced  the  few  remarks  we  intend  to  make 
upon  the  poems  of  Cowper,  in  order  to  preclude  the  idea  that 
our  partialities  arc^  genera  lit/ ^  in  favour  of  retirement  as  the  nurse 
of  poetical  talent, — an  idea  to  which  our  fervent  admiration  for 
the  Bard  of  Weston  might  possibly  lead.  We  think  the  case  of 
Cowper,  however,  a  peculiar  one.  From  the  constitution  of  his 
mind  it  appears  that  his  life  must  either  have  been  that  which  it 
really  was,  or  a  scene  of  excessive  misery.  All  speculations, 
therefore,  upon  what  he  might  have  been  under  different  cir* 
cumstances,  are  cruelly  misplaced.  We  regard  him  as  one 
whose  lot  was  cast  for  him  without  revoke ;  and  we  think  of 
him  as  a  poet  who  had  nothing  to  do  with  systems,  whose  pe- 
culiarities were  those  of  his  own  mind,  and  who  wrote  simply  as 
he  felt  or  imagined.  Every  one  must  allow  that  in  spirit  he 
was  far  from  a  dogmatist.  His  gentle  and  affectionate  heart 
taught  him  the  value  of  those  social  pleasures  from  which  he  felt 
himself  for  ever  excluded  : — Whence  there  is  not  the  smallest 
particle  of  the  leaven  of  selfishness  in  his  censures  of  the  vices 
of  society ;  not  one  word  from  whence  we  can  reasonably  infer 
that  the  poet  was  retaliating  upon  the  world  the  wrongs  which 
he  had  received.  The  character  of  Cowper's  mind,  though  acute 
and  penetrating,  was  not,  doubtless,  very  enlarged.  He  was  too 
timid  a  Christian  to  be  a  good  metaphysician,  and  has  written 
nothing  which  it  requires  any  stretch  of  the  faculties  fully  to 
comprehend.  In  this  respect,  indeed,  he  differs  widely  from 
Mr.  Wordsworth,  who,  though  often  too  mystical  for  the  com- 
mon run  of  poetical  readers,  is  far  better  acquainted  with  the 
human  mind.  Mr,  Wordsworth,  however,  when  he  stoops  from 
his  highest  and  most  successful  flights,  is  sure  to  affront  com- 
mon readers  by  being  over  trite  and  obvious.  Not  so  Cowper. 
Natural  and  easy  as  he  is,  he  is  never  babyish.  The  man,  the 
scholar,  and  the  poet,  never  are  forgotten.  We  should  lie  at  a 
loss  to  point  out  any  author  throughout  whose  volumes  we 
could  discern  the  presence  of  such  perfect  and  entire  simplicit}- 

*  Dugaia  Stewart 
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•^yet  only  in  one  or  two  instances  does  it  seem  to  have  led  him 
into  details  inconsistent  with  the  dignity  of  poetry. 

A  great  deal  has  been  said  upon  a  question  which  we  would 
fain  avoid,  if  remarks  upon  Cowper  could  be  written  without 
touching  upon  it.  It  his  been  thought  improper  to  blend  de- 
votional addresses  to  the  Supreme  Being  with  appeals  to  the 
imagination ;  and  poets  who  have  done  this  are  considered  by 
many  as  having  infringed  on  the  province  of  fancy,  and  sinned 
against  good  taste.  We  perfectly  agree  with  those  who  only 
mean  to  protest  against  our  implicidy  adopting  the  poet's  creed ; 
but,  loving  and  respecting  religion  .ourselves,  we  cannot  see 
any  thing  objectionable  in  giving  her  cause  all  the  advantage 
which  good  taste  and  good  scholarship  can  bring  to  it.  A  great 
many  people,  doubtless,  will  admire  such  a  poet  as  Cowper  for 
his  piety,  who  know  little  about  poetrj' — but  where  is  the  harm 
of  this  ?  Such  people,  if  they  are  not  gifted  by  nature  or  edu- 
cation with  an  understanding  capable  of  appreciating  the  highest 
kinds  of  poetical  merit,  are  alive  to  the  perception  of  beauty  of 
some  sort,  and  seeing  religious  and  moral  truths  presented 
before  them  in  an  amiable  and  striking  point  of  view,  they 
catch  a  degree  of  refinement  to  which  they  would  otherwise 
have  been  strangers.  It  is  no  slight  merit  to  have  raised  and 
purified  the  devotional  feelings  of  numbers,  as  Cowper  has  done. 

But  the  poems  of  Cowper  have  often  been  accounted  melan- 
choly, and  melancholy  they  are  to  us,  who  read  them  with  the 
lively  recollection  of  the  poet's  life  before  us.  Yet  it  is  not  the 
fashion  of  our  day  to  complain  of  our  bards  for  indulging  in 
depressing  contemplations—many  are  allowed  to  mourn  like 
Cowper,  who  know  but  litde  of  the  hope  that,  in  his  darkest 
hours,  kept  its  station  near  him,  ready  to  comfort  and  cheer 
every  moment  which  the  black  fiend  of  melancholy  deigned  to 
spare  to  her  victim.  It  has  cheered  us,  many  a  time,  to  think 
that  over  so  dark  a  life  such  gleams  of  comfort  came ;  that 
such  awful  visitations  of  evil  should  be  interspersed  with  such 
exquisite  perceptions  of  good;  that  the  miseries  of  this  life 
should  be  so  often  relieved  by  clear  and  decisive  anticipations 
of  that  which  is  to  come.  Religion  and  nature  are  infinitely 
endeared  to  us  while  we  observe  their  beneficial  influence  on 
the  poet's  mind. 

In  conclusion — ^to  wish  Cowper  other  than  he  was,  except 
with  regard  to  his  indescribable  sufferings,  is  almost  impossible. 
But  we  do  not  wish  for  other  Cowpers.  That  depression  which 
unfitted  him  for.  the  world,  kept  him  from  the  desire  of  literary 
dictation.  He  btood  alone — ^but  his  loneliness  was  not  the  ef- 
fect of  pride.    For  most  poets  a  very  different  lot  is  desirable. 

E.  T. 
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DsAB  Madam» 

Mt  friend's  lunrative,  in  relation  to  "  the  formation  of  the  intel- 
lectual and  moral  character  of  a  Spanish  Clergyman,"*  is  continued 
as  follows  >^  L.  D. 

•*  The  order  of  events  would  here  require  an  account  of  the  sys- 
tem of  Spanish  education,  and  its  first  effects  upon  my  mind;  but, 
since  I  speak  of  myself  only  to  show  the  state  of  m^  country,  I 
shall  proceed  with  the  moral  influence,  that,  >vithout  interruption, 
I  msLj  present  the  facts,  relating  severally  to  the  heart  and  intel- 
lect, in  as  lar|^  masses  as  the  subject  permits. 

"  The  Jesuits,  till  the  abolition  of  that  Order,  had  an  almost  un- 
riralled  influence  over  the  better  classes  of  Spaniards.  They  had 
nearlj  monopolized  the  instruction  of  the  Spanish  youth,  at  which 
they  toiled  without  pecuniary  reward ;  and  were  equally  zealous  in 
promoting  devotional  feelings  both  among  their  pupils  and  the  peo- 
ple at  large.  It  is  well  known  that  the  most  accurate  division  of 
labour  was  observed  in  the  allotment  of  their  various  employments. 
Their  candidates,  who,  by  a  refinement  of  ecclesiastical  policy, 
after  an  unusually  long  probation,  were  bound  by  vows  which,  de- 
priving them  of  liberty,  yet  left  a  discretionary  power  of  ejection 
m  the  Order,  were  incessantly  watched  by  the  penetrating  eye  of 
the  master  of  novices;  a  minute  description  of  their  character  and 
pecnUar  turn  was  forwarded  to  the  superiors,  and  at  the  end  of  the 
noviciate,  they  were  employed  to  the  advanta^  of  the  community, 
without  ever  thwarting  tne  natural  bent  of  the  individual,  or  divert- 
ing hui  natural  powers  by  a  multiplicity  of  employments.  Where- 
ever,  as  in  France  and  Italy,  literature  was  in  high  estimation,  the 
Jesuits  spared  no  trouble  to  raise  amons  themselves  men  of  emi- 
nence in  that  department.  In  Spain,  tneir  chief  aim  was  to  pro- 
vide their  houses  with  popular  preachers,  and  zealous,  yet  prudent 
and  gentle,  confessors.  Pascal,  and  the  Jansenist  party  of  which  he 
was  the  organ,  accused  them  of  systematic  laxity  in  their  moral 
doctrines ;  but  the  charge,  I  believe,  though  plausible  in  theory, 
was  perfectly  ^undless  in  practice.  If,  indeed,  ascetic  virtue 
could  ever  be  divested  of  its  connatural  evil  tendency — if  a  system 
of  moral  perfection  that  has  for  its  basis,  liowever  disavowed  and 
disguised,  the  Manichsean  doctrine  of  the  two  principles,  could  be 
api^ied  with  any  partial  advantage  as  a  rule  or  conduct,  it  was  so 
in  the  hands  of  the  Jesuits.  The  strict,  unbending  maxims  of  the 
Jansenists,  by  urring  persons  of  all  characters  and  tempers  on  to 
an  immnary  goal  of  perfection,  bring  quickly  their  whole  system 
to  the  (^cision  of  experience.  They  are  like  those  enthusiasts  who, 
venturing  upon  tlie  practice  of  some  Gospel  saying,  in  the  literal 
sense,  have  made  the  absurdity  of  that  interpretation  as  clear  as 

•  See  page  .'JS. 
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noon-day  light.  A  greater  knowledge  of  mankind  made  the  Jesu  - 
its  more  cautious  in  the  culture  of  devotional  feelings.  They  well 
knew  that  but  few  can  prudently  engage  in  open  hostility  with 
what  In  asQetic  language  is  called  the  world.  They  now  and  then 
trained  up  a  sturdy  champion,  who,  like  their  founder  Loy6la, 
might  provoke  the  enemy  to  single  combat  with  honour  to  his  lead- 
ers ;  but  the  crowd  of  mystic  combatants  were  made  to  stand  upon 
a  kind  of  jealous  truce,  which,  in  spite  of  all  care,  often  produced 
some  jovial  meetings  of  the  advanced  parties  on  both  sides.  The 
good  fathers  came  forward,  rebuked  their  soldiers  back  into  the 
camp ;  and  filled  up  the  place  of  deserters  by  their  indefatigable 
industry  in  engaging  recruits. 

**  The  influence  of  the  Jesuits  on  Spanish  morals,  from  every 
thing  I  have  learned,  was  undoubtedly  favourable.  Their  kindness 
attracted  the  youth  from  their  schools  to  their  company:  and, 
though  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  many  arts  were  practised  to 
decoy  the  cleverest  and  the  wealthiest  into  the  Order,  they  also 
greatly  contributed  to  the  preservation  of  virtue  in  that  slippery 
ase,  both  by  the  ties  of  affection,  and  the  ^ntle  check  of  example. 
Their  churches  were  crowded  every  Sunday  with  regular  attend- 
ants who  came  to  confess  and  receive  the  sacrament  The  prac- 
tice of  choosing  a  certain  priest,  not  only  to  be  the  occasional  con- 
fessor, but  director  of  the  conscience,  was  greatly  encouraged  by 
the  Jesuits.  The  ultimate  effects  of  this  surrender  of  the  judg- 
ment are,  indeed,  dangerous  and  degrading;  but,  in  a  country 
where  the  darkest  superstition  is  constantly  impelling  the  mind  into 
the  opposite  extremes  of  religious  melancholy  and  profligacy,  weak 
persons  are  sometimes  preserved  from  either  by  the  friendly  assist- 
ance of  a  prudent  director,  and  the  Jesuits  were  generally  well 
qualified  for  that  office.  Their  conduct  was  correct,  and  their  man- 
ners refined.  They  kept  up  a  dignified  intercourse  with  the  mid- 
dling and  higher  classes,  and  were  always  ready  to  help  and  in- 
struct the  poor,  without  descending  to  their  level.  Since  the  ex- 
pulsion of  the  Jesuits,  the  better  classes,  for  the  most  part,  avoid 
the  company  of  monks  and  friars,  except  in  an  official  capacity ; 
while  the  lower  ranks,  from  which  these  professional  saints  are 
generally  taken,  and  where  they  reappear,  raised,  indeed,  into 
comparative  importance,  but  grown  bolder  in  grossness  and  vice, 
suffer  more  from  their  influence  than  they  would  by  being  left 
without  any  religious  ministers.* 

*  **  The  proflig^y  now  prevalent  among  the  frian,  contrasted  with  the  con- 
duct of  the  Jesuits,  as  described  by  tlxe  most  credible  living'jk'itnesscs,  is  exces- 
sively striking.  Whatever  we  may  tliink  of  the  political  deUnquencics  of  their 
leaders,  their  bitterest  enemies  have  never  ventured  to  cliarge  the  Order  of 
Jesuits  with  moral  irregularities.  The  internal  policy  of  that  body  precluded 
the  possibility  of  gross  misconduct.  No  Jesuit  could  step  out  of  doors  without 
calling  on  the  superior  for  leave  and  a  Companion,  in  the  choice  of  whom  greiU. 
care  was  taken  to  vary  tlie  couples.  .  Never  were  they  allowed  to  pass  a  single 
night  out  of  the  convent,  except  when  attending  a  dying  person:  and,  even 
then,  they  were  under  the  strictest  injunctions  to  return  at  wliatever  hour  the 
soul  departed.  Nothing,  however,  can  give  a  more  striking  view  of  the  disci- 
pline  and  internal  government  of  the  Jesuits  than  a  case  well  known  in  my  fa- 
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**  Since  the  abolition  of  the  Jesuits,  their  devotional  system  has 
keen  kept  up,  though  upon  a  much  narrower  scale,  bj  the  congre- 
^tions  of  Saint  Philip  ^eri  {VChatoire,  in  France)  an  Italian  of 
the  sixteenth  century,  who  established  voluntary  associations  of 
secular  clergymen,  living  together  under  an  easy  rule,  but  without 
monastic  vows,  in  order  to  devote  themselves  to  the  support  of  piety. 
The  number,  however,  of  these  associated  priests  is  so  small,  that, 
notwithstanding  their  zeal  and  their  studied  imitation  of  the  Jesu- 
its, they  are  but  a  faint  shadow  of  that  surprising  institution.  Yet 
these  priests  alone  have  inherited  the  skill  of  Loy6la's  followers  in 
the  management  of  the  ascetic  contrivance,  which,  invented  by 
that  ardent  fanatic,  is  still  called,  from  his  Christian-name,  Exer- 
cises of  Saint  Igrmtins,  As  it  would  be  impossible  to  sketch  the 
history  of  my  mind  and  heart  without  noticing  the  influence  of  that 
powerful  engine,  I  have  hitherto  prepared,  and  will  now  enter 
apoii,  a  description  of  the  establishment  kept  by  the  Philippians  at 
Seville — ^the  most  complete  of  its  kind  that  probably  has  ever  existed. 

mily,  which  I  shall  here  insert  as  not  devoid  of  interest.  A  Jesuit  of  g^ood  con- 
nexions, and  more  than  coinnion  ahilities,  had,  during  a  long  residence  at  Gra- 
nada, become  a  general  favourite,  and  especially  in  a  family  of  distinction  where 
there  were  some  young  ladies.  On  one  of  the  three  days  properly  named  the 
Carnival,  fae  happened  to  call  at  that  house,  and  found  the  whole  family  indulg- 
ing' \iith  a  few  intimate  friends  in  the  usual  mirth  of  the  season ;  but  all  in  a 
private  domesdc  manner.  With  the  freedom  and  vivacity  peculiar  to  Spanish 
feinaleB,  the  young  ladies  formed  a  conspiracy  to  make  their  favourite  Jesuit 
stand  up  and  dance  with  them.  Resistance  was  in  vain  :  they  teased  and  ca- 
joled  the  poor  man,  till  he,  in  TOod-natured  condescension,  got  up,  moved  in 
the  dance  for  a  few  nnnutes,  and  retired  again  to  his  seat.  Years  elapsed ;  he  was 
removed  from  Gruiada,  and  probably  forgot  the  transient  gaiety  into  which  he 
had  been  betrayed.  It  is  well  known  that  the  general  of  the  Jesuits,  who  made 
Rome  his  constant  residence,  appointed  from  thence  to  every  office  in  the 
Order,  ^  over  the  world.  But  so  little  caprice  influenced  tliose  nominations 
that  the  friends  of  the  unfortunate  dancer  w^erc  daily  expecting  to  see  him 
elected  provincial  |;Dvemor  of  the  Jesuits  in  Andalusia.  To  tlieir  great  surprise, 
however,  the  election  feU  upon  a  much  inferior  man.  As  the  elections  were 
triennial,  the  strongest  interest  was  made  for  the  next  turn.  Pressed  on  all 
sides,  the  general  desired  his  secretary  to  return  a  written  answer.  It  was  con- 
ceived in  these  words:  *It  cannot  be :  he  danced  at  Granada.'— I  have  seen 
Capuchin  &ia»*->the  most  austere  Order  of  Franciscans,  rattling  on  a  giiitar, 
and  singing  Boleros  before  a  mixed  company  in  the  open  fields ;  and  I  have 
heaid  of  a  friar,  who  being  called  to  watch  over  a  dcaUi-bed,  in  a  decent  but 
poor  family,  had  the  audacity  to  take  gross  liberties  with  a  female  in  the  very 
room  where  the  «ck  man  iky  speechless.  He  recovered,  however,  strengtli 
enough  to  communicate  this  horrid  insult  to  his  son,  from  whom  I  have  the 
fact.  The  convent  to  which  this  friar  belonged,  is  notorious,  among  the  lower 
classes,  for  profligacy." 

I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  adding  a  little  trait  to  this  note  of  the  reverend  gen- 
tleman, iUustiatiTe  of  Spanish  manners.  A  friar  in  high  glee  is  commoiUy  re- 
minded of  his  profession,  in  a  jeering  tone,  by  the  wags  of  the  company.  Cries 
of  CdnaiMy  Pa€b*e<,  (hemp,  my  father !)  are  heard  from  all  sides,  alluding  to  the 
scour;^  used  for  Uie  discipline,  which  is  made  of  that  substance,  and  recom- 
mending it  as  a  proper  cure  for  rebellious  spirits.  These  two  words  will  cut  a 
ftiar  to  the  heart.  And  here  let  me  express  my  regret  that  the  present  Spanish 
Cortes,  who^  alhired  by  the  wealtli  of  the  Moiinattc  Orders,  have  ventured  on 
the  suppression  of  most  of  their  houses,  where  there  still  remained  some  learn- 
ing and  decoruin,  allow  their  country  to  be  yifested  with  that  mischievous  and 
disgusting  vermin— the /rf'arf.  . 
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'*  The  Exercises  of  Saint  Ignatius  kre  a  series  of  meditations  on 
various  religious  suojects,  so  artificially  disposed,  that  the  mind 
being  at  first  thrown  into  distressing  horror,  may  be  ffraduallj  raised 
to  hope,  and  finally  soothed,  not  into  a  certainty  of  Divine  favour, 
but  a  timid  consciousness  of  pardon.  Ten  consecutive  days  are 
passed  in  perfect  abstraction  from  all  worldly  pursuits.  .  The  per- 
sons who  submit  to  this  spiritual  discipline,  leave  their  homes  for 
'  rooms  allotted  to  them  in  the  religious  house  where  the  Exercises 
are  to  be  performed,  and  yield  themselves  up  to  the  direction  of 
the  president.  The  priest,  who  for  nearly  thirty  years  has  been 
actinff  in  that  capacity  at  Seville,  enjoys  such  influence  over  the 
weal  my  part  of  the  town,  that,  not  satisned  with  the  temporary  ac- 
commodation which  his  convent  afforded  to  the  pious  ^ests,  he 
can  now  lodge  the  Sxercitanls  in  a  separate  builaing,  with  a  cha- 
pel annexed,  and  every  requisite  for  complete  abstraction,  during 
the  days  of  their  retirement.  Six  or  eight  times  in  the  year  the 
Exercises  are  performed  by  different  sets  of  fifty  persons  each. 
The  utmost  precision  and  refi;ularity  are  observed  m  the  distribu- 
tion of  their  time.  Roused  by  a  large  bell  at  five  in  the  morning, 
they  immediately  assemble  in  the  chapel  to  begin  the  meditation 
appointed  for  the  day.  At  their  meals  they  observe  a  deep  silence  ; 
and  no  intercourse,  even  among  each  other,  is  permitted,  except 
during  one  hour  in  the  evening.  The  settled  gloom  of  the  house, 
the  almost  incessant  reading  and  meditation  upon  subjects  which, 
from  their  vagueness  and  innnitude,  harass  and  bewilder  the  fancy ; 
and  that  powerful  sympathetic  influence,  which  affects  assemblies 
where  ail  are  intent  on  the  same  object  and  bent  on  similar  feel- 
ings, renders  this  house  a  modern  cave  of  Trophonius,  within 
whose  dark  cells  cheerfulness  is  often  extinguished  for  ever. 

**  Unskilful,  indeed,  must  be  the  hand  that,  possessed  of  this  en- 
gine, can  fail  to  subdue  the  stoutest  mind  in  which  there  lurks  a 
particle  of  superstitious  fear,  But  Father  Vega  is  one  of  those  men 
who  are  born  to  command  a  lai^e  portion  of  tlieir  fellow  creatures, 
either  by  the  usual  meaus,  or  some  contrivance  of  their  own.  The 
expulsion  of  the  Jesuits  durins  his  probationship  in  that  Order,  de- 
nied  him  the  ample  field  on  which  nis  early  views  had  been  fixed. 
After  a  course  ot  theological  studies  at  the  University,  he  became 
a  member  of  the  (hatoire,  and  soon  attracted  the  notice  of  the 
whole  town  by  his  preaching.  His  active  and  bold  mind  comljines 
qualities  seldom  found  in  the  same  individual.  Clear-beaded,  re- 
solute, and  ambitious,  the  superstitious  feelings  which  melt  him 
into  tears  whenever  he  performs  the  Mass,  have  not  in  the  least 
impaired  the  mental  daringness  he  originally  owes  to  nature. 
Though  seldom  mixing  in  society,  he  is  a  perfect  man  of  the  world. 
Far  from  compromising  his  lofty  claims  to  respect,  he  flatters  tlie 
proudest  nobles  of  his  spiritual  train  by  well-timed  bursts  of  af- 
fected rudeness,  which,  being  a  mere  display  of  spiritual  authority, 
perfectly  consistent  with  a  full  acknowledgment  of  their  worldly 
rank  and  dignity,  ^ve  them,  in  the  eyes  of  the  more  humble  by- 
standers, the  additional  merit  of  Christian  condescension.    As  an 
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instance  of  this,  I  recollect  hi$  ordering  the  Marquis  del  P— — , 
one  of  the  haughtiest  men  in  this  town,  to  fetch  up-atairs  from  the 
chapel,  a  heavy  ^Id  frame  set  with  jewels,  in  which  the  Host  is 
exhibited,  for  the  inspection  of  the  company  during  the  hour  of  re- 
creation allowed  in  the  Exercises.  No  man  ever  showed  such  as- 
surance and  consciousness  of  Heaven's  delegated  authority  as 
Father  Vega,  in  the  Confessional.  He  reads  the  heart  of  his  peni- 
tent— impresses  the  mind  with  the  uselessness  of  disguise,  and  re*- 
lieves  shame  by  a  strong  feeling  that  he  has  anticipated  disclosure. 
In  preaching,  his  vehemence  rivets  the  mind  of  the  hearers ;  a  wild 
luxuriance  of  style  engages  them  with  perpetual  variety;  expecta- 
tion is  kept  alive  by  the  remembered  Hashes  of  his  wit ;  while  the 
homely,  and  even  coarse,  expressions  he  allows  himself,  when  he 
feels  the  whole  audience  already  in  his  power,  sive  him  that  air  of 
superiority  which  seems  to  set  no  bounds  to  the  freedom  of  manner. 

"  It  is,  however,  in  his  private  chapel  that  Father  Vega  has  pre- 
pared the  ^rand  scene  of  nis  triumphs  over  the  heart  of  his  audi- 
ence* Twice  every  day,  during  the  Exercises,  he  kneels  for  the 
space  of  one  hour,  surrounded  by  his  congregation.  Daylight  is 
excluded,  and'  a  candle  is  so  disposed  in  a  shade .  that,  without 
breaking  the  gloom  of  the  chapel,  it  shines  on  a  full-length  sculp- 
ture of  Christ  nailed  to  the  Cross,  who,  with  a  countenance  where 
exquisite  suffering  is  blended  with  the  most  lovely  patience,  seems 
to  be  on  the  point  of  moving  his  lips  to  say — ^*' Father,  forgive 
them !"  The  mind  is  at  first  allowed  to  dwell,  in  the  deepest  si- 
lence, on  the  ima^s  and  sentiments  with  which  previous  reading 
has  furnished  it,  tdl  the  Director,  warmed  with  meditation,  breaks 
forth  in  an  impressive  voice,  not,  however,  addressing  himself  to 
his  hearers,  from  whom  he  appears  completely  abstracted,  but 
pourinff  out  his  heart  in  the  presence  of  the  Deity.  Silence  en- 
sues after  a  few  sentence's,  and  not  many  minutes  elapse  without 
afresh  ejaculation.  But  die  fire  gradually  kindles  into  a  fiame. 
The  addresses  grow  longer  and  more  impassioned ;  his  voice, 
choked  with  sobs  and  tears,  struggles  painfully  for  utterance,  till 
the  stoutest  hearts  are  forced  to  yield  to  the  impression,  and  the 
chapel  resounds  with  sighs  and  groans. 

^  I  cannot  but  shudder  at  the  recollo^tion  that  my  mind  was 
made  to  undergo  such  an  ordeal  at  the  age  of  sixteen;  for  it  is  a 
custom  of  the  diocese  of  Seville  to  prepare  the  candidates  for  or- 
ders by  the  Exercises  of  Saint  Ignatius;  and  even  those  who  are 
to  be  incorporated  with  the  clergy  by  the  ceremony  of  the  First 
Tbnsure,  are  not  easily  spared  this  trial.  I  was  grown  up  a  timid* 
docile,  yet  ardent  boy.  My  soul  had  been  early  made  to  taste  the 
bitterness  of  remorse,*  and  I  now  eagerly  embraced  the  offer  of 
those  expiatory  rites  which,  as  I  fondly  thought,  were  to  restore 
lost  innocence,  and  keep  me  for  ever  in  the  straight  path  of  virtue. 
The  shock,  however,  which  my  spirits  felt  might  have  unnerved  roe 
for  life,  and  reduced  my  faculties  to  a  state  little  short  of  imbecility, 
had  I  not  received  from  nature,  probably  as  a  compensation  for  a 
•  See  first  part  of  Letter  lU.  page  32. 
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too  soft  ftnd  yieldinfl;  heart,  an  andentanding  which  was  born  a 
rebel.  Yet»  I  cannot  tell  whether  it  was  mj  heart  or  my  head  that, 
in  spite  of  a  frighted  fancy,  endued  me  wiUi  resolution  to  baiBe  the 
blind  zeal  of  my  confessor,  when,  findins;,  during  these  Exercises, 
that  I  knew  the  existence  of  a  prohibited  book  in  the  possession  of 
a  student  of  divinity,  who,  out  of  mere  good-nature,  assisted  my 
early  studies,  he  commanded  me  to  accuse  my  friend  before  the 
Inquisition.  Often  have  I  been  betrayed  into  a  wrong  course  of 
thinking,  by  a  desire  to  assimilate  myself  to  those  I  loved,  and 
thus  enioy  tnat  interchange  of  sentiment  which  forms  the  luxury  of 
friendship.  But  even  the  chains  of  love,  the  strongest  I  know 
within  the  range  of  nature,  were  burst  the  moment  I  conceived  that 
error  had  bound  them.  This,  however,  brings  me  to  the  history  of 
my  mind. 

^  An  innate  love  of  truth,  which  showed  itself  on  the  first  de- 
velopment of  mv  reason,  and  a  consequent  perseverance  in  the 
pursuit  of  it  to  uie  extent  of  my  knowledge,  tnat  has  attended  me 
through  life,  saved  me  from  sinking  into  the  dregs  of  Aristotelic 
philosophy,  which,  though  discountenanced  by  the  Spanish  govern- 
ment,  are  still  collected  in  a  few  filthy  pools,  fed  by  the  constant 
exertions  of  the  Dominicans.  Unfortunately  for  me  these  monks 
have  a  richly  endowed  college  at  Seville,  where  they  give  lectures 
on  Aristotle  and  Thomas  Aquinas,  to  a  few  young  men  whom  thej 
recruit  at  the  expense  of  flattering  their  parents.  My  father's  con- 
fessor was  a  Dominican,  and  he  marked  me  for  a  divine  of  his  own 
school.  My  mother,  whose  heart  was  with  the  Jesuits,  would  fain 
have  sent  me  to  the,  University,  where  the  last  remnant  of  their 
pupils  still  held  the  principal  cnairs.  But  she  was  informed  by  the 
wily  monk,  that  heresy  had  be&;un  to  creep  among  the  new  profes- 
sors of  philosophy — ^heresy  of  such  a  horrible  tendency,  that  it 
nearly  amounted  to  polytheism.  The  evidence  on  which  tnis  charge 
was  grounded  seemed,  indeed,  irresistible;  for  you  had  only  to  opeu 
the  second  volume  of  one  Altieri,  a  Neapolitan  fnar,  whose  Ele- 
ments of  Philosophy  are  still  used  as  a  class-book  at  the  University 
of  Seville,  and  you  would  find,  in  the  first  pages,  that  he  makes 

Sace  uncreated,  infinite,  and  imperishable.    Kom  such  premises 
e  consequence  was  evident,  the  new  philosophers  were  clearly 
setting  up  a  rival  deity. 

'*  With  the  usual  prepai*ation  of  a  little  Latin,  but  in  absolute 
want  of  all  elementary  instruction,  I  was  sent  to  begjin  a  course  of 
logic  at  the  Dominican  college.  My  desire  of  learning  was  great 
indeed ;  but  the  Categories  ad  mentem  IHvi  UionuB  JiquinatiSt  in  a 
large  (j^uarto  volume,  were  unsavory  food  for  my  mind,  and,  after  a 
few  vain  efforts  to  conquer  my  aversion,  I  ended  in  never  opening 
the  dismal  book.  Yet,  untrained  as  I  was  to  reading,  books  were 
necessary  to  mj  happiness.  In  any  other  country,  I  should  have 
met  with  a  vanety  of  works  which,  furnishing  my  mind  with  facts 
and  observations,  mi^t  have  led  me  into  some  useful  or  ^jeeable 
pursuit.  But  in  Spain,  the  chance  of  happening  on  a  good  book  is 
so  remote  that  I  must  reckon  my  acquaintance  with  one  that  could 
open  my  mind  among  the  fortunate  events  of  my  Ufe.    A  near  re- 
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tation  of  miiie,  a  lady  whose  education  had  been  superior  to  fhat 
commonlj  bestowed  on  Spanish  females,  possessed  a  small  coUec* 
tion  of  Spanish  and  French  books..  Among  these  were  the  works 
of  Don  Fray  Benito  Feyjoo,  a  Benedictine  monk,  who,  rising  above 
the  intellectual  level  of  his  country,  about  the  beginning  of  the  pre- 
sent (18th)  century,  had  the  boldness  to  attack  every  established 
error,  which  was  not  under  the  immediate  patronage  of  religion. 
His  mind  was  endowed  with  extraordinary  clearness  and  acute- 
ness;  and  having,  by  an  extensive  reading  of  Latin  and  French 
works,  acquired  a  great  mass  of  information  on  physical  and  histo- 
rical aubjects,  he  £splayed  it,  with  peculiar  felicity  of  expression, 
in  a  long  series  of  discourses  and  letters,  forming  a  work  of  four- 
teen large  closely -printed  volumes."* 

•It  was  not  without  difficulty  that  I  obtained  leave  to  try  whe- 
flier  my  mind,  which  had  hitherto  lain  a  perfect  waste,  Was  strong 
enough  to  understand  and  relish  Feyjoo.  But  it  came  like  the 
sprinr  showers  upon  a  thirsty  soil.  A  man's  opinion  of  the  first 
work  ne  read  when  a  boy,  cannot  safely  be  trusted ;  but,  to  judge 
from  tiie  avidity  with  wnich  at  the  age  of  fifteen  I  devoured  four- 
teen volumes  on  miscellaneous  subjects,  and  the  surprising  impulsa 
they  eave  to  my  yet  unfolded  faculties,  Feyjoo  must  be  a  writer 
who  deserves  more  notice  than  he  has  ever  obtained  from  his  coun- 
trymen. If  I  can  trust  my  recollection,  he  had  deeply  imbibed  the 
spirit  of  Lord  Bacon's  works,  together  with  his  utter  contempt  of 
the  absurd  philosophy  which  has  l^en  universally  taught  in  Spaiui 
till  the  last  third  of  the  eighteenth  century.  From  Bayle,  Fejjoci 
had  learned  caution  in  weighing  historical  evidence,  and  an  habitual 
suspicion  of  the  numberless  opinions  which,  in  countries  unpurified 
by  the  wholesome  gales  of  free  contending  thought,  are  allowed  to 
range  unmolested,  for  ases,  with  the  same  clium  to  the  rights  of 
prescription  as  frogs  and  insects  have  to  their  stagnant  pools.  In 
a  pleasing  and  popular  style,  Feyjoo  acquainted  his  countrymen 
with  whatever  discoveries  in  experimental  philosopher  had  been 
made  by  Boyle  at  that  time.  He  declared  open  war  against  quack- 
ery of  all  kinds.  Miracles  and  visions  which  had  not  received  the 
sanction  of  the  Church  of  Rome  did  not  escape  the  scrutitiizing  eve 
of  the  bold  Benedictine.  Such,  in  fact,  was  the  alarm  produced  by 
bis  works  on  the  all-believing  race  for  whom  he  wrote,  that  nothing 
but  the  patronage  of  Ferdinand  VL  prevented  his  being  silenced 
with  the  ultima  ratio  of  Spanish  divines — ^the  Inquisition. 

**  Had  the  power  of  Alaadin's  lamp  placed  me  within  the  richest 
subterraneous  palace  described  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  it  could  not 
have  produced  the  raptures  I  experienced  from  the  intellectual 
treasure  of  which  I  now  imagined  myself  the  master.  Physical 
strength  develops  itself  so  gradually,  that  few,  I  am  inclined  to 
think,  derive  pleasure  from  a  sudden  start  of  bodily  vigour.  But 
m^  mind,  like  a  young  bird  in  the  nest,  had  lived  unconscious  of  i^ 
wings,  till  this  unexpected  leader  had,  by  his  boldness,  allured  it 

•  Feyjoo  died  in  1765.  Sevenl  of  his  Zmxya  were  published  in  Bnyliah  liy 
Jolm1lfett,Bsq.  i;;80. 
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into  flight  From  a  state  of  mere  animal  life,  I  found  myself  at 
once  possessed  of  the  faculty  of  thinkine ;  and  I  can  scarcely  con- 
ceive, that  the  soul,  emerging  after  death  into  a  hierher  rank  of  ex- 
istence, shall  feel  and  try  its  n'few  powers  with  a  Keener  delisht* 
My  knowledge,  it  is  true,  was  confined  to  a  few  physical  and  nis- 
torical  facts ;  but  I  had,  all  at  once,  learned  to  reason,  to  ai^e,  to 
doubt  To  the  surprise  and  alarm  of  my  ^od  relatives,  I  had  beeu 
changed,  within  a  iew  weeks,  into  a  sceptic  who,  without  questioii- 
ing  religious  subjects,  would  not  allow  any  one  of  the  settled  no- 
tions to  pass  for  its  current  value.  My  mother,  with  her  usual 
penetration,  perceived  the  new  tendency  of  my  mind,  and  thanked 
heaven,  in  my  presence,  that  Spain  was  my  native  country ;  '  else,' 
she  said,  *  he  would  soon  quit  the  pale  of  the  church.' 

*'  The  main  advantage,  however,  I  owed  to  my  new  powers,  was 
a  speedy  emancipation  from  the  Aristotelic  school  of  the  Domini- 
cans. I  had,  sometimes,  dipped  intp  the  second  volume  of  their 
Elements  of  Philosophy,  and  had  found,  to  my  utter  dismay,  that 
they  denied  the  existence  of  a  ^'flcttum— one.  of  my  tlien  favourite 
doctrines,  and  attributed  the  ascent  of  liquids  by  suction,  to  the 
horror  of  nature  at  being  wounded  and  torn.  Now,  it  so  happened 
that  Feyjoo  had  given  me  the  clearest  notions  on  the  theory  of  the 
sucking-pump,  and  the  relative  gravity  of  air  and  water.  Mothii^ 
tlierefore,  could  equal  my  contempt  of  those  monks,  who  could  stiU 
contend  for  the  old  system  of  sympathies  and  antipathies.  A  re- 
primand from  the  reverend  Professor  of  Logic,  for  my  utter  inat- 
tention to  his  lectures,  sprung,  at  length,  the  mine  which,  chareed 
with  the  first  scraps  of  learning,  and  brimful  of  boyish  conceit,  had 
long  been  ready  to  explode. 

**  Had  the  friar  remonstrated  with  me  in  private,  my  habitual 
timidity  would  have  sealed  up  my  lips.  But  he  rated  me  before  the 
whole  class,  and  that  fired  up  my  indignation.  Rising  from  my 
seat  with  a  courage  so  new  to  me  that  it  seemed  to  be  inspired,  I 
boldly  declared  my  determination  not  to  burden  and  pervert  my 
mind  with  the  absurdities  that  were  taught  in  their  schools.  Beine 
asked,  with  a  sarcastic  smile,  which  were  the  doctrines  that  had 
thus  incurred  my  disapprobation,  I  visibly  surprised  tlie  Professor- 
no  bright  genius  himself— -with  the  theory  of  the  sucking-pump, 
and  actually  non-plused  him  on  the  mighty  question  of  vacuum. 
To  be  thus  bearded  by  a  stripling,  was  more  than  his  professional 
humility  could  bear.  He  bade  me  thank  my  family  for  not  being 
that  moment  turned  out  of  the  class ;  assuring  me,  however,  that  my 
father  should  be  acquainted  with  my  impertinence  in  the  course  of 
that  day.  Yet,  I  must  do  justice  to  his  good-nature  and  modera- 
tion in  checking  the  students,  who  wished  to  serve  me,  like  San- 
cho,  with  a  blanketing. 

*'  Before  the  threatened  message  could  reach  my  father,  I  had, 
with  great  rhetorical  skill,  engaged  maternal  pride  and  fear  in  mj 
favour.  In  whatx:olours  the  mar  may  have  painted  my  impru- 
dence, I  neither  learned  nor  cared ;  for  my  mother,  whose  dislike 
of  the  Dominicans,  as  the  enemies  of  the  jfesuits,  had  been  roused 
by  the  public  reprimand  of  the  Professor,  took  the  whole  matter 


Modem  Fictions.  165 

into  her  hands,  and,  before  the  end  of  the  week,  I  heard,  with  rap- 
ture, that  my  name  was  to  be  entered  at  the  Universitj. 

^  Having  thus  luckily  obtained  the  object  of  mj  wishes,  I  soon  re- 
trieved my  character  for  industry,  and  received  the  public  thanks 
of  my  new  Professor.  What  mi^ht  have  been  my  progress  under  a 
better  system  than  that  of  a  Spanish  university,  vanity  will  probably 
not  allow  me  to  judge  with  fairness.  I  will,  therefore,  content  my^ 
selif  with  laying  a  sketch  of  that  system  before  the  reader." 
{To  be  continued.) 


MODERN  FICTIONS. 

In  the  first  search  of  the  mind  after  knowledge,  when  its  ap- 
petite 18  eager,  history  presents  it  with  a  crowd  of  facts^  person- 
ages, and  adventures,  which  it  greedily  devours  and  indiscrimi- 
nately enjoys.  These  possess  at  that  period  all  the  charms  of 
romance,  superadded  to  those  of  reality,  without  the  semblance 
of  which,  at  least,  we  are  not  satisfied  at  first.  And  youth,  in 
the  freshness  and  abundance  of  feeling,  can  interest  itself  in  any 
characters  and  events,  however  drily  delineated  or  barrenly  de- 
tailed. But  there  is  nothing  sooner  learned  than  the  insipidity 
of  truth.  The  stock  of  active  feeling  becomes  exhausted  pro- 
portionably  as  the  craving  for  it  increases;  and  we  turn  from  the 
survey  of  things  as  they  are,  to  the  more  flattering  pictures  of 
imagmation  and  reverie. 

'Tis  strange,-— but  our  opinions  used  to  be  exactly  the  reverse. 
Fiction  seemed  to  be  the  fit  amusement  of  infancy  and  youth, — 
history  the  solid  nourishment  of  mature  age.  We  have  found 
it  otherwise;  and  were  we  egotistical  enough  to  argue  from 
private  experience,  we  would  describe  youth  as  the  reign  of 
matter-of-Jact^-^s  a  season  spent  in  systematizing,  and  in  form- 
ing common-place  books  and  chronological  tables  |  and  manhood 
as  a  state,  in  which  all  we  formerly  called  real  and  solid  had 
lost  its  attraction — ^wom  out  its  gilding  as  it  were ;  and  of  which 
the  only  solace  was  in  those  imaginations  and  idealities,  which 
youth  did  not  know  or  need. 

Though  the  mode  of  education  now  prevalent  introduces  us 
first  to  fiction,— rto  Robinson  Crusoe,  to  Ovid,  to  Virgil,  and 
leaves  us  to  find  out  the  reality  afterwards  ourselves,  me  con- 
trary, one  should  think,  were  more  natural  as  well  as  more  bene- 
ficiaJ.  We,  who  spring  from  the  earth  and  journey  toward  the 
heaven,  should  proceed  from  the  solid  to  the  fanciful.  We, 
who  have  to  guide  ourselves  through  the  rude  collisions  of  the 
world  before  we  can  aspire  to  a  loftier,  should  learn  the  circum- 
stances, the  habits,  the  rules  of  life,  ere  we  launched  into  dreary 
speculation.  We  should  be  taught  to  build  fabrics  on  earth,  ere 
we  learned  to  erect  them  in  the  air ;  and  should  assign  to  each 
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season  of  life  those  occupations,  which  suit  th^  diffefent  realms 
on  which  they  border; 

<<  A  youth  of  action,  an  old  age  of  dreams." 
In  youth  the  indulgence  of  ideality  undermines  the  heart  and 
obliterates  the  feelings,  absorbs  the  mind  in  selfish  speculation 
and  isolates  it  in  itself.  Amusement  becomes  business,  houra 
of  excitement  are  frenzy  and  irritation,  the  rest  languor  and 
irksomeness— 

«  Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 

A  storm  whereon  &ey  ride." 

But  the  musings  of  age  are  calm  and  its  hopes  not  fallacious, 
while  the  melancholy  feeling  that  accompanies  its  retrospection 
to  the  past,  is  sweeter  and  more  soothing  than  the  gorgeous  pro- 
mises of  youth. 

But  we  grow  man'ellously  heroic— quite  Zimmermannish, 
and  why  ?  all  to  prove  that  gray  hairs  are  as  dignified  over  Ariosto 
or  the  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  as  they  are  over  Locke  or 
Adam  Smith.  'Tis  a  selfish  warmth,  good  Reader;  for  our 
ears  yet  tingle,  and  our  liver  swells  (tumet  jecur^  with  a  severe 
objurgation  we  lately  received,  when  "  caught  slipshod  over  the 
last  new  novel."- — Mais  rcvenons. 

An  ideal  world  is  necessary  to  the  mind :  all  nations,  whether 
rude  or  civilized,  have  possessed  one,  and  stocked  it  with 
scenes,  personages,  and  occupations  suitable  to  their  respective 
notions  of  happiness.  Man  is  not  satisfied  with  the  objects 
around  him,  and  from  his  store  of  hope  and  prophetic  feeling, 
builds  himself  a  mental  paradise  to  repose  or  revel  in,  while 
terror  and  superstition  often  lend  their  pernicious  aid,  intruding 
^gorgons,  hydras,  and  chimaeras  dire."  This  becomes  the 
presence-chamber  of  the  soul,  where  the  perceptions  are  re- 
ceived and  ranked.  All  thoughts  and  objects  become  tinged 
with  the  prevaling  air  of  the  place,  and  decked  either  in  the  gay 
attire  of  fancy,  or  dull  livery  of  wo.  We  view  the  world  re- 
flected in  it  as  in  a  speculum,  and  in  no  other  light  can  we  view 
it;  for  to  reason  against  feeling  is  impossible.  This,  whether 
produced  by  the  ascendant  genius  of  a  few,  by  climate,  or  by 
divine  inspiration,  is  the  pervading  spirit  of  each  nation  and 
age.  It  is  this,  which  originates  and  characterizes  all  opinion 
and  all  habit;  and  to  this,  as  to  an  all-actuating  cause,  the  phi- 
losophic historian  can  trace  every  fact  he  narrates. 

'Tis  strange,  that  in  these  days  we,  with  our  attested  creed 
and  well-founded  hopes  of  futuri^,  should  place  our  ideal  re- 
gion so  litde  removed  from  that  m  which  we  dwell— should 
never  contemplate  beings  other  than  ourselves — should  be  so 
nailed  to  earth,  and  entangled  in  tiie  thread  of  tale,  adventure, 
and  character,  as  to  forget  that  proud  privilege  giv»  us  by  the 
poet,- 

**  Os  flwblimea  dedit,  oodamque  tueri/' 
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while  the  rude  and  early  nations,  ivho  were  surrounded  with 
ignorance  and  doubt,  were  ever  in  the  world  of  spirits,  gods,  and 
deniigods;  treading  the  starry  floor  of  heaven,  or  ranging  earth 
in  the  midst  of  invisible  deities — ^the  beautiful  children  of  their 
fancy*  Those  were  sublime  delights,  but  there  were  terrors  to 
balance  them:  if  we  have  lost  the  one  we  have  escaped  the 
other;  and  though  we  may  know  more  of  spiritual  things  than 
our  dassic  predecessors,  we  certainly yirW  less. 

With  the  people  of  Greece  and  Rome  progressive  civilization 
had  not  that  full  effect  in  undermining  the  prevalence  of  ima* 
gination  which  it  has  had  with  us.  The  polite  sceptic,  who 
ceased  to  acknowledge  the  influence  of  Jupiter  and  Apollo,  was 
sdll  wanned  by  the  visionary  speculations  of  the  Platonic  phi- 
losophy, while  the  grandeur  of  statue  and  temple,  the  continual 
obsiovance  of  old  and  venerable  rites,  and  the  yet  unshaken 
superstitions  of  the  vulgar,  did  not  allow  him  altogether  to 
forget  the  gods  of  Olympus.  To  this  mild  and  compromising 
spirit  succeeded  the  furious  idealism  of  legend,  vision,  and  mar- 
tyrdom, restrained  at  first  by  the  political  struggles  of  the  em- 
pire, and  afterwards ,  softened  by  mingling  with  the  lofty,  and, 
acccffding  to  our  ideas,  more  elegant  institutions  of  the  northern 
invaders.  The  different  lig^t  and  esteem  in  which  the  female 
sex  was  held  by  these  barbarians,  as  they  were  termed,  and  the 
subsequent  heightening  of  that  esteem  into  romantic  devotion, 
forms  the  fltreat  difference  between  the  ideal  world  of  the  an- 
cients and  mat  of  the  modems. 

And  here  we  have  discovered  the  reason  why  we,  in  our 
visionary  and  fictitious  tales,  are  contented  with  earth  and 
earthly  scenes,  and  why  they  despised  such  as  insipid,  unless 
when  seasoned  with  deities  and  excursions  to  the  Heavens. 
We  possess  the  delights  of  love,  of  feeling  and  refined  passion, 
of  which  they  had  not  an  idea:-— woman,  such  as  we  know  her, 
was  never  in  their  imaginations  or  their  pages.  With  our  ele- 
gailt  idiai  of  the  sex,  we  can  well  dispense  with  all  the  affable 
celestials^  diat  haunted  bower  and  stream,  that  blest  Anchises 
or  Endymion;  and  we  would  not  exchange  the  Rebecca  of 
Ivanhoe  for  all  the  pulpy  goddesses  that  thronged  the  imperial 
synod  of  Jove. 

'TIS  said,  that  the  old  knights  and  dames  of  chivalry  were  no 
better  than  they  should  be-»perhaps  so;  but  their  theory  was 
fine,  their  beau  idial  of  character  poetically  noble,  and  their 
matiriel  of  imagination  most  ample,  uniting  the  gorgeousness 
of  the  Orientals  with  the  gloomy  grandeur  of  the  North.  The 
peculiar  and  exquisite  style  of  sentiment  which  they  originated, 
we  have  inherited  from  them  with  much  less  variation  than  is 
supposed.  The  externals — the  habits  and  institutions,  have 
passed  away;  the  subtle  spirit  of  thought  still  exists  the  sgime. 
In  rude  and  unthinkbg  times  this  could  not  have  been  sup- 
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ported,  unless  typified  and  inculcated  by  the  ceremony  and  the 
banner — by  *^  pomp,  pride,  and  circumstance  ;^'  but  in  these 
comparatively  quiet  times  it  is  kept  alive  in  the  musings  of  the 
contemplatist,  and  is  unconsciously  imbibed  by  the  noble  and 
high-bom  in  silence, 

**  Unnois'd  by  the  rude  breath  of  fame." 

The  loquacity  of  the  world  consists  of  unmeaning  and  narrow 
politics,  petty  scandal,  and  common-place  criticism;  to  wander 
beyond  matter-of-fact,  or  the  news  of  the  day,  would  be  against 
all  the  rules  of  good-breeding;  and  that  portion  of  romantic 
feeling,  which  is  at  present  in  the  world,  is  reserved  for  the 
pillow  and  the  closet,  and  comes  forth  in  the  unassuming  page 
of  the  poem  and  the  novel. 

In  the  civilized  age  this  spirit  can  exist  without  die  aid  of  mar- 
vel and  enchantment,  and  may  be  embodied  in  the  scenes  of  real 
life  : — in  a  rude  age  it  could  not  be  so.  All  the  early  attempts  at 
simple  fiction  are  compelled  to  make  up  in  licentiousness  what 
they  want  in  the  marvellous;  such  is  the  case  with  the ^^/ioux, 
which  succeeded  the  early  romances,  and  much  tended  to  cor- 
rupt the  purer  strain  of  sentiment  breathed  by  the  latter. 

As  zeal  subsided  both  in  imaginative,  writers  and  their  audi- 
tors, (the  early  romances  having  been  intended  to  be  spoken  or 
sung,)  the  demand  was  for  prose,  and  translations  were  greedily 
devoured  by  those  who  would  not  undertake  the  fatigue  of  read- 
ing the  works  in  their  metrical  state.  ^^  It  is  a  whimsical  fact," 
says  Ellis,  *^  that  the  same  fables,  which  were  discredited  when 
inverse,  were  again  on  their  transfusion  into  prose  received 
without  suspicion.  It  should  seem  that  falsehood  is  generally 
safe  from  detection  when  concealed  under  a  sufficient  cloak  of 
dulness."  This  is  rather  splenetic  on  the  part  of  the  critic — 
falsehood  and  dulness  sue  coarse  and  unjust  s)^onyme8  for  fable 
and  prose. 

But  proportionably  as  real  character  is  altered  by  the  pro- 
gress of  society,  the  ideal  is  also.  The  French  courtier  and 
intriguante  ceased  to  be  interested  with  the  heroes  and  heroines 
of  old  romance  ;  they  sought  a  more  tranquil  and  less  stately 
fiction,  and  novelty  was  welcomed  with  unusual  populari^. 
Amyot's  translation  of  the  Greek  romance  of  Theagene?  and 
Chariclea,  which  appeared  in  1547,  went  through  ten  editions 
before  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century. 

When  the  war  and  agitation  occasioned  by  the  ambition  of 
the  Guises  had  ceased,  the  establishment  of  the  gqllant  Henry 
on  his  throne  gave  the  appearance  of  a  golden  age  to  a  nation 
just  breathing  from  dissention  and  slaughter.  This  prepared 
the  national  taste  for  the  bergeries — ^the  pictures  of  rural  and 
tranquil  life,  which  soon   became  fashionable.    They  were 
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seemingly  imported  from  Spain  during  the  dose  connesdon  of 
the  league  with  that  country,  where  the  Diana  of  Montemayor, 
and  the  Galatea  of  Cervantes,  were  at  the  height  of  popularity* 
In  imitation  of  these,  D'Urfe,  a  French  nobleman,  composed 
his  ^^  Astrea,"  where,  under  the  guise  of  shepherds  and  shepher- 
desses, all  the  court  scandals  and  amours  are  related;  it  is  a 
curious  mixture  of  intrigue  and  innocence,  of  pastoral  and 
heroic.  Nevertheless  it  was  a  step  to  improvement,— >^  it  gave 
a  new  form  to  romance,''  according  to  Fontenelle,  ^^  and  re- 
called the  decorum  and  sentiment  which  appeared  to  have  been 
banished  altogether."  It  was  published  in,  and  subsequent  to 
1610:  a  whole  host  of  imitators  followed  it;  and  Segrus  sa3rs, 
that  till  his  time  all  the  Pidces  de  TMatre  were  taken  from  the 
Astrea* 

But  we  are  going  over  a  ground  often  traced  by  more  able 
pens,  and  know  not  how  we  got  into  the  track,  having  indulged 
at  fint  in  a  few  generalities,  by  way  of  introduction  to  a  review 
of  the  novels  of  Madame  La  Fayette*  But  as  the  heroic  romance 
is  the  link  between  the  berberies  and  the  compositions  of  that 
lady,  it  may  be  as  well  to  touch  upon  them  now,  and  defer  our 
remarks  upon  Madame  La  Fayette  to  a  future  time.  From  the 
various  character  of  the  bergerieSy  critics  have  been  much  puz- 
zled to  assign  the  sources  whence  they  arose,  being  compounded 
of  classic,  Moorish,  and  romantic  fiction;  but  their  mond  causes 
are  acutely  detailed  by  Fontenelle. 

**  The  French  had  just  emerged  from  the  troubles  of  the  Fronde 
-—a  war,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  ridiculous,  commenced  and  perse- 
vered in  without  object  or  plan,  and  terminated  by  transactions 
equally  disgraceful  to  both  parties.  All  Paris  had  been  engaged 
in  it,  and  all  ranks  of  people,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest, 
foimd  themselves,  to  their  astonishment,  with  sword  in  hand. 
Skirmishes  passed  daily— every  one  was  busied  recounting  and 
exaggerating  his  exploits — ^there  was  nothing  else  spoken  of— ^ 
men,  women,  and  even  infants,  were  seized  with  the  universal 
enthusiasm.  These  circumstances  had  not  a  litde  contributed 
to  elevate  people's  thoughts  above  their  level ;  a  tinge  of  war- 
like heroism  was  spread  over  society,  which  was  not  likely  to 
be  dissipated  in  the  midst  of  the  brilliant  triumphs  of  a  young 
and  victorious  court;  and  gallantry,  ever  attached  to  the  steps 
of  glory,  was  not  left  behind  by  its  companion.  This  general 
disposition  of  taste  gave  rise  to  the  heroic  romances,  and  in- 
sured their  success,  while  D'Urft  for  some  time  fell  into  total 
neglect."* 

Of  the  long-winded  story  and  style  here  spoken  of,  the 
English  reader  has  seen  sufficient  in  its  offspring— the  dramatic 

*  Coi]ndeBeUe8Lettzefl»to]n.iv.p.207. 
Vou  n.  No.  8.— 1821.  Y 
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bi-odtictiond  of  Charles  the  Second  and  William^s  reign— of 
Dryden  and  Lee,  unless  he  has  had  the  hardihood  to  wade 
through  the  Parthenissa  of  Lord  Orrery,  die  only  English 
'Soman  dc  la  hngue  halehie*  These  compositions,  as  well  as 
their  predcciessor  ih  popularity— the  Astrea,  owed  most  of  that 
popularity  to  the  covert  delineations  of  distinguished  living 
'characters,  and  supplied,  for  a  while,  die  place  of  the  Memoirs 
arid  Anai^  in  which  the  French  nation  abounded.  The  rules  of 
valoiir  and  courtesy,  chastity  and  hauteur^  so  siitiply  inculcated 
in  the  old  Romances,  were^  in  the  heroic,  refined  and  wire-drawn 
to  the  most  subtle  distinctions :  the  love-dialogue  of  the  latter 
'toswered  the  tournament  of  the  formet*,  and  skill  in  argument 
with  the  i^nowFedge  of  all  the  niceties  of  feeling,  seem  more 
necessary  to  the  heroic  hero  than  even  a  stout  arm  and  irresistible 
spean  This  spirit  was  kept  up  by  the  tone  that  pervaded  the 
fashionable  society  of  the  Hotel  de  Rambouillet;  but  diose 
male  and  fetnale  bas  bints  soon  passed  away,  and  yielded  the 
ascendancy  of  social  life  (then,  and  in  that  nation,  of  die  greatest 
fmportante)  to  a  more  rational  assembly,— Huet,  Segrais, 
CaAlieres,  La  Fontaine,  Madame  de  Sevign6,  Le  Due  de  Roche- 
foucault,  and  Madame  La  Payette:  all  of  whom  had  been 

S'eviously  more  or  less  intimate  with  the  coterie  of  Madame  de 
ambouillet.  From  this  society  may  be  said  to  spring  the 
modern  novel,  as  though  the  Princesse  de  Cleves,  &c.  are  at« 
tributed  to  one  name,  there  is  no  doubt  that  the  very  work  of 
composition  was  a  divided  task;  and  the  sentiment  prevalent 
throughout  them  seems  to  be  but  their  conversadon  embodied. 
The  very  mention  of  Rochefoucault,  as  one  of  the  members,  is 
suflRcient  to  account  for  their  discarding  the  sentiment  and  style 
ampouUy  and  letting  diemselves  down  to  a  parallel  with  common 
sense.  Y. 
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Among  the  fopperies,  the  MSigm  djffieiUa^  which  in  the  dark  ages 
supplied  the  place  of  learning  and  taste,  there  were  none  more  re- 
markable, none  on  which,  more  labour  was  wasted  to  less  useful 
purpose,  than  the  Palindromes,  or  Canorine,  or  recurrent  verses,  as 
.thev  were  called,  from  their  reading  the  same,  letter  by  letter, 
backwards  and  forwards. 

The  difficulty,  however,  of  this  species  of  composition  was  an 
effectual  barrier  to  the  generality  of  its  study,  and  the  number  of 
its  examples.  Indeed,  whoever  attempts  to  compose  a  Palindrome 
line,  will  be  surprised  that  there  should  be  so  many  on  record. 

We  have  thought  it  might  amuse  our  readers,  to  see  the  specimens 
of  this  fanciful  species  of  verse  which  we  have  been  able  to  collect. 
Weba¥e«therefore9cla8M!d4iietnimdertteirdi9erentlangQages,and 
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wUl  give  tbe  pr^cedeiiee»  as  ii^  duty  bound,  tqjth^  ^i^cient  BxpA. 
One  onlj  in  thia  lan^age  is  generally  knqwn,  and  this,  owii\g. tQ . 
the  iength  of  one  of  its  wonts,  would  possess  as  m^^k  nieiit  as  ihn 
surmoiinting  of  difficulty  can  bestpw»  were  it  not  spoiled  by  &  via? 
lation  of  gpimmar  which  is  equally  inexcusable  ana  incurable.  It 
was  ii|3cnbed  on  a  marble  Benitier  in  thectiurch  of  Not|:f  Df^^ 
at  Pans,  and  runs  as  follows  :-^ 

NliOM  ANOMHMATA,  MH  MOHAN  Oi^Di. 

Wash  you  sins,  not  your  countenance  alone. 

The  classical  reader  will  ^ee  that  tlie  rvle^  pf  Kntniii^r  are 
broken,  by  the  substitution  of  the  acyectiv^MqifA^  ^r  (he  adv^^ 
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Latin,  being  the  language  in  which  the  cofnpositi9n  of  these  linef 
is  the  most  easy  (from  its  containing  both  so  many  words  which 
spell  the  same  backwards  and  forwards,  and  so  many  which  bear 
one  sense  when  read  forwards  and  another  backwards]|  is  that  in 
which  they  are  generally  recognised  to  abound  most  c6piously.  It 
is  also  the  Faneuage  in  which  they  first  appearec^,  tM^ving  been  in- 
vented by  Sot&des,  a  Roman  poet,  who  lived  about  250  years  be- 
fore  Christ.  He  having  degraded  his  muse  by  devotinj^  her  tq  ob- 
scenity, Sotadia  Oamana  became  tiie  ^neral  name  for  verse  of 
that  dilating  character.  The  few  of  his  Imes  which  are  cited  by 
Quintilian  are  well  known  :-^ 


,  tibi  subito  motibus  ibit  amor, 
Bibene  te  tua  hum  tajuft,  sua  laute  tenebis, 
Sole  medere  pede,  ede,  perede  meloa. 

In  the  following  lines  each  word  is  a  Palindrome:-^ 

Odo  tenet  mulum,  madidun  muKim  tenet  Odo, 
Anna  tenet  mappam,  madioam  mappam  tenet  Amia. 

The  following  recurrent  lines  were  composed  by  Paschasias,  as 
an  epitaph  on  Henry  IV.>— 

Area  serenum  me  gere  regent,  munere  sacra, 
Solem,  areas,  animos,  omina  sacra,  melos. 

But  these  two  last  specimens  have  too  little  sepse  to  deserve  much 
notice. 

For  the  most  beautiful  example  we  must  turn  to  the  ^nnals  ^f 
our  own  country,  and  to  a  woman.  In  the  reim  of  Queen  Eliza* 
beth,  when  the  education  of  women  rendered  theqi  freauently  su- 
perior to  the  other  sex,  a  lady  being  banished  the  court  trpqol  a  sus- 
picion of  her  being  too  familiar  with  a  ereat  lord  In  favpur,  gav^ 
this  device.  The  moon  covered  by  a  cloud,  and  the  following  Pa- 
lindrome for  a  motto  >— 

AblataatAlba. 
(Secluded  but  pure.) 

The  merit  of  this  kind  of  composition  was  never  in  any  example 
of  which  we  know  so  heightened  by  appropriateness  and  delicacy 

of  sentiment. 
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In  English  but  one  Palindrome  line  is  known;  at  least,  James 
Harris,  who  had  deeply  studied  our  language,  could  discover  ii« 
more ;  and  that  one  is  only  procured  by  a  auaintness  of  spelling  in 
one  word,  and  the  substitution  of  a  figure  tor  another:— 
Lewd  did  I  live,  &  evil  I  did  dweL 
Our  own  observation  confirms  the  difficulty  of  composing  them  ia 
our  own  language,  which  this  rarity  implies.  We  have  frequentlT 
laboured  at  arrangements  of  words  which  would  form  an  English 
Palindrome  line,  but  always  unsuccessfully,  which  surprised  us,  as 
we  have  in  English  so  many  Palindrome  words. 

There  is  another  species  of  Palindrome,  verbal  but  not  literal,  of 
which,  as  it  must  be  supposed  to  be  less  difficult,  we  are  surprised 
to  find  no  more  than  two  examples.  The  first  of  these  is  the  fol- 
lowing eulogy  of  Hippocrates: — 

lww0%^tnnK  ^tHH  n9  fu^^wtn^  tun  thttt  ^Msa 
^mT§j  tun  9t%vm  «?  nrtan  ttt  «<J^. 
Retroactmn. 

But  a  much  more  iiu[;enious  verbal  Palindrome  is  copied,  in  Mis- 
son's  voyage  to  Italy,  from  the  old  cloister  of  Santa  Marca  Novella 
at  Florence  i-^ 

Sacrum  pingue  dabo,  non  macrum  aaisificabo. 
This  hexameter  line  is  applied  to  the  sacrifice  of  Abel;  but,  on 
being  read  backward,  it  becon^es  a  pentameter  applicable  to  that 
of  Cain — 

Sacrificabo  macrum,  non  dabo  pingue  sacrum. 

Both  are  Leonine  verses,  as  Latin  rhvmes  were  called,  firom  Leo, 
a  writer  of  the  twelfth  century;  though  some  suppose  their  inven- 
tion to  be  of  an  earlier  period.  We  cannot,  however,  in  praising 
the  double  applicability  of  this  line,  forget  that  the  sacrifice  of  Cain 
was  not  a  living  victim. 

But  we  have  reserved  for  our  climax  the  last  and  the  most  extra- 
ordinary eflfort  in  the  composition  of  Palindromes  that  has  appear- 
ed in  print  It  is  a  poem  of  which  we  possess  a  copy,  called  n«f«/u« 
Km^mib^^  written  in  ancient  Greek,  by  a  modem  Greek  named 
Ambrosius,  printed  in  Vienna  in  1802,  and  dedicated  to  die  Empe- 
ror Alexander.  It  contains  455  lines,  every  one  of  which  is  a  lite- 
ral Palindrome.  The  arrangement  of  the  words  is,  of  course,  fre- 
3uently  forced,  the  allusions  br-fetched,  and  the  sense  difficult  to 
.  iscover;  but  they  are  by  no  means  what  are  called  nonsense 
verses ;  for,  bv  close  attention,  and  the  assistance  of  the  notes, 
every  one  of  them  may  be  construed.  We  subjoin  a  few  of  the 
lines,  which  we  have  selected  as  the  most  easy  to  be  construed  >— 

Xv  o^iryntrm  «rf  Av  J'qAv  r«  2«  07r  79  /•«(. 

•  This  poem  is  sfigbtly  alluded  to  by  Choiseul  Gouffier,  in  hia  «*  Vovaec  Pii 
toresque  de  la  ^lice/' 
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'At?  m/pmitu  xAku  tmrm^tutm, 

Hifu  Ml  ri  «i^«  flr«i^rio  €/Mfi-« 

*A  ftmiiptmr*  atf  9%*^*  *<*  ▼'  A<«  5i«^ 

'All  ^«i«  £«  frty  •«  ftf$  «!•  ^fiif* 

Nf«f  ««-«»  ^A/^«»Mf,  «  ^lAf }  M«r«»  iHf . 

'£»ajtA»a^  9/MH  «cfi«9'«€,  iv  ««»f . 

'Q  A«iuv?iiBf ,  0*1  ^v«r  r0  N«fa,  0*1  xiviv  i(«Aiv. 

Ai,  ;«r/M«,  'Af f«(  «  f^«  n  f^m^ttL, 

*£y  '£Air«fffr,  'Avv«  r'  f ffaeriAffv$. 

'£A«Cf  r«  IMW«,  Mtl  tfJMMM  MBTf CaAf. 

S«r/Mm  ^m  ptft  ^ffff  ^#«  tTPtf/un. 

Sv  J«  *Hf  AK)  •<•(  «>  F«f  «««(  ^9  9^$. 

K«i  rv  Amv  «Amv  fliAii^i«f. . 

Nr^  «l«  Amv  r«r,  «A9#«  tfuu 

2v  f0it  (#»ii  f»f I  ff#f«€  fv(. 

'O  F#C  <A«  rt  9v  AvriTf Af«  ji^«», 

'AAA*  r«  ft  f j^  /8«Af ,  AiiC«f  Vf«  r'  «AAji» 

S«Tif  TV  f  0v,  «  f  Aff  5fff  A<«»,  •$  f«$  ^«$. 


ITAULS  IK  THE  6AKDEK« — ITO  IV. 

My  girden  takes  up  half  my  daily  care. 

And  my  field  asks  the  minutes  I  can  spare.  HIetk. 

It  was  said  of  Burke,  that  no  one  could  stand  under  the 
^ame  gateway  with  him,  during  a  shower  of  rain,  without  dis- 
covering that  he  was  an  extraordinary  man;  a  very  consolatory 
assertion  to  the  inhabitants  of  London,  who  were  not,  perhaps, 
previously  aware  that  any  discovery  could  be  made,  or  pleasant 
association  awakened  during  that  most  irksome  period,  when 
they  are  huddled  with  strange  companions  under  the  shelter  of 
a  low  arch,  gazing  listlessly  at  the  rushing  and  wrangling  ken- 
nel, or  walking  to  the  back  of  the  covered  way  to  exchange 
weeping  looks  with  the  sky.  In  that  ten  minutes  of  London's 
suspended  animation,  all  is  desolation  and  gloom:  the  deserted 
street  is  a  wide  waste  of  bubbles  and,  mud;  from  the  unimbib- 
ing  flag-stones  the  discoloured  drops  scramble  into  the  gutter 
to  disembogue  themselves  into  a  feculent  and  stercoraceous  re- 
ceptacle, whither  the  imagination  refuses  to  follow  them  :-^now 
and  then  the^loud  pattering  on  an  umbrella  announces  the  ap- 
proach of  some  sturdy  pedestrian  who  hurries  by,  and  the  cheer- 
less prospect  is  again  confined  to  mud  and  stones,  until  a  hack- 
ney-coach ratdes  past  with  its  hune  and  dripping,  catde,  while 
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the  flap-hatted  driver  holds  his  bead  on  one  side  to  avoid  the 
peking  of  the  storm,  utterly  indifierent  to  the  upheld  fingers 
of  the  shop-and-aiiey-imprisoned  w<mien,  or  the  impatient  calls 
of  appointment-breaking  men;  signals  towluch,  but  half  an 
hour  before,  he  would  have  been  all  eye,  all  ear.  No  delectable 
associations,  either  natural  or  litei^rp ,  spring  up  to  alleviate  the 
tedium  of  such  a  detention  as  we  have  been  describing;  for 
even  the  recollection  of  Swift's  imitative  description  of  a  city- 
shower  will  but  aggravate  the  annoyances  of  our  situation,  by 
die  fidelity  widi  which  he  has  portrayed  the  scene.  How  dif- 
ferent the  efiect  of  a  shower  in  the  country!  We  have  already 
nodced  the  air  of  enjoj^ment  with  which  the  trees  droop  down 
their  branches  to  be  fed,  and  the  silent  satisfaction  with  which 
the  thirsty  earth  drinks  in  the  refreshing  moisture;  but  there  is 
scarcely  a  drop  of  rain  which  we  may  not  moralize  into  as  many- 
conceits  as  Jaques  summoned  up  from  the  tean  of  the  poor 
wounded  stag*  Are  we  in  a  puerile  mood,  we  may  forthwith 
realize  that  most  palatable  conception  of  Mother  Bunch,  by 
which  our  youthful  imaginations  have  been  so  ofiten  raised  to 
ecstasy  (is  it  not  the  Trie  of  Prince  Florizd  ?)  wherein  the  dis- 
criminating £Eury  rewards  her  obedient  children,  by  summoning 
from  the  air  a  shower  of  tarts  and  cheesecakes,  a  prodigy  which 
we  can  thus  easilv  accomplish  with  the  wand  of  fancy.  The 
limpid  drops  destined  to  feed  the  com  whence  the  flour  is  ob- 
tained, and  expand  the  pulp  of  the  currant,  raspberry,  or  goose- 
berry, which  is  to  be  enshrined  in  its  paste,  are  clearly  the 
primal  though  unconcocted  elements  of^  the  feast  which  Mrs. 
Bunch,  (away  with  the  disrespectful  term  mother  /)  perfected 
amid  the  magical  ovens  of  the  sky,  and  showered  down  into 
the  upturned  mouths  of  her  infantine  worshippers.  Every  iidl 
of  ram  is,  in  fact,  a  new  supply  from  the  great  ante-natal  infi- 
nite of  pastry. 

Are  we  poetically  inclmed  in  our  combinations,  there  is  not 
a  drop  from  which  imagination  may  not  extract  beauty  and  me- 
lody, by  pursuing  it  into  the  labjrrinth  of  some  ^  bosky  ddl"  or 
dark  umbrageous  nook,  cmly  lighted  up  by  die  yeUow  eyes  of 
the  primrose;  or  we  may  convert  it  into  a  little  crystal  bark, 
suffering  our  fancies  to  float  upon  it  adown  some  guggling  rivu- 
let, under  a  canopy  of  boughs,  and  betweeu  banks  ^  flowers, 
nodding,  like  Narcissus,  at  their  own  image  in  the  water,  and 
so  sailing  along  in  the  moonlight  to  the  accompaniment  of  its 
own  music,  we  may  realize  Coleridge's 

"Hidden  brook 
In  the  leafy  month  of  June, 
That  to  the  sleeping^  woods  all  night 
Singvth  a  qxoet  tune." 
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Ifjr  patience  aod  periievenuicte  the  leaf  of  the  ttndteny-tree 
becomes  satin ;  the  rain  which  we  shake  from  our  feet  may  be 
metamorphosed  into  that  leaf,  and  ultimately  revisit  them  in  the 
form  of  silk  stdekings.  By  aiiticipatuig  the  silent  elaborations  of 
Nature,  and  following  up  her  processes,  we  may  substantiate 
the  dreams  of  those  poets  and  Oriental  writers  who  tell  of  roses, 
jonqiuls,  and  violets  falling  from  the- sky,  for  almost  every  one 
of  the  globules  of  rain  may  be  a  future  flower.  Absorbed  by  the 
thirsty  roots,  it  may  be  converted  into  sap,  and  working  its  way 
into  the  8ewer-stdk,  may,  in  process  of  time,  assume  the  form 
of  petals,  turning  their  fragrsmt  lips  upwards  to  bless  the  sky, 
whence  they  originally  deiscended.  Or,  are  we  disposed  to 
contemplate  ^e  shower  with  a  more  exalted  anticipation,  we 
have  but  to  recollect  diat  all  flesh  is  grass,  and  the  inevitable 
converse  of  die  proposition,  that  all  grass  is  destined  to  become 
flesh,  either  animal  or  human,  and  straightway  the  rain  becomes 
instinct  with  vitidity,  and  we  may  follow  each  drop  through  its 
vegetable  existence  as  pasture  into  the  ribs  of  some  future  pri^e 
ox;  or  into  Ae  sparkling  eye  of  its  proprietor,  some  linbom  Mr. 
Cc^e  or  Lord  Somerville,  standing  proudly  by  its  side ;  or  into 
the  heart  of  a  Milton,  the  blood  of  a  Hampden,  or  the  brain  of 
a  Bacon.  Thus  in  a  passing  shower  may  we  unconsciously  be 
pelted  with  the  coAiponent  parts  of  buUs  and  sheep,  poets,  pa- 
triots, and  philosophers— -a  fantastical  speculation  perhaps,  bul 
it  ts  better  than  sliiverin^  at  the  end  of  an  alley  in  Holborn 
without  tUnking  of  any  thmg,or  flattening  one's  nose  against  the 
pane  of  a  coflee-house  window  in  splenetic  vacancy. 

Having  mentioned  the  name  of  Bacon,  let  us  not  omit  to  re- 
cord his  assertion,  that  ^^  when  ages  grow  tt>  civility  and  ele«- 
gancy,  men  come  to  build  stately,  sooner  than  to  garden  finely; 
as  if  gardeniftg  were  the  greater  perfection:"  a  remark  no  less 
faciiiourable  to  the  noble  science  of  horticulture,  than  historically 
accordant  with  fact.  Our  own  pre-eminence  at  the  present 
moment  may  be  adduced  in  confirmation ;  and  it  is  no  slight  evi- 
dence of  advancitig  civilization  in  China,  that  they  have  become 
not  less  enthusiastic  than  expert  b  the  cultivation  of  flowers. 
Scarce  European  plants  command  higher  prices  at  Pekin  than 
could  be  obtained  for  any  Chinese  production  in  London.  But 
we  have  rambled  and  preluded  till  the  shower  is  over,  and  we 
may  now  again  venture  out  into  the  garden.  This  Fig-tree 
suggests  the  pasung  remark,  that  aldiough  the  sexual  system  of 
plants  owes  its  establishment  chiefly  to  Lirniseus,  the  fact  was 
well  known  to  the  ancients.  The  Date-palm,  in  all  ages  a  pri- 
mary object  of  cultivation,  bears  barren  and  fertile  flowers  upon 
separate  trees;  and  the  Greeks  soon  discovered,  that  to  have 
abundant  and  well-flavoured  fruit,  it  was  expedient  to  plant 
bodi  together.   WidioQt  this  arrangement  dates  have  no  kernel, 
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and  are  not  good  fruit.  In  the  Levant  theaame  process  is  prac- 
tised on  the  Pistacia  and  fig.  This  gall  which  has  fallen  from 
our  young  oak,  is  a  tumour  or  disease  in  the  tree,  and  will  ulti- 
mately become  animated  by  myriad^  of  insects.  Galls  for 
making  ink  are  the  oak-apples  of  a  Levant  Quercus,  different 
from  any  of  ours.  Yonder  is  the  Holly,  from  whose  bark  the 
treacherous  bird-lime  is  prepared.  Poets  have  bewailed  the 
hard  fate  of  the  eagle,  whose  wing  had  furnished  the  plume  of 
the  arrow  by  which  he  was  shot; — ^why  have  they  not  melodised 
in  verse  the  perfidious  treatment  of  linnets  and  robins,  whose 
natural  perch  is  thus  converted  into  a  snare  to  rob  them  of  their 
life  andlibert}*  ?  In  passing  this  Vine,  so  fertile  in  all  pleasant 
and  hilarious  associations,  we  may  record  that  Dr.  Hales,  by 
aflbnng  tubes  to  the  stump  of  one  which  he  had  cut  off  in  April, 
found  that  the  sap  rose  twenty-one  feet  high,  whence  we  may 
form  some  notion  of  the  moisture  which  these  plants  absoih 
from  the  earth,  and  brew  into  wine,  in  their  minute  vessels,  for 
the  recreation  and  delight  of  man.  The  villace-clock  striking 
the  hour  of  eleven,  remmds  me  of  one  remarkable  circumstance 
which  I  might  otherwise  have  omitted  to  notice — that  it  is  a 
number  totally  unknown  in  botany,  no  plant,  tree,  shrub,  or  flpwer 
having  yet  been  discovered  in  which  the  corolla  has  eleven  males. 
The  prevalence  of  the  Polyandrian  system  among  plants  is  at- 
tested by  the  singular  fact,  that  out  of  11,500  species  of  plants 
enumerated  in  the  first  thirteen  classes  of  the  Cambridge  collec- 
tion, there  is  not  one,  bearing  barren  and  fertile  flowers,  in  which 
the  females  exceed  the  males. 

^*  In  the  royal  ordering  of  gardens,'*  says  Bacon,  *^  there 
ought  to  be  a  garden  for  every  month  in  the  year,"  by  the  adop- 
tion of  which  recommendation,  even  in  private  pleasure-grounds, 
we  might  secure  to  ourselves  theenjoyment  of  a  perpetual  bloom, 
placing  ourselves,  as  it  were,  beneath  the  cornucopia  of  Flora 
to  be  crowned  with  a  perennial  garland.  Even  when  the  ever- 
greens in  the  depth  of  winter  refute  their  0¥m  name,  and  present 
nothing  to  the  eye  but  waving  tufts  of  snow,  we  may  perpetuate 
the  summer  landscape  by  turning  our  glance  inward,  and  recall- 
ing the  floweryness  and  green  overgrowth  of  the  past  season  :>— 
or  in  the  midst  of  leafless  shrubs  and  trees,  whose  fleshless 
bones  are  wrapped  in  snow,  like  skeletons  in  their  winding- 
sheets,  we  may  call  around  us  all  their  verdant  glories  by  anti- 
cipating the  garniture  of  the  following  spring,  in  the  manner  of 
which  Cowper  has  afforded  so  beautiful  an  example ; 


-These  naked  shoot^ 


Barren  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 
Makes  wintry  music,  sighing  as  it  goes, 
Shall  put  their  |fraceiui  foliage  on  again. 
And  more  a^inng,  and  with  ampler  spread. 
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ShiOboMt  new  channs,  and  more  than  they  have  lo«t. 

Then  each  in  its  peculiar  honours  clad. 

Shall  publish  even  to  the  distant  eye 

Its  family  and  tribe.    Laburnum,  rich 

In  streaming  gold;  syringa,  ivory  pure; 

Tlie  scentless  and  the  scented  rose ;  this  red. 

And  of  a  humbler  j;rowth,  the  other  taD, 

And  throwing  up  mto  the  darkest  gloom 

Of  neigfabcunng^  cypress,  or  more  nble  yew, 

Her  silver  ^lobes^  hgfat  as  the  foamy  suif 

Tliat  the  wmd  seven  from  the  broken  wave  >— 

The  lilac,  various  in  array,  now  white. 

Now  sanguine,  and  her  beauteous  head  now  set 

With  purple  spikes  pyramidal,  as  if 

Studious  of  ornament,  yet  unresolved 

Which  hue  she  most  approved,  she  chose  them  aU;— • 

Copious  of  flowers  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan. 

But  well  compensating  her  sickly  looks 

With  never^cuiving  owNin^  early  and  htle;— 

Hypericum  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 

€n  flowers,  Hke  flies  clothing  her  slender  rods. 

That  scarce  a  leaf  appears  ;^4nezerion  too, 

Thousrh  leafless,  well  attired,  and  diick  beset 

With  Dhiahinsr  wreaths,  investing  every  spray ; — 

Althaea  with  tne  purple  eye:  the  broom 

YeUow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloyed 

Her  bloawms;  and  luxuriant  above  all 

The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  sweets. 

The  deep  dark-green  of  whose  unvamish'd  leaf 

Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more 

The  bright  proAiaion  of  her  scattered  stars/'  H. 


MrSIC  OF  POLITICS. 

Oiikfuv ym^  %tHff9vm  ^vriavf  t^^wm  auv  n«Airfa«f  fifutt  rSf  layttrlmit, 

Plato  de  Hepub.  1.  iv. 

^  There,  Mr  Editor,  ^^  I  give  you  in  three,"  to  make  a  good 
trausladon  of  this  Greek.  Vvc  tried  my  hand  on  it  in  vain. 
The  first  version  I  made  stood  thus,  **  A  change  of  measures  is 
apt  to  breed  revolutions  in  the  state:"  but  exclusively  of  a 
natural  dislike  to  the  term  measures  (which  is  but  a  tailor-like 
sort  of  a  word,)  the  passage  has  too  much  the  air  of  a  truism  : 
then,  it  savours  somethins  of  the  thick  and  thin  ministerialist ; 
and  to  tell  you  a  secret,  I  have  not  as  yet  found  my  place  in  the 
ranks  of  that  class  of  politicians.  There  was  nothing,  therefore, 
to  do,  but  to  give  a  dash  of  the  pen  through  the  line,  and  begin 
again.  My  second  attempt  was  as  follows,  ^*  When  a  minister 
takes  a  crotchet  in  his  head,  let  him  look  that  he  does  not  en- 
danger the  constitution."  Upon  the  whole,  this  renders  the 
sense  of  the  original  with  sufficient  spirit,  and  is  not  so  much 
amiss ;  but  then  it  is  too  radical  for  the  ^  N^w  Monthly,"  apd 
Vol.  Q.  No.  8.^1831.  Z 
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so,  ibi  omnis  effiisus  labor.  Neither  was  my  third  triad  more  for- 
tunate. "  Vnhen  every  whipper-snapper  gives  himself  airs^  and 
thinks  to  set  the  world  to  a  new  tune^  then  the  Habeas  Corpus 
should  be  suspended,  and  the  press  vigorously  restrained." 
This  is  an  evident  begging  of  the  Question;  and,  as  I  am  no 
be^;ar,  I  leave  the  matter  to  those  tnat  are. 

By  the  time  I  had  gotten  thus  far,  I  was  fully  convinced  that 

*<  Chi  ben  cominda  ha  il  mezzo  del  opnii" 

and  had  already  passed  through  most  of  those  customary  sUges 
of  mortified  authorship,  which  find  vent  in  such  expressions  as 
"  the  deuce  take  the  Greek ;"  **  the  devil's  in  the  Greek ;"  "  I 

wish  Plato  and  his  Republic  were ,"  &c.  &c. ;  when  in  the 

moment  of  giving  that  energetic  clench  of  the  teeth  which  ac- 
companies die  act  of  rending  the  paper  into  fifty  stripes^  it 
fortunately  occurred  to  me  that  the  motto  would  look  very  well 
as  it  is.  A  translation  is  of  no  use  to  the  learned,  and  the  un* 
learned  may  mistake  the  tjrpe  for  a  grotesque  vignette,  or  liken 
it  to  the  text  of  a  sermon,  which,  on  the  authority  of  Sterne, 
I  pronounce  to  be  indifferent  to  the  commentary,  and  which, 
since  the  catechistical  days  of  my  grandmother,  no  one  thinks 
the  most  important  part  of  the  discourse:  so,  with  your  permis- 
sion, Mr.  Editor,  we'll  just  let  it  stand  by  itself,  and  leave  the 
interpretation  to  every  man's  own  conscience. 

**  To  each  his  taste  allow. 
Well  Bftid  the  dame,  I  ween,  who  kiss'd  her  cow." 

Without  further  preamble  then,  you  must  know  that  it  was  a 
whim  among  the  ancient  philosophers,  that  there  exists  a  secret 
connexion  between  the  music  of  a  nation,  the  character  of  the 
people,  and  the  nature  of  their  government.  For  a  long  time,  I 
must  own,  that  notwithstanding  a  great  respect  I  entertain  for 
whatever  the  ancients  ever  said  or  did,  good,  bad,  or  indiiFerent, 
this  notion  appeared  to  me  one  of  those  absurdities,  of  which 
philosophers  were  long  ago  said  to  have  a  monopoly  (there 
never  having  yet  been  nonsense  too  gross  to  find  its  way  into 
their  writings);  but  a  closer  observation,  and  a  more  attentive 
reflection  on  me  subject,  have  led  me  to  conclude  with  Papilion 
in  the  play,  ^^  Dat  dere  is  more  in  dese  tings  den  some  men  vill 
tink." 

Not  to  dwell  upon  such  worn-out  thread-bare  remarics,  as 
that  none  but  primitive  nations  have  national  melodies,  or  that 
the  Irish  music  is  a  mere  type  and  abstract  of  the  Irish  disposi- 
tion, it  is  suflicient  to  regard  the  common  parlance  of  mankind 
— ^an  index,  by  the  by,  which  is  rarely  consulted  without  ad- 
vantage. Are  not  nations,  when  not  engaged  in  open  hostiUties^ 
(and  only  employed  in  undermining  each  other's  commerce,  and 
spying  into,  thwarting,  and  undermining,  each  other's  cabinet 
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lur^s,)  technically  conaidered  as  living  m  harmony?  Ai^ 
not  all  diplomatic  affairs,  (notwithstanding  the  new-fangled 
terms  of  protocols  and  circulars)  carried  on  by  means  of  notes  ? 
Are  not  ambassadors  and  plenipotentiaries  bound  to  lay  a  base 
(bass)  for  their  negotiations,  and  compelled  to  act  according  to 
the  tenor  of  their  instructions  ?  Do  not  the  belligerent  powers, 
when  tired  of  squandering  the  wealth  and  blood  of  the  people, 
beg^  to  approach  each  other  by  means  of  overtures  ?  In  con- 
fonmty  with  this  last  remark  is  the  common  observation,  that 
the  loss  or  gain  of  a  great  batde  makes  the  high  contracting 
parties  change  their  tone. 

In  the  interior  management  of  national  affairs,  we  find  the 
(Oppositionists  eternally  exclaiming  that  ministers  have  brought 
matters  to  a  pretty  pitchy  and  endeavouring  to  make  them  sing 
smaUi  while  all  propositions  receive  their  character  and  qualifi- 
cation by  their  relation  to  the  motive^  and  it  is  a  sufficient 
objection  to  the  most  valuable  reforms,  that  they  do  not  suit  the 
time. 

.  But  in  all  such  speculations  as  the  present  there  is  nothing 
like  an  appeal  to  facts*  The  old  legitimate  government  of 
France  was  perfectly  well  defined  ^^  un  despotisme  tempori  par 
des  chansons  /"  and  the  wisest  ministers  were  the  most  aware  of 
the  necessity  of  watching  the  Parisian  vaudevilles,  those  safety- 
valves  for  giving  vent  to  a  nation's  disquietudes.  There  is  so 
much  in  this  remark,  that  |>oliticians  of  all  classes  are  now 
pretty  nearly  agreed  in  assigning,  as  the  chief  cause  of  the  revo- 
lution, that  the  monarchy  was  no  longer  worth  an  old  song. 

But  if  any  one  is  still  disposed  to  doubt  the  influence  of 
music  upon  government,  I  would  humbly  beseech  him  to  reflect 
upon  the  Ranz  des  Vaches,  and  remember  the  extraordinary 
effects  of  ^^  9a  ira"  and  the  Marseillois  hymn,  which  unsetded 
the  strongest  heads,  and  Hike  Dryden's  music)  had  almost  ^^  un- 
tuned the  spheres."  In  England  the  powers  of  ^^  God  save  the 
King"  and  of  ^^  Rule  Britannia"  are  well  known;  and  in  Ireland 
"  Patrick's  Day  in  the  Morning,"  and  "  Croppies  lie  down,"  arc 
either  of  them  enough  to  breed  a  re;beUion.  These  matters 
being  duly  considered,  a  deep  politician  or  a  curious  philoso- 
pher would  find  it  difficult  to  determine  whether,  after  sul,  Eng- 
land is  most  indebted  for  her  naval  superiority  to  the  Howes, 
the  St.  Vincents,  and  the  Nelsons,  or  to  poor  Charles  Dibdin, 
the  Tyrtseus  of  Portsmouth.  In  Spain  we  have  recendy  seen 
great  consequences  proceed  from  '*'  Gulp  it  down,  dog;"  and 
(to  come  back  once  more  to  France)  "  Vive  Henri  c^uatre" 
followed  so  closely  upon  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  that  a  nice  ob- 
server might  be  mistaken  in  determining  which  was  cause  or 
effect  to  the  odier. 
.    I  am  not  one  <^  those  unfair  persons  who  would  go  to  the 
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deVil  to  serve  an  hypothesis,  and  ride  their  hobbies  ^^ucked  up 
to  their  very  chins,  with  whips  across  their  mouths,  scouring 
and  scampering  it  away,  like  so  many  litde  party-coloured  de* 
vils  astride  a  mortgage."     I  shall  not,  therefore,  lay  any  stress 
upon  the  story  of  Amphion,  as  taken  in  a  literal  sense,  though 
something  like  an  argument  might  be  raised  out  of  the  walk  of 
Jericho;  but  I  conclude  that^  even  as  a  metaphorical  expres- 
sion, the  former  story  is  decidedly  favourable  to' my  opinion  as 
illustrative  of  that  proverbial  truism — Concordia  res  parvae 
erescunt,  discordia  maxims  dilabuntur.     In  the  same  spuit  of 
candour,  I  am  disposed  to  make  a  proper  deduction  for  the 
Greek  hero  who  said,  that  though  he  could  not  play  upon  the 
lyre,  he  could  make  a  small  state  great;  which  seems,  I  allow, 
to  indicate  a  less  intimate  connexion   between  the  two  arts 
than  belongs  to  the  present  hypothesis.     But  I  must  at  die 
same  time  be  allowed  to  remark,  that  I  do  not  see  how  a  little 
music  could  have  done  the  gentleman  any  harm;  and  in  my 
own  private  opinion  there  was  ^^  something  too  much"  Chaila- 
tanene  in  the  answer  to  do  great  credit  to  any  opinion.   Further^ 
however,  it  must  be  admitted,  in  abatement  of  my  theory,  that 
Nero,  who  was  ^^  a  good  stick  at  a  scrape  on  the  fiddle,"  was  a 
desperate  bad  king;  and  Farinelli  himself,  maugre  his  trills  and 
his  quavers,  cut  no  great  figure  as  minister  to  the  king  of  Spain. 
With  all  these  deductions,  which  I  am  free  to  admit  with  a 
liberality  for  which  I  am  disposed  to  take  no  small  credit,  I 
consider  my  case  as  abundantly  establbhed.    The  reflecting 
reader  will  at  once  see  the  importance  of  the  fact ;  and  the  light 
it  throws  upon  that  often  canvassed  question  of  m^n  or  measures. 
Some  of  us  are  old  enough  to  have  seen  many  changes  in  the 
cabinet,  while  affairs  have  continued  to  be  carried  on  to  the  scone 
tune^  a  tune  for  which  we  have  all  been  too  deeply  called  upoa 
to  pay  the  piper  ;  whereas  if  the  measures  had  been  changed  (ju- 
.  jootrm  «i  rf0vm)y  the  ^  old  poketkal  post-horses"  (as  Sb  Archy 
calls  them)  might  have  served  well  enough  to  drag  us  out  of  the 
mire-^-but  this,  I  own,  is  mere  matter  of  opinion.     I  shall  now, 
sir,  proceed  to  make  a  very  few  miscellaneous  remarks,  which  arise 
as  corollaries  from  the  first  proposition ;  remarks  which,  while 
they  illustrate  the  science  of  politics,  will  amply  confirm  the 
validity  of  the  *'  forgone  conclusion."     And  first  we  may  ob- 
serve, that  the  harmony  of  a  government,  like  that  of  a  concert, 
may  be  disturbed  in  two  ways.     Either  the  music  itself  may  be 
bad,  as  in  anarchical  or  despotic  states  (where  demagogues  or 
tpants  follow  each  other  with  the  unpleasant  effect  of  consecu- 
tive fifths) ;  or  the  music,  being  ^d,  may  be  spoiled  by  bad 
performance :  and  this  last  may  arise  either  from  the  incapacity 
of  the  minister  to  ieep  in  with  his  band,  his  missing  his  time^ 
being  out  in  his  county  or  stopping  too  sluup  or  too  flat,  and  90 
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throwing  aU  llie  performers  wrong;  or  he  may  be  too  fond  of 
executiony  indulgmg  in  tricks^  and  in  long-winded  capriccios 
and  embroiderieB,  For  it  is  a  fault  common  to  ministers  and 
musicians  (which  has  the  worst  possible  effect),  to  interlard  with 
their  own  crude  notions  the  works  of  their  classical  predecessors, 
which  not  only  destroys  Ainity,  but  alters  in  toto  the  character 
and  expression  of  the  original.  I  have  thus  heard  my  favourite 
authors  in  song  and  government  so  miserably  transmogrified, 
that  they  were  difficultly  cognizable  as  the  same.  Thus  a  crude 
and  undigested  modulation  may  be  palmed  on  the  public  for  the 
works  of  a  great  master ;  and  ihe  most  radical  changes  effected 
under  the  notion  of  originality. 

Success,  in  both  arts,  depends  in  a  great  measure  upon  the 
proper  choice  of  instruments.  A  minister,  in  selecting  his  wind* 
instruments  for  legislative  assemblies,  should  take  care  that  they 
have  an  agreeable  quality  of  voice,  are  accurately  set  to  the  same 
pitchy  and  above  all,  are  not  too  difficult  to  play  upon.  His 
trumpets  should  not  have  a  braying  cracked  tone ;  his  fiddles 
should  be  fresh  from  the  universities,  and  his  horns^i^  best  the 
dty  can  afford.  Much  likewise  depends  upon  the  management 
of  the  crescendo  and  diminuendo,  letting  a  subject  gently  die 
away  when  it  does  not  hit  the  humour  of  the  times,  and  strain- 
ing the  forte  till  it  rivals  that  of  the  opera  at  Paris,  when  the 
house  is  willing  to  bear  a  chorus. 

In  composition,  (ministerial  and  musical)  discords  should 
neither  be  too  frequent  nor  too  few.  Introduced  apropos  they 
are  very  useful,  and  produce  an  excellent  effect.  They  should, 
however,  be  xvell prepared^  and  easily  resolved:  otherwise  they 
give  rise  to  sudden  changes  of  key  that  may  amount  to  a  perfect 
revolution.  There  is  nothing  also  more  important  to  a  good 
perfdrmance,  either  in  music  or  government,  than  that  each  in- 
^vidual  should  be  well  adapted  to  the  part  he  is  to  bear  in  the 
conduct  of  die  piece,  and  should  cultivate  with  assiduity  his 
particular  department.  A  finance  minister  may  be  termed  the 
organ-blower  of  the  nation,  and  should  perfecdy  understand 
how  to  raise  the  wind,  A  commander-in-chief  should  be  a  good 
leader  of  the  band ;  but  he  will  obtain  little  credit  by  the  prac- 
tice oi  fiigues.  A  master  of  the  ordnance,  on  the  contrary, 
will  be  all  the  better  for  knowing  something  about  canons. 
Foreign  ministers  must  modulate  into  the  most  cramped  and 
difficult  keys  with  facility  and  grace.  Lords  of  the  admiralty 
should  be  ready  to  take  any  part  that  offers,  and  all  should  be 
able  to  follow  in  a  rounds  with  promptitude  and  facility. 

It  is  a  part  of  excellent  policy  to  be  never  unprovided  with  a 
certain  number  of  voices  "  inopes  rerum  nugaque  canora,^  which, 
when  the  subject  lags,  may  fill  a  pause,  and  run  an  extempore 
cantabile  of  any  required  length  without  breaking  down.    Such 
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instruments  do  good  service,  and  make  as  much  for  the  bciielit 
of  a  minister  as  for  any  other  public  exhibitor.  ^ 

I  have  much  more  to  add  in  confirmation  of  this  muncal 
theory,  but  your  readers  will  require  a  rest ;  it  is  fuU  timeibr  me 
to  come  to  a  pause ;  and  that  this  conviction  prove  a  W'  to  any 
further  extension  of  my  subject.  In  order,  theref!^,  that  I 
may  end  con  spiritOj  and  not  weaken  my  comporfUon  with  a 
feeble  coda^ 

I  hasten  to  subscribe  myself, 

Yours,  and  your  readers  obedient  servant, 

Thomas  Crotchet. 


KAPOLEON. 

Napolkon  has  at  length  terminated  bis  Prometheixs-Iike  exist- 
ence. The  vulture  that  preyed  upon  his  vitals  has  done  its  work, 
and  nothing  repains  of  him  but  an  empty  sound  in  the  mouths  of 
men.  We  are  told  that  he  died  in  his  military  garb,  his  ield-mar- 
shaPs  uniform,  and  his  boot^,  which  he  had  ordered  to  be  put  on  a 
short  time  previous  to  his  dissolution.  There  is  something  melan- 
choly in  these  details,  which,  even  when  considered  apart  from  so 
^reat  a  man,  irresistibly  attracts  our  sympathy.  We  dwell  with 
mtense  curiosity  on  all  that  relates  to  our  passage  from  this  state 
of  being  to  that  **  bourn  from  whence  no  traveller  returns :"  it  is  a 
subject  that  intimately  and  awfully  concerns  each  one  of  us,  and 
therefore  every  circumstance  that  can  indicate  the  state  of  feeling 
at  the  terrible  parting  is  carefully  noted  and  preserved,  and  be- 
comes perhaps  the  most  interesting  portion  of  the  history  of  man. 

In  the  present  instance,  the  interest  is  increased  tenfold,  on  be- 
holding a  man,  who  had  been  so  uplifted  above  his  fellows,  that  we 
might  almost  have  imagined  him  beyond  the  shafts  of  fate,  bowed 
down  to  that  humiliating  condition  to  which  human  nature  is  sub- 
jected in  its  process  of  reunion  with  mother  earth.  With  what 
painful  delight  we  contemplate  the  last  flutterings  of  such  a  spirit, 
and  watch  the  expiring  ettbrtsi  of  poor  mortality,  still  clinging  to 
earth,  still  labouring  for  the  breath  of  posterity,  and  exhausting 
itself  in  efforts  to  fall  with  "gracefulness  at  tiie  last"  This  at- 
tempt to  brave  the  horrors  of  death  is  not  quite  in  the  spirit  of 
Christianity  which  puts  on  the  armour  of  faith ;  it  is  not  in  the 
meekness  of  resignation,  but  reminds  us  rather  of  the  Roman  part, 
and  is,  upon  the  whole,  in  unison  with  the  life  and  character  of  this 
extraordinary  individual.  Knowing  the  importance  that  is  attached 
to  this  last  hour  of  existence,  the  fondness  with  which  we  dwell 
upon  all  the  minutise  connected  with  this  event,  it  is  not  to  be  won- 
dered at  that  men  who  have  lived  for  fame  should  study  so  to  com- 
port themselves  at  this  crisis  as  to  insure  the  plaudits  of  posterity. 

Augustus  Ceesar  chose  to  die  in  a  standing  position,  and  was 
carefnl  in  arraiiffins  his  person  and  dress  for  that  occasioB;  and 
Seward  Earl  of  Normumberland,  when  on  the  point  of  death,  quitted 
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his  bed  and  put  on  his  armoiir,  saying,  **  that  it  became  not  a  man 
to  die  like  a  oeast."  A  more  remarkable  instance  is  that  of  Maria 
Lonisa  of  Austria,  who,  a  short  time  before  she  breathed  her  last, 
having  faJleo  into  a  sort  of  insensibility,  and  her  eyes  being  closed, 
one  of  the  ladies  in  attendance  remarked  that  her  majesty  seemed 
to  be  asleep.  <*  No,"  said  she,  « I  could  sleep,  if  I  would  indulge 
repose,  but  I  am  sensible  of  the  near  approach  of  death,  and  I  will 
not  allow  myself  to  be  surprised  by  him  in  my  sleep ;  I  wish  to 
meet  my  dissolution  awake."  The  extinguishment  of  that  spirit, 
whose  *'  sound  went  forth  into  all  lands,"  must,  no  doubt,  be  con* 
sidered  as  one  of  the  most  important  and  interesting  events  of  the 
day.  But  it  is  mortifying  to  human  vanitjr  to  reflect  with  what  in* 
difference  this  intelligence  has  been  received.  The  truth  is,  the 
few  last  years  have  teemed  with  events  of  appalling  magnitude^ 
with  giant  births — unheard-of  monsters  ana  prodigies.  Revolu- 
tions, with  all  theur  sanguinary  train  of  consequences,  have  suc<* 
ceeded  each  other  with  Jarful  rapidity;  and  the  caprices  of  jug- 
gleij,  which  fortune  delights  to  jilay  in  private  life,  have  been 
eiduMted  on  the  grand  theatre  of  Europe.  We  have  been  slutting 
our  eyes  with  the  bloody  business  of  the  Circus,  and  the  tale  of  in- 
dividual misery  can  no  longer  work  upon  our  sensibilities. 

We  are,  perhaps,  less  impressed  with  the  importance  of  this 
event,  because  Napoleon  may  be  said  to  have  terminated  his  politi- 
cal existence  when  he  abdicated  the  throne;  but  he  was  still  the 
lion  in  Ihe  toils,  whose  destruction  is  only  completed  when  the 
death-Mast  has  sounded.  It  will  be  moreover  contended  by  his 
admirers,  that  the  years  of  his  imprisonment,  though  replete  with 
Buffering,  and  though  flowing  in  darkness  and  sorrow,  will  be  more 
hononrwle  to  him  when  history  shall  have  taken  her  pen,  and  meted 
out  his  measure  of  praise,  than  his  days  of  sunshine,  when  he  trod, 
like  a  winsed  Mercury,  and  waved  the  rod  of  the  enchanter.  To 
sttflfer  well  is  the  hignest  praise  that  man  can  earn ;  to  accommo- 
date the  fiery  and  restless  spirit  to  the  uncontroUid)le  changes  of 
fate,  not  noitching  his  days  of  misery  in  passive  helplessness,  but 
wearing  his  manhood  undauntedly  about  him,  is  the  true  test  of 
greatness  of  soul,  which  shows  most  brilliant  in  surrounding  dark- 
ness.   It  is  said  tiiat 

**  The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them, 
llie  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones." 

It  is  well  if  it  be  so :  the  good  has  carried  with  it  its  reward ;  and 
the  evil  may  perchance  remain  a  useful  warning  to  mankind.  But, 
in  truth,  neither  are  remembered  when  their  immediate  effects 
cease  to  be  felt.  Military  renown  is  of  all  others,  and  very  de- 
servedly so,  the  most  brilliant  and  the  most  fading;  it  is  a  splendid 
meteor,  which  blazes  and  expires.  Wolfe  and  Abercromby  are  no 
longer  remembered  as  the  benefactors  of  their  country,  and  the 
name  of  Nelson  is  already  stranee  in  our  ears.  It  is  not,  as  some 
of  our  old  writers  apprehended,  tiiat  we  have  fallen  upon  the  latter 
days  of  the  world,  and  that  there  is  not  as  yet  time  for  the  enjoy- 
ment of  &me,  or  that  we  are  not  still  alive  to  the  tale  of  conquests 
(thoQ|^  tte  eff*ect  of  this,  as  of  every  other  twice-told  tale,  must 
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lose  somewhat  of  its  charm  as  the  world  advances  in  years,)  but 
really  because  nothing  has  been  done  that  contributes  in  any  shape 
to  the  present  happiness  or  well-being  of  mankind.  We  are  about 
as  sensible  of  the  oeneficial  effects  produced  by  the  victories  of  a 
Howe,  as  of  the  defeat  of  the  Spanish  Armada.  And,  in  general* 
our  knowledge  of  these  things  is  as  circumscribed  as  that  of  Mr* 
Southey's  narrator  of  the  battle  of  Blenheim,  who  could  only  say 
that  "  'twas  a  glorious  victory.'* 

We  are  told  that  the  dissolution  of  this  ^preat  man  is  an  instruc- 
tive lesson  to  the  world,  as  affording  a  striking  instance  of  the  pun- 
ishment that  awaits  upon  perverted  talents,  and  ill-directed  am- 
bition. But,  after  all,  the  world  is  little  benefited  by  such  lessons, 
and  grows  nothing  wiser  from  the  experience  of  the  past  What- 
ever may  be  said  of  the  progressive  improvement  of  which  the 
nature  of  man  is  capable,  that  glorious  preit^tive  which  is  said  to 
distinguish  him  from  the  brute  creation,  society  seems  to  be  marked 
every  where  with  the  same  follies,  and  the  same  vices.  The  same 
passions  lead  to  the  commission  of  the  same  crimes.  Revolution 
and  bloodshed,  havoc  and  ruin,  have  been  ever  abroad,  and  war  has 
never  furled  its  flag.  For  when  did  example,  or  the  cold  maxims 
of  experience,  ever  repress  the  wins  of  young  ambition,  or  quench 
the  ardours  of  a  restless  spirit?  The  disasters  and  unhap|Hnesa 
consequent  upon  the  intemperance  of  youth,  seem  to  be  useful 
monitors,  only  when  indule;ence  has  blunted  tt^  edge  of  passion, 
or  satiety  has  incapacitated  us  for  enjoyment.  So  true  it  is  (as 
Lord  Bacon  has  remarked)  that  "  Nature  is  often  hidden,  some- 
times overcome,  seldom  extinguished."  But,  in  point  of  fkct,  the 
fate  of  Napoleon  seems  no  very  salutary  warning  to  those  whose 
talents,  combined  with  fitting  time  and  opportunity,  may  induce 
them  to  tread  in  his  footsteps. 

Like  the  end  of  every  other  gp*eat  man,  it  will  serve  "  to  point  a 
moral  and  adorn  a  tale ;"  but  it  is  nothing  more  than  the  old  lesson 
that  has  been  read  to  us  from  King  Smomon  downwards.  We 
shall  find,  upon  investigation,  that  he  was  a  more  fortunate  usurper 
than  Cromwell.  His  triumphs  were  as  brilliant,  and  his  reign  of 
longer  duration  than  Julius  Csesar's;  his  country  was  not  ungrate- 
ful to  him  as  Scipio's;  his  seclusion  and  banishment  were  as  sacred 
and  dignified  as  Dioclesian^s ;  he  encountered  the.  approaches  of 
dissolution  with  the  calmness  and  philosophic  resolution,  if  not 
with  the  Christian  spirit  of  Charles  the  Fifth ;  and  if  he  did  not, 
like  Samson,  crush  his  enemies  in  his  fall,  he  died,  at  least,  in  the 
full  strength  and  vigour  of  a  spirit  that  still  awed  the  world.  Pro- 
bably no  triumph  was  more  complete,  or  more  calculated  to  swell 
the  heart  of  man,  than  the  return  of  Napoleon  from  Elba.  He  came 
alone,  unarmed,  a  wanderer.  The  very  elements  seemed  to  aid 
him  at  his  approach;  armies  rose  up  and  flocked  round  him«  like 
the  bones  before  the  prophet;  and  nis  entry  into  the  capital  was 
not  in  the  car  of  triumph,  and  with  the  sound  of  trumpets,  but  in 
the  hearts  of  a  mighty  people,  and  borne  upon  the  universal  shout 
of  fVance.  If  Turenne  was  right,  that  the  only  two  pleasures  of 
an  ambitiotis  man  are  the  gaining  a  prize  at  school,  and  the  winning 
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a  battle,  surely  rears  were  too  little  to  purchase  such  a  moment  of 
exultation,  and  life  too  short  to  efface  its  intoxicating  sweets.  The 
"  Veni^  vidiy  vici,^^  belongs  more  properly  to  him  than  to  Caesar. 

Of  the  events  which  immediately  preceded  his  downfall,  and 
which  are  supposed  to  have  tarnished  nis  military  reputation,  it  is 
htrdlj  possible  to  speak  with  precision  or  justice.  U  is  a  subject 
upon  which  it  is  safer  "  to  saj  nothing  that  is  false,  than  all  that  is 
true,  as  we  tread  upon  fires  that  are  nbt  extinguished."  And  yet 
we  may  venture  to  affirm,  that  when  party  and  faction  shall  die 
away,  and  the  impartial  voice  pf  truth  be  heard,  there  will  be  found 
many  features  of  the  memorable  campaigns  of  1814  and  1815,  that, 
in  their  displaj^  of  military  genius,  would  not  have  disgraced  the 
briehtest  days  in  the  annals  of  Napoleon. 

We  have  a  lively  and  ingenious  portrait  of  this  great  man  from 
the  hand  of  Madame  de  Stael,  who  knew  him  in  the  full  lustre  of 
his  power,  which,  though  probably  somewhat  distorted  in  the  out- 
line, and  heightened  in  m%  colouring,  carries  with  it,  upon  the 
whole,  that  genuine  air  of  truth  that  makes  us  pronounce  it  to  be  a 
Kkeness,  without  a  personal  knowledge  of  the  original.  '<  I  could 
not  find  words  to  reply  to  him,"  she  observes,  in  relating  her  first 
interview,  **  when  he  came  to  me  to  say  that  he  had  sought  my 
father  at  Copnet,  and  that  he  regretted  having  passed  into  Switzer'^ 
land  without  having  seen  him.  But  when  I  was  a  little  recovered 
from  the  confusion  of  admiration,  a  strongly-marked  sentiment  of 
fear  succeeded.  Bonaparte  at  that  time  had  no  power ;  he  was 
even  believed  to  be  not  a  little  threatened  by  the  captious  suspi- 
cions of  the  Directory:  so  that  the  fear  which  he  caused  was  in- 
spired only  by  the  singular  effect  of  his  person  on  all  who  approach- 
ed him.  1  had  seen  men  highly  worthy  of  esteem ;  I  had  likewise 
seen  monsters  of  ferocity ;  there  was  nothin*  in  the  effect  which 
Bonaparte  produced  on  me,  that  could  bring  back  to  my  recollec- 
tion either  the  one  or  the  other.  I  soon  perceived  in  the  different 
opportunities  I  had  of  meeting  him  during  his  stay  at  Paris,  that 
his  character  could  not  be  defined  by  the  words  which  we  com- 
monly use:  he  was  neither  good,  nor  violent,  nor  gentle,  nor  cruel, 
after  the  manner  of  individuals  of  whom  we  have  any  knowledge. 
Such  a  being  had  no  fellow,  and,  therefore,  could  neither  feel  nor 
excite  sympathy ;  he  was  more  or  less  than  a  man.  His  cast  of 
character,  his  understanding,  his  language,  were  stamped  with  ^e 
impress  of  an  unknown  nature.  I  examined  the  figure  of  Bona- 
parte (she  goes  on  to  observe)  with  attention ;  but  whenever  he  dis- 
covereid  that  my  looks  were  fixed  upon  him,  he  had  the  art  of  taking 
away  all  expression  from  his  eyes,  as  if  they  had  been  turned  into 
marble.  His  countenance  was  then  immovable,  except  a  vague 
smile,  which  his  lips  assumed  at  random,  to  mislead  any  one  who 
might  wish  to  observe  the  external  signs  of  what  was  passing  within." 

Sfr.  BUis,  who  afterwards  saw  him  at  St  Helena,  says  that  <*hi8 
elocution  was  rapid,  but  clear  and  forcible,  and  that  both  his  man- 
ner and  language  surpassed  his  expectations.    The  character  of 
his  coantenance  was  rather  intellectual  than  cpmmanding,  and  tii^ 
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chief  pecilliariiy  is  in  the  mouth,  the  upper  lip  apparently  changino: 
in  expression  with  the  variety  and  succession  of  ideas.  I  was  most 
struck,  (he  observes.)  with  the  unsubdued  ease  of  his  behaviour:  he 
could  not  have  been  freer  from  embarrassment  and  depression  in 
the  zenith  of  his  power  at  the  Tttileries." 

Some  allowance  must  be  made  for  all  this.  On  viewing  the  stu- 
pendous effects  produced  by  high  talents,  aided  by  a  fortuitous 
combination  of  circumstances,  the  judgment  becomes  lost  in  won- 
der and  admiration.  The  mortal  assumes  the  god — ^the  most  trivial 
actions  are  pregnant  with  fatality— the  sports  of  childhood,  and  the 
freaks  of  youth,  are  found  to  have  contained  the  latent  seeds  of  fu- 
ture greatness ;  and  biography  becomes  enveloped  in  fable  and  ro- 
mance. 'Fhe  same  may  be  said  of  the  external  man — the  outward 
mould -work  of  Nature:  the  tenement  of  clay  is  found  to  have  been 
stamped  with  the  sure  marks  of  the  profound  mind  that  has  dis- 
played itself.  We  fancy  we  could  have  discovered  the  great  Na- 
poleon in  the  lieutenant  of  engineers.  It  is  probable  that,  in  all 
ages,  a  ceVtain  conformation  of  face  and  person  has  been  considered 
as  the  indication  of  intellectual  superiority.  We  naturally  yield 
at  first  to  some  such  impression,  though  it  may  be  afterwards  al- 
tered, or  even  altogether  effaced.  But  in  the  present  age  of  scien- 
tific research  we  go  much  farther.  We  do  not  leave  unattem|ited 
those  mysteries  of  Nature  which  seem  denied  to  human  investiga- 
tion; we  would  enter  the  temple  where  she  works  in  secret,  trace 
the  unrevealed  sympathies  between  soul  and  matter,  and  unravel 
the  whole  machinery  of  man.  Idle  and  unprofitable  as  these  re- 
searches may  be,  they  are,  at  all  events,  not  uninteresting  or  incu- 
rious ;  and  it  is  perhaps  consoling,  in  our  utter  hopelessness  of  ar- 
riving at  any  thing  liKe  a  knowledge  of  the  internal  fabric  of  our 
species,  to  have  observed  something  of  a  conformity  of  appearance 
in  all  great  men,  and  hence  to  have  cone  some  way  towards  esta- 
blishing certain  external  indications  of  the  most  prominent  features 
of  the  mind.  The  conclusions  of  physiologists  upon  this  subject, 
if  not  to  be  received  with  perfect  confidence,  are  at  least  too  re- 
spectable to  be  treated  with  levity ;  and,  jud^hg  of  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte according  to  the  imaginary  standard  that  has  been  laid  down, 
he  certainly  appears  to  have  been  cast  in  the  mould  of  a  hero. 

He  was  of  the  stamp  of  Ceesar,  of  Alexander,  of  Mahomet,  of 
Cromwell.  The  beautiful  head,  the  ample  forehead,  the  muscular 
form,  the  bilious  temperament— ^11  indicated  strength  and  loftiness 
of  mind,  daring  ambition,  and  inflexibility  of  purpose;  and  of  him 
^it  may  be  said,  in  the  words  of  Livy,  as  applied  to  Cato  Major,  "  In 
illo  viro  tantum  robur  et  corporis  et  animi  fuit,  ut  quocunque  loco 
iiatus  esset,  fortunam  sibi  facturus  videretur." 

Heroes,  from  first  to  last,  seem  to  have  been  compounded  of 
nearljr  the  same  ingredients.  The  grand  requisite,  the  main-spring 
of  action,  appears  to  be  a  consciousness  of  a  superiority  over  other 
men,  and  a  vehement  desire  to  display  that  superiority.  This  dis- 
play must  be  variously  modified  by  time  and  opportunity,  and  in 
proportion  as  it  is  seconded  by  good  fortune  or  opposed  by  difficul- 
ties ;  but  under  similar  circumstances  it  is  probaole  that  it  would 
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produce  nearly  similar  effects.  Ceesar's  expression,  **  that  he  would 
rather  be  the  nrst  man  in  a  village  than  the  second  man  in  Rome,'^ 
is  in  effect  but  an  echo  of  the  sentiment  that  is  uttered  bj  Milton's 
Satan,  when  he  exclaims:  "Better  to  reign  in  Hell  than  serve  in 
Heaven."  So  that  the  same  spirit  seems  necessary  to  make  a  Ceesar, 
or  a  Satan^— the  monarch  of  the  Tuileries,  or  the  demon  of  Pande- 
monium. 

It  is  the  peculiar  misfortune  of  society  that  we  admire  those  ex- 
ploits whicn  are  rather  dazzling  than  useful,  and  that  a  nation 
should  aim  at  bein^  great  and  splendid  rather  than  bein^  happy. 
Creatures  of  education,  we  imbibe  in  early  youth  the  spirit  ot  ro- 
mance and  chivalry:  that  which  is  in  fact  a  necessary  evil,  is  pre- 
sented under  the  imposing  form  of  **  elorious  circumstance ;"  Ho- 
mer does  mere  Aan  philosophy  and  Christianity  can  undo ;  and  in 
fine  we  roam  about  like  mortals  in  the  enchanted  abode  of  the  fai- 
ries, with  unanointed  eyes,  mistaking  for  solid  gold,  for  delicious 
dainties,  that  which,  in  reality,  is  but  tinsel,  and  frippery,  and 
dirt. 

These  conclusions  are  obvious  in  our  closets,  but  they  come  too 
late  to  counteract  the  effects  of  education ;  we  seldom  reduce  them 
to  practice,  but  move  along  through  life  in  this,  as  in  many  other 
respects,  with  our  conduct  one  way  and  our  argument  the  other. 
Viri^l's  trumpeter  never  wants  a  successor  ^ho  is  equally  fortunate 
in  his  trade — '*  Ore  ciere  viros,  martemque  accendere  cantu," — of 
rousing  fools  and  making  slau^ter. 

The  writers  of  the  day  have  been  loud  in  their  invectives  against 
Napoleon,  for  the  selfishness  and  the  utter  disregard  of  life  which 
he  manifested  in  common  with  all  lovers  of  war.  Without  seeking 
to  extenuate  his  faults  or  eulogise  his  merits,  we  may  observe,  that 
he  perhaps  endeavoured  to  elevate  himself  above  the  rest  of  man- 
kind bj  stifling  all  feelings  which  he  partook  in  common  with  tliem. 
He  aflected  to  be  a  man  apart  from  his  fellow  creatures,  turning  the 
passions  of  men  to  the  completion  of  his  own  purposes,  but  himself 
beyond  their  control.  Accordingly  we  do  not  near  that  he  wept 
at  the  bloody  field  of  Borodino,  or  that  he  sympathized  with  the 
sufferers  at  Moscow.  He  looked  upon  these  events  with  the  cold 
eye  of  a  political  calculator,  to  whom  the  loss  of  an  army  was  as  an 
errror  in  his  arithmetical  process.  It  would  have  been  in  better 
taste,  no  doubt,  to  have  deplored  the  extinction  of  300,000  fellow 
beings  in  tlie  horrible  campaign  in  Russia,  than  to  have  exclaimed, 
while  nibbing  his  hands  over  the  fire  on  his  way  homewards,  "this 
is  pleasanter  than  Moscow."  But  Xerxes  wept  when,  viewing 
his  immense  army,  he  reflected  that  not  one  of  such  a  multitude 
would  survive  a  hundred  years.  And  yet  we  do  not  find  that 
Xerxes  desisted  from  his  idle  attempts  to  enslave  Greece.  In  fact, 
the  kindlier  feelines  of  humanity  seem  incompatible  with  such  a 
calling.  Where  blood  is  to  be  poured  out  as  water,  and  human  life 
is  as  grass  before  the  sickle,  tiie  edge  of  sensibility  must  be  blunted, 
and  the  best  feelings  of  our  nature  are  uptorn. 

In  turning  over  the  pages  of  history,  it  will  be  difiicult  to  assign 
any  place  to  Napoleon  amongst  those  who  are  gone,  or  to  say  to 
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what  class  he  properly  belongs.  Though  very  dissimilar  ia  manj 
respects,  some  strong  features  of  resemblance  may  b«  traced  be- 
tween him  and  our  own  Cromwell.  Both  were  of  extreme  vigour 
and  reach  of  capacity;  of  the  same  bold  and  enterprising  disposi- 
tion which  enabled  them  to  take  advantage  of  tiie  commotions  and 
political  disturbances  of  the  times.  Both  had  the  ''animus  vastus," 
an  ambition  which  knew  no  bounds — both  grasped  at  that  which 
fortune  seemed  to  have  placed  far  beyond  their  reach,  and  botii 
-were  successful.  In  Napoleon  we  discover  something  of  the  inso- 
lence of  prosperity,  the  intoxication  of  success  which  led  to  the 
commissi(m  of  political  errors ;  while  Cromwell  maintained,  through- 
out his  public  life,  a  greater  equability  of  mind,  a  steadiness  of  pur* 
pose  that  was  not  to  be  diverted  either  by  difficulties,  or  the  secu- 
rity of  triumph.  If  the  former  was  immoderate  in  prosperity,  the 
latter  was  less  ad>le  to  withstand  the  glooms  of  despondency.  The 
one  displayed  a  greater  versatility  of  genius :  he  lived  in  times 
when  the  arts  flourished,  and  he-rei^ned  over  a  lively  and  ingeni- 
ous people,  who  were  as  interested  in  the  success  of  an  opera  aa  of 
a  campaign ; — ^while  Cromwell's  was  the  iron  age  of  England,  he 
was  nurtured  in  fanaticism,  and  lived  amid  strife  and  bloodshed. 
Their  understanding  of  "  the  religious"  was  certainly  different,  but 
both  availed  themselves  of  the  prevailing  spirit  of  the  times ;  it  is 
probable  that.  Napoleon  would  have  whined  his  way  into  popula- 
rity in  the  days  of  Charles  the  First,  and  that  Cromwell  would 
have  been  diphilosaphe  in  the  days  of  Louis  the  Sixteenth.  Neither 
of  these  extraordinary  personages  exhibited  in  very  early  youth  any 
signs  of  tliose  high  enaowments  which  have  given  them  to  **  ever- 
lasting fame  ;'"^  nor  did  the  genius  of  either  seem  fitted  for  the  ele- 
fBtnt  oc^cupations  of  literature,  though  Cromwell  occasionally  in- 
ul^ed  himself  in  barbarous  verses,  and  Napoleon  was  a  reaaer  of 
Ossian.  They  might  have  said  with  Themistocles,  the  Athenian, 
who,  being  desired  to  play  upon  a  lute,  replied,  *'  that  he  could  not 
fiddle,  but  yet  he  could  make  a  small  town  a  great  city."  The  arts 
of  address  and  conciliation,  which  were  used  with  such  success  by 
Bonaparte,  were  not  unknown  to  Cromwell.  Hume  says  of  him, 
that  "  he  knew  how  to  find  out  and  engage  in  his  interests  every 
man  possessed  of  those  talents  which  any  particular  employment 
demanded ;  that  the  general  behaviour  and  deportment  of  this  man, 
who  had  been  raised  from  a  very  private  station,  was  such  as 
might  befit  the  greatest  monarch;  that  he  maintained  a  disnitr 
without  either  affectation  or  ostentation ;  and  supported  witn  all 
strangers  that  hi^h  idea  with  which  his  great  exploits  and  prodigi- 
ous fortune  had  impressed  them."  In  botii  these  men  is.discover- 
able  that  mixture  of  great  and  littie,  that  spice  of  human  frailty, 
with  which  Nature  counterbalances  her  choicest  gifts,  and  which 
happily  serves  to  counteract  the  evils  which  might  otherwise  result 

*  CromwelPs  military  talents  were  not  displayed  until  he  waaforty-foor  yens 
old.  Bonaparte,  before  he  was  twenty-seven,  besides  showing'  his  skill  at  the 
*iege  of  Toulon,  had  beaten  the  Parisian  troops,  and  fought  the  battles  of  Moa- 
tf^notte,  Millesimo,  Dego,  Lodi,  Lonado,  and  Castiglione,  with  an  army  in  want 
•C  e?ery  necessar)',  and  against  experienced  eaenues. 
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to  mankind  from  the  perversion  of  superior  talento— ^from  the  wan* 
tonnefts  of  ambition,  and  the  freaks  of  power.  In  line,  what  Lord 
Clarendon  has  said  of  Cromwell  may  be  justly  applied  to  the  indi- 
vidaal  who  has  been  the  subject  of  these  remarks.  <*  He  was  one  of 
those  men---quos  vituperare  ne  inimici  quidem  possunt,  nisi  ut  si- 
mul  laudent ;  for  he  could  never  have  done  half  that  mischief  with- 
out great  parts  of  courage,  industry,  and  judgment.  He  must  have 
had  a  wonderful  understanding  in  tlie  natures  and  humours  of  men, 
and  as  great  a  dexterity  in  applying  them,  who,  from  a  private  and 
obscure  birth,  (though  of  gooa  familjr)  without  interest  or  estate, 
alliance  or  friendship,  could  raise  himself  to  such  a  height,  and 
compound  and  knead  such  opposite  and  contradictory  tempers,  hu- 
mours, and  interests,  into  a  consistence,  that  contributed  to  his  de- 
sins  and  their  destruction;  while  himself  grew  insensibly  power- 
fiu  enough  to  cut  off  those  by  whom  he  had  climbed,  in  the  instant 
that  they,  projected  to  demolish  their  own  building.  What  was 
said  of  Cinna  may  be  justly  said  of  him— -ausum  eum,  quee  nemo 
auderet  bonus;  perfecisse  quce  a  nuUo  nisi  fortissimo  perficipos* 
sent"-^  attempted  those  things  which  no  good  man  durst  have 
ventured  on,  and  achieved  those  in  which  none  but  a  valiant  and 
great  man  could  have  succeeded."  B. 

BIBLIOGRAPHICAL  BESEABCHBS.* 

One  of  the  most  eloquent  and  impassioned  of  modern  writers 
has  sud,  that  there  is  nothing  so  melancholy  as  travelling.  "  Voy* 
ager  est,  quoi  git'on  en  puisse  dire,  un  des  plus  tristes  plaisira  de  la 
vie.  .  •  •  Get  empressement,  cette  hate  pour  arriver  la  oik  peraonne 
ne  vous  attend,  cette  agiiation  dont  la  curiositi  est  la  seuU  cause^ 
VOU8  inspire  pen  d^esHme  pour  vous  meme.^^ 

This  observation,  however,  can  never  apply  to  those  who  are  for- 
tunate enough  to  have  that  great  requisite  for  human  happiness,  a 
decided  object  of  pursuit;  or,  as  some  have  sarcastically  termed  it, 
a  ruling  passion.  With  such  persons  life  is  perpetually  busy,  and 
consejquently,  when  the  object  of  their  pursuits  is  an  innocent  one, 
it  is,  in  general,  happy :  for  our  existence  is  made  up  of  moments 
linked  together  by  expectations ;  and  he  who  can  see  clearly  fronil 
one  to  another,  is  lea  on  so  delightfully  by  hope,  that,  ere  he  has 
time  to  regret  bein^  crossed  now  and  then  on  his  way  by  disap* 
pointment,  he  is  again  ready  to  start,  his  eyes  once  more  earnestly  < 
fixed  on  the  next  imaginary  goal  of  his  wishes.  To  him  every  place 
he  goes  to  has  a  decided  interest,  either  as  a  means  or  an  end ;  even 
when  he  arrives  "  ou  personne  ne  vous  attendj^^  he  is  still  not  solita- 
ry. Success  in  his  pursuit,  whatever  it  may  be,  seems  to  await  and 
welcome  him ;  he  carries  his  Lalage  about  with  him,  and  may  say^ 
with  Horace, 

Pone  me,  ptgris  ubi  nuDa  campis 
Arbor  scstivft  recreatur  auH^"  &c. 

Such  are  the  feelings  which  Mr.  Dibdin  exhibits  throughout  his 
**  Bii^ographical,  Antiquarian,  and  Picturesque  Tour;'' and  the 

*  Dibdin's  Bibliographical,  Antlquapan^^nd  Picturesque  Tour.  Lal^e  9vo.  3  vols. 
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pleasure  with  which  hrs  book  will  be  read,  in  comparison  witii  tlie 
generality  of  insipid  Tours  and  Sketches  that  are  daily  issuing  frpm 
the  press,  is  ex^tly  proportioned  to  the  difference  betwixt  travel- 
ling in  company  with  persons  of  intelligence,  whose  natural  habits 
ef  observation  are  sharpened  by  having  a  given  object  in  view,  or 
with  the  weary  and  wearisome  fliers  from  themselves,  who  merely 
go  abroad  because  tliey  are  tired  of  staying  at  home,  and  whose 
endless  question  of  '<  \Vhere  shall  we  go  next?"  sufficiently  betrays 
that  they  can  go  no  where  for  any  good  purpose.  It  was  a  rule 
with  Locke,  by  the  observance  of  wnich  he  said  he  gained  more 
knowledge  than  by  all  his  study,  always  to  talk  with  persons  on 
their  respective  professions,  or  objects  of  pursuit :  we  shall  follow, 
therefore,  hitf  example,  and  choosing  to  attend  to  Mr.  Dibdin  in  his 

grincipal  character  of  a  Bibiiomaniae,  notwithstanding  the  triple- 
eadea  Pegasus  he  has  chosen  for  his  hobby  in  this  entertaining 
tour,  we  shall  follow  his  steps  chiefly  through  those  remarkable 
edifices  where  the  lore,  and  poesy,  and  patient  perseverance  of  the 
early  ages  are  fittest  sought — among  windows  whose  storied  glass 
sheds  *<  a  dim  religious  light"  among  libraries  where  the  illuminated 

fiages  commemorating  saints  and  heroes,  have  retained  their  brii- 
iancy  for  centuries  after  the  hands  that  traced  them  had  been  con- 
$iigned  to  oblivion. 

Mr.  Dibdin's  ecstasies  at  finding  himself  among  the  Launeelot 
du  Lacs,  l^ristans  Leonnois,  Srturs  Ysavtes,  and  Feats  of  the  Ta- 
ble Rond^,  the  Bibles,  Rituals,  Moralities,  History,  Philos(mhy,  and 
Sciences,  in  the  Royal  Library  at  Paris,  may  be  pretty  well  imagin- 
ed. Of  all  these  treasures  the  Latin  Bible  of  Charles  the  Bald, 
the  religious  manual  of  his  brother  the  Emperor  Lotharius,  the 
Breviary  of  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  and  the  Hours  of  Anne  op 
Brittany,  appear  to  have  been  viewed  by  him  with  the  most  en- 
thusiasm. Of  this  last  **  magical  and  matchless  volume"  he  thus 
expresses  himself.  "  •  Gently  touch,  'tis  faery  art,'  says  the  inspired 
imaginati<m  of  every  bibliographer  of  taste  and  feeline,  on  turning 
ever  the  leaves  of  this  enchanting  Ritual.  My  friend,  you  are  to 
know,  in  the  first  place,  that  of  all  the  volumes  in  this  most  mar- 
vellous library,  the  present  is  deemed  the  most  precious.  Not 
even  the  wishes  and  regulations  of  Royalty  itself  allow  of  its  migra- 
tions .beyond  the  walls  of  the  public  library.  There  it  is  kept;  there 
it  is  opened,  and  shown,  and  extolled  beyond  any  limits  fixed  to  the 
■  admiration  of  the  beholder."  The  chief  ornament  of  tliis  invaluable 
MS.  must  be  looked  for  in  the  portrait  of  Anne  of  Brittany  herself: 
this  lady,  so  famous  in  the  page  of  history,  whose  beauty  and  whose 
singular  fortunes  cast  over  the  annals  of  real  life  all  the  brilliancy 
and  enthusiasm  of  romance,  is  represented  kneeling,  with  her  hands 
clasped  over  a  highly -ornamented  missal,  which  is  upon  a  table 
covered  with  a  dark  crimson  cloth.  Her  hair  is  brown ;  her  necklace 
is  composed  of  coloured  jewels ;  her  cheek  has  a  fresh  tint*  She  has 
with  her  two  attendants,  each  crowned  with  a  glory ;  one  is  dis- 
playing a  banner,  the  other  holds  a  cross  in  her  hand.  To  the  left 
of  tliese  attendants  is  an  old  wo^nan,  hooded,  with  her  head  encircled 
by  a  glory;  but,  notwithstanding  the  sweetness  and  delicacy  witk 
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which  -diese  figures  are  touched,  Mr.  Dibdin  could  only  fix  his  eyes 
on  the  lovely  Duchess  herself;  nor  are  >ye  surprised  at  this,  when 
"we  look  upon*  the  exquisite  copy  from  her  portrait  made  by  his 
hi^ly-gifted  graphic  companion,  Mr.  Lewis,  who,  for  twelve  sue* 
cessive  days,  exercised  all  his  patience  and  all  his  art  on  this  tran* 
script,  in  which  "  not  a  hair,  not  a  tint,"  says  Mr.  Dibdin,  **  not 
a  shadow,  is  faithlessly  represented.  All  looks  with  the  same  meek- 
ness— all  strikes  with  the  same  beauty— all  glows  with  the  same 
warmth,  as  the  original."  Immediately  after  the  portrait  comes 
the  Calendar,  in  which  the  employments  and  characteristics  of  each 
month  are  duly  portrayed.  *<  Then  begins  a  series  of  the  most 
beautifiil  ornaments  of  Jlowers,  fruits,  insects,  &c.  for  which  the  il- 
luminators of  this  period  were  often  eminently  distinguished.  It 
is  really  impossible  to  describe  many  of  them  in  terms  of  adequate 
praise :  the  downy  plum  is  almost  bursting  with  ripeness  $  the  but- 
terfly's wings  seem  to  be  in  tremulous  motion,  wnile  they  dazzle 
you  with  their  varied  lustre:  the  hairy  insect  puts  every  muscle 
and  fibre  into  action,  as*  he  insinuates  himself  within  the  curling  of 
the  crisped  leaves;  while  those  leaves  are  sometimes  glittering 
with  dew,  or  coated  with  the  finest  down.  The  flowers  and  the 
vegetables  are  equally  admirable,  and  eaually  true  to  nature«  To 
particularize  would  be  endless— assuredly  these  efforts  of  art  have 
no  rival-*of  their  kind."  These  orn&ments,  it  is  proper  to  observe, 
are  almost  uniformly  introduced  in  the  fore-edges,  or  right-side 
mar^ns  of  the  leaves;  although  occasionally,  but  rarely,  they  en- 
circle the  text.  The  Gospel  of  St.  John  follows  the  Calendar :  it 
includes  the  figures  of  the  four  Evangelists,  with  suitable  ornaments; 
and  after  them  come  a  number  ot  the  roost  popular  subjects  in 
Scripture.  The  Jhmunciation^  the  Meeting  of  Mary  and  Elixa- 
keth,  the  Crucifixion^  the  Descent  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  the  Declara- 
tion of  the  Birth  of  Christ,  the  Shepherds  warming  themselves 
round  a  fire,  with  flowers  in  the  margin,  most  deliciouslj  touched, 
and  the  Adoration -of  the  Magi,  with  an  illumination  ot  the  Font- 
VMS  de  Paradis,  which  is  beyond  all  praise.  <*  Such  fruit  is  worthy 
of  the  place  by  which  they  are  called."  Next  comes  the  Presenta- 
tion, and  the  Flight  into  Egypt;  after  which  we  have  a  fine  largo 
illumination  of  David  choosing  one  of  the  Emls:  "  He  is  kneeling, 
while  the  angel  holds  three  darts  above  his  head.  It  has  great 
merit.  The  countenance  of  David  is  expressive,  but  rather  too 
chubby:  his  flowered  robe  of  gc>id,  upon  a  blue  ground,  is  admira- 
ble. A  glorious  fruit  illumination  of  *  toood  nuts^  quickly  follows, 
at  the  bottom  of  which,  in  the  ridit  comer,  are  two  monkies  quar- 
relling, done  to  the  very  life.  The  roai^inal  flowers  which  suc- 
ceed, are,  if  possible,  more  beautiful  than  those  before;  the  ears  of 
j;reen  wheat,  oats,  &c.  and  yet  more,  the  dandelion,  have  absolutely 
notbinr  to  surpass  them,  either  upon  the  canvas  of  Von  Huysum, 
or  De  Heem !"  We  cannot  follow  Mr.  Dibdin,  as  we  would  wish, 
in  his  animated  description  of  between  thirty  and  forty  more  his- 
torical subjects  and  portraits,  with  which  this  precious  volume  is 
ornamented,  with  all  their  tasteful  accompaniments  of  fruit  and 
flowers,  and  insects; and  devices;  nor  can  we  even  tarry  with  the 
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KnighU  of  the  Round  Table,  doubly  interesting  as  are  the  subjects 
which  ornament  the  records  of  their  chivalric  acts.    We  are,  in- 
deed»  compelled  to  take  French  leave  of  them  altogether,  in  order 
to  introduce  our  readers  to  the  great  Greek  luminary  of  Strasbourg, 
or  rather  of  Germany,  the  Blder  Sohweigrauser,  to  see  whom 
Mr.  Dibdin  was  induced  to  make  a  detour  to  Baden,  where  he  was 
staying  at  that  time  for  the  benefit  of  the  waters.    <*  In  this  cele- 
brated Greek  scholar,  and  editor  of  the  most  diflScult  ancient  Greek 
authors,''  says  Mr.  Dibdin,  "  I  beheld  a  figure  advanced  in  years, 
somewhere  about  seventy-three — ^tall,  slim,  but  upright,  and  firm 
upon  his  legs:  with  a  thin,  and,  at  first  view,  severe  countenance- 
but  when  animated  by  conversation,  and  accompanied  by  a  clear 
and  melodious  voice,  agreeable,  and  inviting  to  discourse."    It  is 
almost  a  matter  of  course  that  a  person  of  great  and  varied  acquire- 
ments should  be  utterly  free  from  affectation.    Accordingly  Mr. 
Dibdin  represents  this  venerable  scholar  as  uniting  the  utmost  sim- 
plicity of  manners  with  the  nrofoundest  information.    He  pointed 
out  a  private  walk,  within  a  long  avenue  of  trees,  branching  from 
the  public  mall,  where  was  a  small  fountain  playin&|  in  the  midst 
of  a  grove  of  elm  and  beech;  and  observed  that  he  loved  to  retire 
there,  in  order  to  read  Thomson.    He  quoted  Pope,  and  declared 
his  particular  attachment  to  Young  and  Akenside.    When  asked 
what  he  thought  of  Shakspeare  ana  Milton,  he  replied,  <■  They  are, 
doubtless,  very  great,  and  superior  to  either;  but  if  I  were  to  saj 
I  understood  uiem  as  well,  I  should  say  what  would  be  an  untruth  ; 
and  nothing  is  more  disgusting  than  an  affectation  of  knowing  what 
you  have  comparatively  very  uttle  knowledge  of."   What  a  lesson 
for  dabblers  in  criticism  and  readers  of  reviews !    He  said  that  he 
was  first  put  upon  collations  of  Greek  MSS.  by  our  Dr.  Musgra%'e, 
for  his  edition  of  ''Euripides;"  and  that  he  dated  from  that  cir- 
cumstance his  first  and  early  love  of  classical  research.  -  This  at- 
tachment had  increased  upon  him  as  he  became  older;  had  ''grown 
with  his  growth,  and  strengthened  with  his  strength,"  and  had  in- 
duced him  to  ^apple  with  the  unsettled,  and  in  parts  difficult  texts 
of  OppiaUt  EpietetuSf  and  Jithenams.  He  spoke  with  a  modest  con- 
fidence of  his  Herodotus,  just  published ;  said  that  he  was  even 
then  meditating  a  second  Latin  version  of  it,  and  observed,  that  for 
the  more  perfect  execution  of  the  one  now  before  ^e  public,  he  had 
prepared  himself  by  a  diligent  perasal  of  the  purer  JLatin  historl* 
ans.    The  classical  literature  of  our  own  country  is,  we  believe, 
under  recent  obligations  to  this  eminent  scholar,  for  the  assistance 
he  has  lent  to  the  new  €hreek  Thesaurus,  publishing  under  the  spi- 
rited direction  of  Mr.  Valpy ;  a  work,  for  the  success  of  which  me 
venerable  Schweigha;user,  whilst  he  expressed  his  approbation  of 
its  execution,  uttered  his  wishes  with  an  earnest  zeal,  tiiat  must 
purely  be  responded  by  all  among  our  own  countrymen,  who  ara 
patriotic  enoueh  to  take  a  pride  in  such  productions  as  the  Thesau- 
rus and  the  Dolphin  Classics,  on  a  plan,  the  magnitude  and  ex- 
pense of  which  BO  individual  but  one  of  the  most  extended  views, 
and  the  utmost  liberality  of  mind,  would  havQ  ventured  upon, 
and  which  assuredly  no  other  country  except  our  own  would  have 
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been  found  willing  or  indeed  able  sufficiently  to  reward.  Mr.  Dib* 
den  quitted  Baden,  or  Baden-Baden  as  it  is  emphatically  called, 
with  manj  regrets;  and  strongly  recommends  its  Taried  attrac- 
tions to  both  young  and  old,  as  capable  of  affording  £qual  pleasure 
to  either.  The  dulness  of  Stuttgart  appears  duller  from*  contrast- 
ing it  with  the  animation  and  loveliness  of  the  scenes  so  lately  left; 
but  in  the  public  library  all  comparisons  are  foreotten— our  biblio- 
grapher once  more  riots  among  illuminated  MSS.  block-books,  and 
fifUeners,  and  sets  all  his  energies  to  work,  to  accomplish  an  ex- 
chan^  between  Lord  Spencer  and  his  Majesty  of  Wirtemberg,  of 
certain  curious  Bibles,  for  two  editions  of  Virgil  in  1471,  which 
negotiation  he  finally  settles  in  a  manner  highly  creditable  to  his 
diplomatic  abilities. 

From  the  Monastery  of  St.  Peter,  at  Salzburg,  Mr.  Dibdin  was  re« 
commended  to  visit  that  of  Chremsminster,  in  the  route  to  Lintz, 
throush  a  country  of  mountains  and  lakes,  on  the  high  road  to  Vien- 
na. The  courteous  manners,  and  information  of  the  brethren  of 
Chremsminster,  it  is  delightful  even  to  read  of.  The  conversation 
was  all  carried  on  in  Latin;  but  urbanity  is  an  excellent  interpreter; 
none  of  the  parties  appears  to  have  been  in  want  of  any  other^->»The 
magnificent  St.  Flonan,  and  the  finely  situated  Monastery  of  Malk, 
were  the  next  halting-places,  both  most  interestingly  described;  At 
the  latter  place  our  author  was  strongly  advised  to  take  the  Monas- 
tery of  Gottwic  in  his  way  to  Vienna.  He  had  never  heard  of  it; 
but  **  its  library  contains  incunabula  of  the  most  curious  and  scarce 
kind."  Behotd  him  at  its  gates!  but  alas!  the  librarian,  Odilo 
Klama,  was  from  home ;  not  a  creature  was  to  be  found,  and  he  was 
dejectedly  pacing  the  cloisters,  when  his  servant  announced  to  him 
that  the  vice-principal  would  receive  him,  and  conduct  him  to  the 
head  or  presiaent. 

"The  principal,  whose  name  is  Altmann,"  says  Mr.  Dibdin, 
"  was  attired  in  a  sort  of  half-dignity  dress ;  a  gold  chain  and  cross 
hung  upon  his  breast,  and  a  black  silk  cap  covered  his  head.  A 
gown,  and  what  seemed  to  be  a  cassock,  coVered  his  body.  He  had 
V\e  complete  air  of  a  gentleman,  and  might  have  turned  liis  fiftieth 
year.  His  countenance  bespoke  equal  intelligence  and  benevolence; 
but,  alas !  not  a  word  of  French  could  he  speak,  and  Latin  was 
therefore  necessarily  resorted  to  by  all  parties.  I  entreated  him  to 
for^ve  all  defects  of  composition  and  of  pronunciation,  at  which  he 
smiled  graciously.  The  vice-principal  then  bowed  to  the  abbot,  and 
retfeated ;  but  not  before  I  bad  observed  them  to  whisper  apart, 
and  to  make  gesticulations,  which  I  au^red  to  portend  sometning 
in  the  shape  of  providing  refreshment,  it'  not  dinner.  My  suspicion 
was  quickly  confirmed:  for,  on  the  vice-principal  quitting  the 
apartment,  tho  abbot  observed  to  me,  *  You  will  necessarily  partake 
of  our  dinner,  which  is  usually  at  one  o'clock,  but  which  I  have 
postponed  till  three,  in  order  tnat  I  may  conduct  you  over  the  mo- 
nastery, and  show  you  what  is  worthy  of  observation.  You  have 
made  a  long  ioumey  hither,  and  must  not  be  disappointed.'  ^  Thi» 
courteous  Moress  was  followed  by  an  interesting  conversation  oa 
the  situation  of  the  monastery,  and  the  vicbsitudes  to  which  it  bad 
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been  exposed.    *  Look  on  the  prospect  around  you,'  said  the  abbot  i 
'  it  is  unbounded.    On  yon  oipposite  wooded  heights,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Danube,  we  all  saw,  from  these  very  windows,  the  fire 
and  smoke  of  the  advanced  guard  of  the  French  army,  in  contest 
with  the  Austrians,  upon  Bonaparte's  first  advance  towards  Vienna. 
Tlie  French  emperor  himself  took  possession  of  tlus  monastery.  He 
slept  here,  and  we  entertained  him,  the  next  day,  with  the  best 
dejeutie  a  la  fourchette  which  we  could  afford.    He  seemed  well 
satisfied  with  his  reception;  but  I  own  that  I  was  glad  when  he 
left  us.    Strangers  to  arms,  in  this  tranquil  retread  and  visited 
only,  as  you  may  now  visit  us,  for  the  purpose  of  peaceful  hospi- 
tality, it  agitated  us  extremely  to  come  in  contact  with  warriors 
and  chieftains. — Observe  yonder,'  continued  the  abbot:  <Do  you 
notice  an  old  castle  in  the  distance,  to  the  left,  situated  almost 
upon  the  very  banks  of  the  Danube  ?    That  castle,  so  tradit^n  re- 
ports, once  held  your  Richard  tlie  First,  when  he  was  detained  a 
prisoner  by  Leopold,  Marquis  of  Austria,  on  his  return  from  the 
Holy  Land.'    The  more  the  abbot  spoke,  and  the  more  I  continued 
to  gaze  around,  the  more  I  fancied  myself  treading  upon  faerj 
^ound,  and  that  the  scene  in  which  I  was  engaged  partook  of  the 
illusion  of  romance." — At  the  door  of  the  library  three  or  four 
Benedictines,  for  this  famous  convent  is  of  the  order  of  St  Bene- 
dict, "  were  apparently  waiting'  to  receive  us.    They  first  saluted 
the  abbot  very  respectfully,  ana  then  myself,  with  a  degree  of  cheer- 
fulness almost  amounting  to  familiarity.    In  a  remote  and  strange 
place,  of  such  a  character,  nothing  is  more  encouraging  than  such  a 
reception."    The  library  is  prob^ly  ttie  richest  in  hioliographical 
lore  in  Austria,  after  that  of  Vienna ;  but  we  must,  for  the  present, 
content  ourselves  with  what  in  such  company  may  scarcely  be  con- 
sidered less  "  the  feast  of  reason,"  whicn  is  exhibited  to  ns  in  the 
dinner -saloon.    "  It  was  a  large,  light,  and  lofty  room.  The  ceiling 
was  covered  with  paintings  of  allegorical  subjects  in  fresco,  descrip- 
tive of  the  advantages  oipiety  and  learning.  ....  We  sat  down  at 
the  high  table,  precisely  as  you  may  remember  it  in  the  halls  at 
Oxford,  to  a  plentiful  and  even  elegant  repast.    The  principal  did 
me  the  honour  of  placing  me  at  his  right  hand.   Grace  was  no  soon- 
er said  than  Mr.  Lewis  made  his  appearance,  and  seemed  to  eye 
tlie  scene  before  him  with  mingled  delight  and  astonishment    He 
had,  in  fact,  just  completed  his  sketch  of  the  monastery,  and  seem- 
ed well  satisfied  at  seeing  me  in 'such  quarters,  and  so  well  occu- 
pied.   The  brethren  were  well  pleased  to  receive  him,  but  first 
beg^d  to  liave  a  glance  at  the  drawing,  with  which  tiiey  were  highly 
gratified. 

**  My  companion  having  joined  the  festive  board,  the  conversa- 
tion and  the  cups  of  Rhenish  wine  seemed  equally  to  circulate  with* 
out  restraint.  We  were  cheerful  even  to  loud  mirth;  and  the 
smallness  of  the  party  compared  with  the  size  of  the  hall,  caused 
the  sounds  of  our  voices  to  be  reverbeiated  from  every  quarter. 
Meantime  the  sun  threw  his  radiant  beams  across  a  window  of  noble 
dimensions,  quite  across  the  saloon,  so  as  to  keep  us  in  shadow,  and 
iilunnnate  the  other  parts  of  the  room.    Thus  we  were  cool*  but 
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tkc  day  without  had  begun  to  be  sultry.  Behind  me,  or  rather  be- 
tween the  abbot  and  myself,  stood  a  grave,  sedate,  and  infiexible- 
looking  attendant,  of  large  square  dimensions,  habited  in  a  black 
gown,  which  scarcely  reached  the  skirts  of  his  coat.  He  spoke  not; 
he  moved  not,  save  when  he  saw  my  glass  emptied,  which,  without 
any  previous  notice  or  permission,  he  made  a  scrupulous  point  of 
fimng  even  to  the  very  brim,  with  the  most  highly-flavoured  Rhe- 
nish wine  which  I  had  yet  tasted  in  Germany.  Our  glasses  being 
almost  of  the  size  of  ale-glasses,  it  behoved  me  to  cast  an  attentive 
eye  on  this  replenishins  process;  and  I  told  the  worthy  master 
that  we  should  be  quickly  revelling  in  our  cups.  He  assured  me 
that  the  wine,  although  good,  was  weak,  but  begged  that  I  would 
consider  myself  at  liberty  to  act  as  I  pleased.  In  (lue  time  the  cloth 
was  cleared,  and  a  dessert,  consisting  chiefly  of  delicious  peaches, 
succeeded.  A  new  order  of  bottles  was  introdfuced ;  tall,  square,  and 
capacious;  which  were  said  to  contain  wine  of  the  same  quality, 
but  of  a  more  delicate  flavour.  It  proved  indeed  to  be  most  exqui- 
site. The  past  labours  of  the  day,  together  with  the  growing  heat, 
had  given  a  relish  to  every  thing  which  I  tasted ;  and  in  the  full 
flow  of  my  spirits  I  proposed  a  sentiment,  which  I  trusted  would  be 
considered  as  perfectly  orthodox, '  Long  life  and  happy  times  to  the 
present  members,  ana  increasing  pros])erity  to  the  monastery  of 

Uottwic'    It  was  received  and  drunk  with  enthusiasm I  tnen 

requested  that  we  might  withdraw,  as  the  hours  were  flying  away, 
and  we  proposed  sleeping  within  one  stage  of  Vienna,  on  that  same 
evening.  '  x  our  wishes  shall  be  mine,'  answered  the  abbot.  Where- 
upon he  rose,  with  all  the  company,  and  stepping  some  few  paces 
backwards,  placed  his  hands  across  his  breast  upon  the  gold  cross. 
Half  closed  his  eyes,  and  said  grace  briefly  and  softi  v,  in  a  manner 
the  most  impressive  which  I  had  ever  witnessed." — The  whole 
party  then  proceeded  forth  to  view  the  cliurch  and  the  state  apart- 
ments. The  abbot,  with  a  kindness  and  elegance  of  manner  that 
added  io  the  worth  of  the  gift,  pressed  upon  Mr.  Dibdin's  accep- 
tance a  copy  of  the  "  Chronicon  Gottwicense,"  a  treasure  to  the 
antiquary,  of  which  it  is  probable  there  are  not  four  copies  in  this. 
kingdom.  *'  The  courtesy,  the  frankness,  the  downright  heartiness 
of  feeling  with  which  all  tiiis  was  done,  added  to  the  value  of  the 
present,  rendered  it  one  of  the  most  delightful  moments  of  my  ex- 
istence. I  instinctively  caught  the  abbot's  arm,  pressed  his  hand 
with  a  cordial  warmth  between  both  of  mine,  and  pausing  one  little 
moment,  exclaimed,  '  Dies  hie  omnino  commemoratione  dignus? 

"On  quitting  the  church  and  passing  through  the  last  court,  or 
smaller  quadrangle,  we  came  to  the  outer  walls ;  and  leaving  them, 
tve  discerned  below,  the  horses,  carriage,  and  valet,  waiting  to  re- 
ceive us.  Our  amiable  host  and  his  Benedictine  brethren  deter- 
mined to  walk  a  little  way  down  the  hill,  to  see  us  fairly  seated, 
and  ready  to  start  I  entreated  and  remonstrated  that  this  might 
not  be,  but  in  vain.  On  reaching  the  carriage,  we  all  shook  hands 
▼ery  cordially  together;  but  certainly  I  pressed  those  of  the  abbot 
more  earnestly  than  the  rest  We  then  saluted  by  uocovering,  and 
stepping  into  the  carriage,  I  held  aloft  tlie  first  volume  of  the 
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'  Gijttwic  Chronicle,'  exclaiming  Valete,  domini  eruditissimi,  dies 
hie  commemoratione  dignus;  to  which  the  abbot  replied,  with  pe* 
culiarlj  emphatic  sonorousness  of  voice,  •  Vale;  Deus  f^,  omnesque 
tilti  cJiarisstmos  conserved  They  then  stopped  for  a  moment,  as 
the  horses  began  to  be  put  in  motion ;  and  retracing  their  steps  up 
the  hill,  towards  the  outer  gate  of  the  monastery,  disappeared.  I 
thought,  but  it  might  not  be  so,  that  I  discerned  the  abbot,  at  the 
distance  of  some  two  huiidrcd  yards,  yet  lingering  alone,  with  his 
rielit  arm  raised,  and  shaking  it  as  the  last  and  most  affectionate 
token  of  farewell.  And  now  I  ask  you,  my  dear  friend,  how  is  it 
possible  for  me/ ever  to  forget  this  'day  of  joyaunce'  spent  at  the 
Monastery  of  Gottwic  ?  <  jSulla  dies  unquam,  &c.' 

And  now  we,  also,  will  say,  Valete  domini  eruditissimi!  But  we 
should  be  guilty  of  great  injustice  towards  Mr.  Lewis,  did  we  close 
our  remarks  without  observing,  that  the  volumes  which  have  given 
rise  to  them  owe  half  their  attractions  to  his  pencil ;  which  by  a 
happy  and  rare  combination  of  talent  brings  every  thing  that  Mr. 
Diodin  describes  as  most  interesting,  immediately  oefore  the  eye  of 
the  reader;  whether  it  nertain  to  the  peculiarities  of  costume,  the  in* 
terest  of  portrait,  the  fidelity  otfac-simiUs,  the  beauty  of  romantic 
landscape,  or  the  imposing  characteristics  of  ancient  architecture. 

grimm's  guost.  letter  III* 
The  Annual  Exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Artists,  at 
Somerset  House,  is  just  closed.  .So  are  the  Courts  of  Law  at  West- 
minster, to  make  way  for  the  ceremony  of  the  King's  Coronation  ; 
but  they  will  not  long  be  reopened  before  a  curious  subject  of  liti- 
gation will,  in  all  prol^bility,  exercise  the  ingenuity  of  the  gentlemen 
of  the  long  robe*   Let  the  defendant's  solicitor  tell  his  own  story. 

THE  artists'  LETTER-BOX. 

Case,  for  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Serjeant  Split*hair. 

The  artists  who  exhibit  their  pictures  annually  at  the  Royal  Aca- 
demy at  Somerset  House,  situate  in  the  parish  of  Saint  Mary-le- 
Strand,  in  the  county  of  Middlesex,  are,  bv  a  by-law  of  the  com- 
mittee, entitled  to  receive  letters  upon  professional  business,  whe- 
ther by  the  general  or  twopenny  post,  free  of  postage.  This  privi- 
lege, in  process  of  time,  becanie  the  source  of  considerable  abuse. 
Communications  of  the  most  trivial  and  unprofessional  affairs  were, 
through  the  medium  of  the  Lombard -street  office,  opened  between 
Somerset  House  and  all  parts  of  the  united  kin^om  of  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland.  One-pound  notes  to  miniature  painters  from 
sweethearts  at  Bath  and  Bnstol;  bills  for  turpentine  and  canvas 
from  Manchester  to  gentlemen  in  the  historical  line;  how-d'ye-do's 
from  aunts  at  Whitby ;  and  dunning  scrawls  from  unpaid  batners  at 
Margate  and  Brighton,  were,  like  the  operation  of  the  poor-rates 
upon  tlie  landholders,  gradually  undermining  the  funds  of  the  com- 
mittee. 

To  check  tliis  growing  evil,  the  committee  on  the  1st  of  May* 
18^0,  entered  into  the  following  resolution: 
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**  Resolved — ^That,  in  order  to  diminish'  the  late  alarming,  and 
as  it  is  suspected,  unnecessarj  increase  in  the  charge  of  postage,  all 
letters  addressed  to  artists,  at  the  Royal  Exhibition  in  Somerset 
House,  be  opened  by  the  secretary ;  that  such  letters  as  relate  to 
private  business  be  forwarded  to  the  parties  to  whom  they  are  ad- 
dressed, to  be  by  them  paid  for ;  and  that  such  letters  as  relate  to 
professional  business  be  impounded  by  this  committee,  and  kept  in 
a  box  to  be  entitled  *  The  Artists'  Letter-Box,'  where  they  may  bo 
severally  and  occasionally  inspected  by  the  painters  for  wnom  they 
are  intended.  But  that  the  same  be  upon  no  account  removed,  ex- 
cept by  this  committee,  or  its  agent  or  agents  duly  authorized." 

According  to  invariable  usage,  all  waste  papers,  consisting  of 
covers  of  letters,  cancelled  tickets,  paid  checks,  &c.  &c.  are  deli- 
vered over  as  perquisites  to  the  porter  who  waits  in  the  hall  near 
the  ^gantic  statue  of  Hercules.  That  office  is  now,  and  has  been 
for  eighteen  months,  occupied  by  Tobias  Trudge. 

On  the  12th  of  July,  1821,  Tobias  Trudge  brought  to  the  shop  of 
Messrs.  Colbum  and  Co.  in  Conduit-street,  a  mahogany  box,  about 
two  feet  square,  with  an  aperture  at  the  top  sufficiently  large  to 
admit  letters,  with  the  words  '*  Artists'  Letter-Box"  marked  with 
white  paint  upon  the  lid.  The  porter  stated  that,  according  to  cus- 
tom, the  box  was  delivered  to  him,  by  the  chairman  of  ihe  commit- 
tee, the  key  bein^  at  that  time  in  the  lock,  that  he  might  take  out 
and  appropriate  its  contents,  as  waste  paper.  Tobias  Trudge  fur- 
ther alleged,  that  in  crossing  Catherine-street,  in  the  parish  afore- 
said, in  order  to  enter  his  lodgings,  situate  in  Broad -court.  Bow- 
street,  also  in  the  parish  aforesaid,  he  was  corporeally  encountered 
by  a  very  tall  new  Haymarket  comic  actor;  and  that  &e  jostle  of 
the  enconnter  caused  the  key  of  the  box  to  fly  from  the  lock,  and 
to  fall  down  the  area  of  the  Feather-bed  Warehouse  at  the  comer 
of  Catherine-street,  whence^  notwithstanding  all  his  labour  and 
pains,  be  had  been  unable  to  extricate  it.  The  porter,  therefore, 
brott^t  the  box,  locked  as  it  was,  to  the  aforesaid  publishers,  of- 
fering to  sell  to  them  its  contents  at  a  venture.  Tne  words  used 
upon  that  occasion  hythe  porter  were  as  follows:  <*  Will  you  buy 
a  pig  in  a  poke  ?''  The  porter^was  desired  to  call  again  on  the 
morrow.    In  the  mean  time  ybur  opinion  is  requested, 

1.  Whether  Messrs.  Colburn  and  Co.  can  safely,  Ideally,  and 
equitably  complete  the  bargain  so  as  abovementioned  offerea  to  be 
made  with  them  ? 

2.  Whether,  by  so  doing,  and  subsequently  publishing  the  con- 
tents of  the  box  in  the  New  Monthly,  or  any  otncir  Magazinoi  they 
will  render  themselves  liable  to  an  action,  of  trover,  of  debet  et 
detinet,  an  action  upon  the  case,  a  bill  in  equity,  a  bill  for  an  in- 
junction, an  indictment,  an  ex -officio  information  at  the  suit  of  the 
Attorney  General,  or  any  and  what  other  process,  at  the  suit  of  the 
artists,  the  committee,  toe  trustees  of  Somerset  House,  the  writers 
of  the  letters,  the  frequenters  of  the  exhibition,  the  creditors  of  the 
porter,  or  any  and  which  of  them,  or  any  and  what  other  person  or 
persons? 
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S.  And,  upon  the  whole,  how  would  you  advise  Messrs.  Colbura 
and  Co.  to  act,  in  order  to  obtain  the  greatest  possible  profit  at  the 
least  possible  risk  ? 

Upon  this  case  Mr.  Serjeant  SpLiT-HAiii,on  tlie  following  day,  gave 
tiie  following  opinion : 

1.  Tills  case  is  not  without  its  difficulties.  I  am  disposed  to 
think  that  I  am  of  opinion,  that  had  the  proffered  article  been  bond 
Jide  a  Pig  in  a  Poke,  no  action  would  liew — See  Law  dicta,  caveat 
emptor,  in  pari  delicto,  and  volenti  non  fit  injuria.  In  the  case  of 
Pig  in  Poke,  the  laxity  anil  elasticitv  of  the  latter,  enables  the  pur- 
chaser of  the  former,  by  the  aid  of  nnger  and  thumb,  to  ascertain 
the  limbs  and  liyeliness,  the  gaiety  and  grunt,  of  the  Pig,  howso- 
ever small. — See  Bacon's  Abridgment,  vol.  1.  p.  42.  But  this  is 
a  case  of  mahogany :  a  more  obdurate  material,  yet  I  am  disposed 
to  think  that  both  buyer  and  carrier  are  ex  necessitate  bound  to  a 
knowledge  of  its  contents. — See  Wood's  Conveyancing  vol.  2.  p* 
56,  Non  constat  but  its  contents  may  be  felonious,  viz.  a  threat 
to  fire  a  barn« — See  Bum's  Justice,  vol.  3.  p.  7.  Or  treasonable, 
viz.  an  order  to  paint  a  king's  head  in  a  charger. — See  Rex  v.  Brad- 
ahaw,  1  Cromwell,  p.  47.  Or  libellous,  and  ^erefore  no  windfall. 
—See  Rex  v.  Woodfall,  1  Term  Ren.  42.  Or  not  worth  powder 
and  shot. — See  Doge  of  Venice  v.  Elliston,  4  Theatr.  Record,  p. 
79.  The  safetv,  therefore,  of  the  transaction  will  depend  upon 
its  legality,  and  its  legality  upon  the  verdict  of  the  jury. 

2.  1  do  not  think  that  publication  will  render  Messrs.  Colbnrn 
and  Co.  liable  to  an  action  at  the  suit  of  the  artists,  or  of  anj  one 
of  them,  provided  due  caution  be  used  in  concealing  their  names, 
or  only  denoting  them  by  their  initials:  no  jury  could  be  led  to 
believe  that  even  in  the  event  of  detection,  they  could  suffer  any 
injury  in  their  feeling  or  otherwise;  although  from  the  force  of 
their  brotherljr  love,  the  feelings  of  one  might  be  held  to  be  lace- 
rated by  any  ridicule  cast  upon  another:  in  the  which  case  it  might 
be  a  question  whether  an  action  would  not  lie  at  the  suit  of  painter 
A  for  a  pasquinade  upon  painter  B. — See  Hoax's  Credat  Judteus, 
vol.  1.  p.  20.  .  I  think,  as  a  measure  of  precaution,  general  releases, 
upon  proper  stamps,  should  be  procured  from  the  writers  of  the 
letters,  the  committee,  the  trustees  of  Somerset  House,  and  the 
frequenters  of  the  exhibition.  Stamps  may  be  OTOCured  under  the 
same  roof.  Search  should  also  be  made  at  the  Bankrupt-office,  to 
ascertain  whether  any  commission  had  issued  against  Tobias 
Trudge  on  the  day  of  the  proffer. 

3.  if  Messrs.  Colburn  and  Co.  wish  to  procure  the  greatest  pos- 
sible profit,  Hity  will  proceed  with  the  publication.  But,  if  at  the 
least  possible  risk,  and  if,  as  I  am  led  to  believe,  the  letter-com- 
mittee be  also  the  hanging  committee,  I  should  advise  Messrs.  Col- 
burn and  Co.,  as  a  measure  of  precaution,  to  secure  the  state  apart- 
ments in  Newgate.  Somnolent  Split-hair, 

Brick  Court,  Temple,  13th  July,  1821. 

The  hint  at  the  close  of  the  Serjeant's  opinion  has  been  disre- 
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garded.    Oat  have  come  the  contents  of  the  artists'  letter-box. 
And  "  here  they  are,"  as  the  children's  story-books  say. 

Mrs.  Meadow CROTT  to  Mr.  0 

I  wish,  my  dear  sir,  to  communicate  a  fact  to  you,  in  confidence, 
vhich  I  have  hitherto  kept  from  my  most  intimate  friends.    I  was 
forty  on  the  fifteenth  of  last  April.    You  start !  and  well  you  may. 
Who  would  take  me  for  more  than  thirty-one?  Major  Gorget,  last 
Monday,  at  the  United  Service  Club,  betted  a  dozen  of  claret  that 
I  was  only  twenty-six.    He  told  me  of  it  on  Tuesday  morning. 
Thank  heaven !  there  is  nothing  deceitful  about  me  but  my  appear- 
ance. I  think  you  heed  not  make  me  look  quite  so  young  as  the  Ma- 
jor imagines  me  to  be.  Suppose  we  say  twenty -eight :  or  twenty-nino^ 
at  farthest.    Sir  T.  L.  turns  out  nothing  older  than  twenty-three 
But  this,  I  think,  is  carrying  things  a  little  too  far.  Time's  progress 
may  be  checked  a  little,  but  Sir  T.  positively  knocks  him  down  on 
the  king's  highway.  Well !  concluding  that  twenty-mne  is  to  be  the 
age,  all  you  will  have  to  do  is  to  transplant  a  little  of  my  fat  from 
my  body  to  my  face.    Upon  the  average,  I  am  just  hi  enough ;  but 
it  is  a  treacherous  fluid,  and  is  apt,  at  my  age,  to  desert  the  visagr^. 
and  take  refuge  in  the  stomach.    Be  it  your  task,  Mr.  O.  to  coun- 
teract this.    My  new  stays  came  home  last  night,  and  I  assure  you 
they  have  made  me  quite  another  being.    So  slender  in  the  waist! 
When  the  fat  ciuits  the  forehead  and  cheeks,  it  leaves  the  skin 
puckered.    I  had  nearly  said  wrinkled,  but  it  will  be  time  to  adopt 
that  epithet  twenty  years  hence.    Arrow-root  fattens,  but  too  im- 
partially:  I  wish  for  some  drug  which  will  produce  that  effect  only 
on  the  face.    Are  you  acquainted  with  any  such  medicine?    Not 
that  it  much  signifies  at  my  time  of  life.    I  am  divided  about  the 
forehead.    Suppose  you  paint  it  as  smooth  as  ivory :  or  suppose  you 
cover  it  with  a  cluster  of  curls:  I  declare  I  hardly  know  which  to 
decide  upon.    The  ivory  would  give  me  more  the  air  of  Juno :  the 
curls  that  of  Hebe.    I  have  preferred  the  latter  to  the  former  god- 
dess ever  since  I  read  Telemachus,  as  translated  by  SmoUet.  Hebe 
then  let  it  be.    I  set  off*  to-morrow  for  Brighton;  if  Major  Gorget 
calls  in  Newman-street,  be  sure  not  to  tellhim  of  my  place  of  re- 
fuge.  He  is  too  pressing :  poor  Mr.  Meadowcroft  has  not  been  dead 
more  than  five  months :  yes,  he  has :  it  is  five  months  and  two  days : 
bless  me,  how  time  flies !    Say  nothing  to  the  Major:  but  let  him, 
by  all  means,  see  my  portrait    If  you  have  finished  the  face,  with 
a  suitable  expression,  that  is  to  say,  with  a  good-humoured  severi- 
ty, tempering  dignity  with  humility,  and  acquiescence  with  denial, 
MY  eyes  will  articulate  what  follows.    "  You  are  too  abrupt:  fie, 
Major,  a  soldier  and  afraid.    Let  me  hear  no  more  of  this:  Kind 
Sir,  repeat  that  strain..    Follow  me  not  into  Sussex,  as  you  value 
my  good  opinion :  I  mean  to  keep  my  retreat  at  No.  2,  Pavilion  Pa- 
rade, Brighton,  a  secret  from  all  tne  world.'*    Surely,  Mr.  O.  an 
artist  of  your  talents  may  tell  all  this  upon  canvas.    Do  it  then, 
and  spare  a  widow's  blushes.    I  can't  conceive  what  you  mean  in 
your  hint  about  crape.    I  won't  have  a  rag  of  it  in  the  picture.   Do 
you  imagine  that  I  shall  be  always  weeping,  like  one  of  Ovid's  river 
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ffoddesses?  Mr.  M.  was  a  very  worthy  man;  but  recollect  whiit 
King  Henrj  said  when  tidings  came  to  nim  of  the  death  of  Percy  of 
Northumberland.  ♦*    ***    *•* 

Alderman  Dowgate  to  *  *  *. 
Much  obliged  to  you,  Sir.  Very  much  obliged  to  "you.  Made 
me  quite  another  man :  wish  Camomile  could  ao  as  much :  he  has 
soused  me  with  slops  till  I  am  as  lank  as  a  weazle;  but  you  have 
put  me  on  my  legs  a^in.  There^s  cheeks!  there^s  a  calf!  there's 
a  perpendicular  (I  think  that's  the  word)  back,  and  a  squeezed-in 
bread-basket  It  reminds  me  very  much  of  myself,  when  I  walked 
up  to  town  in  the  year  1786,  only  the  dress  is  a  little  different;  no 
silk  stockings,  velvet  breeches,  and  powdered  periwigs  in  those 
days.  Talk  of  fluids,  and  washes,  and  paints^  and  auburn  wigs ! 
phoo !  You  arc  the  boy  for  bewitching  'em.  Should  not  wonder  if 
you  ^t  me  a  second  wife !  And  yet  1  shall  be  half  ashamed  to  pre- 
sent it  to  the  Corporation:  its  so  very  young:  I  shall  be  quizzed; 
I  know  I  shall.  Well,  if  they  don't  choose  to  take  it,  they  may 
leave  it.  I'll  give  it  to  my  son,  Tom.  Its  just  his  age,  and  may 
pass  for  him,  when  I  am  dead  and  gone.  That  will  save  him  the 
expense  of  sitting  for  a  new  one. 

Captain  Horehound  to  Sir  W.  B. 
To  speak  the  truth,  I  don't  quite  like  it.  I  have  no  particular 
objection  to  make ;  but  it  does  not  sufficiently  blend  the  soldier  and 
the  gentleman.  The  former,  indeed,  is  well  enough  designated  by 
the  scarlet  jacket,  and  the  L.  H.  V.  upon  the  gorget;  but  there  is  a 
sort  of  a  ie  ne  scats  quoi  wanting  to  make  it  look  the  latter.  You 
tell  me  that "  Portrait  of  a  Gentleman"  in  the  catalogue  will  set  all 
that  smooth.  So  it  would,  but  I  choose  to  have  it  printed  *'  Portrait 
of  Candid  Horehound,  Esquire,  a  Captain  in  the  Light  Horse  Vo- 
lunteers." The  L.  H.  V.  would  be  more  technical;  but  some  wac 
would  be  translating  it  Left-handed  Volunteers,  or  some  such  stupid 
joke;  so  I'll  hare  it  printed  "  Light  Horse"  at  length.  You  have 
made  the  left  side  of  the  shirt-collar  fall  over  the  black  stock.  Pray 
correct  this,  and  paint  it  bolt  upright.  This  will  give  me  a  greater 
air  of  fashion,  and  will  partly  cover  the  claret-mark  on  my  chin.  I 
don't  like  having  the  good  qualities  of  my  leg  and  thi^  enveloped 
in  great  thick  Russia  duck  overalls.  Pray,  daub  them  out  and  dress 
me  in  white  elastic  silk :  nothing  so  well  shows  the  muscles.  The 
shortest  way  will  be  to  commence  de  novo,  as  my  uncle  Hilary  has 
it.  Throw  negligently  over  my  capacious  shoulders  a  most  beautiful 
hussar  cloak,  with  an  immense  quantity  of  szi^ar-^oof  buttons.  I 
wish'I  could  hit  upon  a  less  professional  adjective.  'Give  me  a  pair 
of  polished  obdurate  boots,  reaching  half  way  up  the  thigh.  Place 
my  right  foot  upon  the  head  of  a  dead  radical ;  my  left  upon  the 
mouth  of  a  cannon,  which  must  be  in  the  very  act  of  explosion. 
Paint  a  drawn  sword  beautifully  polished  in  my  right  hand,  and  a 
cocked  pistol,  marked  "  Mortimer,"  in  my  left.  In  the  front  of 
my  helmet  affix  a  death*s  head  and  cross  bones,  and  by  all  means 
let  the  beauty  of  my  countenance  be  tempered  by  a  valiant  severity. 
I'll  have  the  air  red  with  conflagration.    In  part  of  the  back-ground 


Holy.  201 

fet  tbe  mob  be  flying  in  disorder,  clambering  over  the  rails  of  Rns- 
Irarj -square,  and  making  the  best  of  their  waj  towards  Bishopsgate- 
street.  In  another  oart,  let  Major  Cartwrizht  be  seen  running  up 
the  Citj-road  towards  St.  Luke's.  My  faithful  negro  in  the  rear 
most  be  reiniuj^-in  a  coal-black  steed,  snorting  fire,  and  tossing  his 
mane  and  tail  into  the  clouds.  Let  the  horse  be  rearing  in  such  a 
way  as  in  his  descent  must  cause  his  left  hoof  infallibly  to  fracture 
my  helmet,  and,  possibly,  my  skull.  Let  my  negro  appear  alarmed 
at  this,  but  do  not  let  me  appear  alarmed  at  all.  i  wish,  or  rather 
ny  father  wishes,  that  the  snop  in  Chis  well -street  may  be  distinctly 
Tiinble,  with  the  words  *'  Horehound  and  Sou,  Grocers  and  Tea- 
defers,"  painted  in  gold  letters  upon  a  blue  ground  over  the  door. 
Pray  throw  in  my  poor  wife  in  an  agony  of  tears,  at  the  nursery- 
window,  with  the  Uazette  in  her  hand,  which  directs  my  regiment 
to  muster  on  the  morning  of  the  coronation  at  three  o'clock.  But 
donH  let  this  appear  to  give  me  a  moment's  uneasiness. 

Levi  Lazarus  to  Mr.  T. 

Make  it  pounds  instead  of  ^ineas,  and  you  shall  have  back  the 
frame  the  moment  the  exhibition  is  over. 


ITALY.* 

It  is  justly  observed  by  Lady  Morgan,  that  *'  the  character  of 
feeling  with  which  each  great  city  in  Italy  is  sought,  must  depend 
on  the  taste,  the  pursuit,  or  the  views,  of  the  traveller  who  visits 
them.  To  one  whose  historical  associations  belong  to  the  middle 
ages,  Florence  becomes  all  that  Rome  is  to  the  classic  tourist,  or 
Lioretto  to  the  devout  pilgrim !"  It  is  owing  to  her  own  mind  hav- 
ing been  early  imbued  with  a  fondness  for  the  illustrious  names  that 
mark  the  Florentine  annals,  that  Lady  Morgan's  account  of  the  city 
of  Florence,  of  its  society,  and  literature,  is  not  only  one  of  the 
most  interesting,  but  likewise  the  most  important  parts  of  her  work. 
The  state  of  society  in  Florence  is  far  more  intellectual,  more  ani- 
mated, and  more  refined  than  that  of  Rome ;  nor  are  we  surprised 
at  Lady  Morgan's  leaving  somewhat  reluctantly  the  lovely  vale  of 
Amo,  ior  the  banks  of  the  Tiber;  for  not  all  the  classical  recollec- 
tions and  ]d)ilosophical  reveries  which  the  eternal  city  may  be  cal- 
culated to  inspire  in  the  heart  of  an  enthusiast,  who  makes  the 
scenes  before  nim  subservient  onlv  to  his  idea  of  the  past,  can  to  a 
sober  and  feeling  mind  atone  for  tne  degrading  effects  which  an  ar- 
bitnury  government,  and  a  church  reviving  all  the  superstitions  and 
deceptions  of  the  darkest  ages,  produce  upon  the  character  of  those 
yr^rj  pe<^le,  whose  only  boast  is  that  they  are  descended  from  a 
race  of  whose%alonr,  patriotism,  and  independence,  thev  exhibit 
die  lowest  reverse  that  can  fall  to  the  lot  o[  a  civilized  nation. 
^ost  in  sloth  and  indifference,  the  modern  Romans  are  too  pas- 
•ive  to  give  any  employment  to  the  spies  who  surround  them  on 
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everj  side;  and  thej  submit,  without  eifort  for  relief,  to  all  the 
most  arbitrary  measures  of  the  Papal  government,  though  few  caA 
plead  their  belief  in  the  infallibility  oT  its  head,  as  an  excuse  for 
their  slavish  obedience.  The  revival  of  miracles,  and  procesaiona, 
and  pil^mages,  under  the  influence  of  the  House  of  Austria, 
seems,  indeed,  to  carry  with  it  few  attractions,  except  for  those 
who  hope,  by  means  of  such  instruments,  to  plunge  the  people  once 
more  into  tliat  ignorance,  which  in  the  dark  ages  rendered  them 
alike  blind  to  the  crimes  of  the  church,  and  subservient  to  the  tyran- 
ny of  their  rulers.  But  surely,  in  the  present  day,  it  must  excite 
the  laugh  of  undisguised  contempt,  were  it  not  repressed  by  in* 
dignation  at  the  knavery  of  the  thing,  to  see  the  King  of  Sardinia 
replacing  on  the  shrine  of  San  Lorenzo  in  Genoa,  with  the  moat 
solemn  ceremonies,  the  *'  Sagra  Catina,"  or  emerald  dish,  upon 
which,  according  to  the  convenient  tradition  of  ages,  was  served 
the  last  supper  of  our  Saviour.  This  emerald  dish,  unfortunately, 
was  proven  dv  the  sacrilegious  touch  of  the  French  Institute  to  be 
onl  V  green  glass ;  it  was  nevertheless  most  religiously  restored, 
and  still  serves  to  swear  by,  as  the  veritable  emerald  aish,  which 
Queen  Sheba  originally  offered  to  King  Solomon,  fnnn  whose  tem- 
ple it  found  its  way,  by  some  miracle  not  explained,  into  the  house 
of  the  Jewish  Publican,  whither  our  Saviour  went  with  his  Apostiea 
to  celebrate  their  last  meal  toother.  With  the  same  renrd  to 
truth  and  rational  belief,  is  exhibited  at  the  Holy  House  at Xoret- 
to,  to  which  so  many  crowned  heads,  and  brainless  heads  of  both 
sexes,  have  made  pilgrimages  within  the  last  five  or  six  years,  the 
little  earthen  porringer,  out  of  which,  as  the  priest  unblushingly  in* 
forms  the  devout  listener,  the  Mother  of  God  used  to  feed  die  infant 
Jesus;  the  porringer  itself  happening  to  be  of  the  modem  delf  of 
Faenza,  may  be  regarded  as  fortunate,  insomuch  as  the  bdUef  in  its 
antiquity  calls  for  an  additional  exertion  of  the  saving  virtae  of 
feith,  from  this  circumstance.  But  we  will  pass  over  these,  and  a 
hundred  other  such  disgusting  and  impious  cheats,  including  that 
of  the  Holy  Chair  of  St.  Peter  itself,  with  its  AraUc  iascr^on, 
signifying  that  "  There  is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is  his  pro- 
phet," and  attend  to  the  effect  of  all  the  '<  pride,  pomp,  and  cir- 
cumstance," of  the  Catholic  ceremonies,  as  they  attract  the  evea 
of  our  sight-loving  countrymen  and  countrywomen,  whose  resttoaa 
curiosity,  and  besoin  of  excitement,  carry  them  wherever  they 
have  a  chance  of  seeing  a  crowd  as  idle,  and  yet  as  restless  aa 
themselves. 

"On  Holy  Thursday,  the  whole  foreign  population  of  Rome  rolls 
on,  inendless  succession,  to  the  Vatican.  The  portico*  colonnades, 
vestibules,  both  of  the  church  and  palace,  assuine  the  air  of  the  conrt 
of  a  military  despot  Every  epoch  in  the  military  costume  is  there 
gaudily  exhibited.  Halberdiers  in  coats  of  mail,  andPslate-cotoarad 
pantaloons,  which  pass  upon  the  faithful  for  polished  steel  armoar  ; 
the  Swiss  in  their  antique  dresses  of  buff  and  scarlet,  and  lamber- 
keens;  the  regular  troops  in  their  modem  uniforms;  the  guardUik 
nobile,  the  Pope's  voUigeurs^  all  feathers  and  feebleness,  gold  and 
glitter;  generals  of  the  British  army,  colonels  and  sabaltaras  of 
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c^«ry  poBftflde  yeomanry,  with  captains  and  admirals  of  the  navy, 
and  an  host  of  non-descripts,  laymen,  and  Protestant  ciei^men, 
who  •for  the  nonce'  take  shelter  under  any  thing  resembling  an 
unifinnD,  that  may  serve  as  a  passe-partout,  where  none  are  courte- 
ously received  but  such  as  wear  the  livery  of  church  or  state  mili- 
tant— all  move  towards  the  portals  of  the  Sistine  Chapel,  which, 
with  their  doable  guards,  resemble  the  mouth  of  a  military  pass, 
danMrous  to  approach,  and  difficult  to  storm.    The  ladies,  (and 
the  English  ladies  ever  foremost)  press  with  an  imprudent  impetu- 
OBity  upon  the  guards,  who,  with  bayonets  fixed  and  elbows  squared, 
repress  them  with  a  resistance,  such  as  none  but  female  assailants 
wonid  dare  to  encounter  a  second  time.    Thousands  of  tickets  of 
admission  are  shown  aloft  by  upraised  hands,  and  seconded  by 
high-raised  voices ;  while  the  officer  of  the  guard,  who  can  read 
and  tear  but  one  at  a  time,  leaves  the  task  of  repulsion  to  the  Swiss, 
who  manfully  second  their  '  allex  fous  «n'  with  a  physical  force, 
that  in  one  or  two  instances  incapacitated  the  eager  candidates  for 
farther  application.    A  few  English  favoured  by  the  minister,  and 
all  the  princes  and  diplomatists  resident  at  Rome,  pioneered  bj 
their  guards  of  honour,  and  attended  by  crowds  of  seiTile,  crouch* 
ing|,  crawling  creatures,  who  in  their  lone  black  robes,  and  short 
white  rochets,  look  like  the  outcasts  of  either  sex,  make  their  way 
without  let  or  molestation.    One  side  of  the  space,  separated  from 
the  choir  bv  a  screen,  is  fitted  up  for  them  apart    The  other  is 
for  the  whole  female  con^egation,  who  are  crushed  in,  like  sheep 
in  a  fold.    T|ie  men,  if  in  uniform  or  full  court  dresses,  are  ad- 
mitted to  a  tribune  within  the  choir;  while  the  inferior  crowd,  left 
to  shift  for  themselves,  rush  in  with  an  impetuosity  none  can  re- 
strain; for  though  none  are  admitted  at  all  to  the  chapel  without 
tickets,  yet  the  number  of  applicants  (almost  exclusively  foreign) 
is  much  too  great  for  the  limited  capacity  of  the  place.    A  scene 
of  indescribiuile  confusion  ensues.    The  guai-ds  get  mingled  with 
the  multitude.    English  peers  are  overturned  by  Roman  canons. 
Irish  friars  batter  the  old  armour  of  the  mailed  halberdiers  with 
fists  mere  finrmidable  than  the  iron  they  attack.    Italian  priests 
tamble  over  tig^t-laced  daadies;  and  the  *  Via  via^  of  the  Roman 
guard,  and  the  *  Fans  ne  reaUx  fas  tssi'  of  tlie  Swiss,  mingle  with 
screams,  supplications,  reproofs,  and  the  English  '  Qod-davm^^  long 
after  the  solemn  service  of  the  church  has  tN^n.    The  Yic^rent 
of  God  on  earth  in  vain  represents,  the  cross  of  peace  in  vain  shines 
above  the  \afji  altar:  tranquillity  is  only  restored  when  suffocation 
begins. 

^  The  rites  which  all  come  to  witness,  but  to  which  none  attend, 
are  at  last  finished*  The  procession  of  the  sacrament  to  the  Pao- 
line  Chapel  succeeds ;  and  then  comes  *  the  tua  of  war.^  Some  riish 
forward,  to  gef  in  time  to  the  adjoining  chapel;  others  stay  to  wit' 
ness  the  procession  {d^aiJUUurs^  the  same  as  th^t  already  described 
at  the  Quirinal).  The  Swiss  sweep  all  before  tiiem  to  clear  the 
mssages  for  the  ceremony,  witiiout  consulting  the  wishes  of  any. 
Then  the  long  file  of  priests,  carrying  Ikhtel  torches,  moves  for- 
ward, followed  by  the  cardinals,  with  their  hands  meekly  folded  on 
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^K-easts  dazzling  with  gold,  white  their  waDdering  aad  imittiiiig 
ejes  seem  to  say,  '  Is  it  only  to  see  us  that  jou  are  all  here  r  The 
Pope,  supported  bj  prelates,  his  meek  head  imperially  caiiO|ned,  liki 
fforgeous  train  proudly  borne,  totters  slowly  after  them,  cluMUluig 
from  time  to  time  some  tremulous  feeble  notes,  to  which  tfw  rest 
respond  in  deep-toned  chorus,  until  the  whole  procession  paaaes 
into  that  immense  vestibule,  which  serves  as  an  anti-room  to  both 
chapels.  The  gates  of  the  Paoline  are  thrown  open,  and  its  daakj 
walls  appear  illuminated  with  thousands  of  tapers,  twinkling  in  the 
rays  of  the  noon-day  sun,  through  an  atmospnere  of  smoke.  Few 
are  able  to  enter  the  illuminated  chapel,  or  to  behold  the  deposition 
of  the  sacrament;  and  many  who  are  informed  of  the  program  of 
the  day,  by  endeavouring  to  catch  at  all  the  ceremonies,  scarcely 
attain  to  anjr. 

•  "  The  desire  of  seeing  the  Pope  wash  the  pilgrims'  feet,  with  tiie 
pardinals  waiting  on  them  at  dinner,  and  of  beholdiiijg  the  Pope  give 
the  benediction  from  the  balcony,  divide  the  attention  and  impede 
the  efforts  of  the  distracted  sight-seen  A  nrelate  in  pontitcaiilMia 
ascends  a  flight  of  stmrs,  guarded  by  soldiers:  the  whole  tide  of 
spectators  flows  after  him ;  Uiey  are  repulsed  by  the  sentinek ;  aiid» 
in  proportion  as  the^  are  beaten  back,  the  crowd  from  below  in- 
creases. Some  one  hints  that  an  opposite  door  leads  to  thepil^ms' 
foot-tubs,  or  to  the  scaffolding  erected  for  seeing  the  Benediction. 
Instantly  the  torrent  directs  its  course  in  that  channel,  and  is  met 
by  another  crowd  returning  disappointed  from  the  same  directioD^ 
where  cross  doors  have  been  shut  in  their  faces,  and  guards  hare 
driven  them  back  likewise.  Then  the  efforts  to  get  up,  and  get 
down,  to  get  in,  and  get  out,  produce  consequences  the  most  an* 
suitable  to  the  solemnity  of  the  season,  and  of  the  fdace.  Shoes  are 
lost,  veils  are  torn,  ancles  are  strained,  shoulders  dislocated,  and 
ribs  bruised ;  and  those  who  escape  uninjured  to  the  silent  aolitarj 
nave  of  St.  Peter's,  and  neither  see  the  Pope  wash  feet,  nor  the 
cardinals  serve  maccaroni  to  hungry  beegars,  are  by  far  ti^  best  otL 
Here  gradually  assemble,  and  patiently  wait,  in  tedious  suspense 
for  the  arrival  of  carriages,  or  in  fretful  anxiety  for  more  venturou 
friends,  three-fourths  of  the  multitude^  who  come  so  far  to  see  so 
much,  and  who  return  liaving  very  literally  seen  nothing,  censoltng 
tliemselves  with  the  reflection,  that  though  the  pageantry  of  Holy 
Thursday  is  lost.  Good  Friday  and  Easter  Sunday  are  yet  to  come. 
The  first  anxiety  on  this  occasion  is  to  ^  in,  tiie  next  te  gef  oiil# 
and,  during  the  whole  day,  the  congregation  are  so  occupied  in 
taking  care  of  their  bodies,  that,  in  spite  of  masses  and  processimia^ 
no  one  ever  gives  one  thou^t  to  the  care  of  his  soul. 

**  On  GooD-FaiDAY  the  turmoil  is  something  less,  because  there 
are  fewer  sights  to  see*  This  day  of  g|oom  and  sacrifice,  of  fasting 
and  mortification,  b^ns  at  the  Vatican  by  a  superb  and  sumptaons 
dinner,  given  to  the  conclave  and  the  corps  diplomatique,  &c. 

"  Thus  prepared  for  the  celebration  of  the  jMiserere,  wUch  fol- 
lows the  dessert,  as  a  sort  of  duuse  evgli,  the  guests  proceed  to  tbeir 
places  in  the  Sistine  Chapel.  The  cardinals  move  processionallj 
from  the  taUe  to  the  altar,  to  '  mark*  learn,  aad  iawaidly  digest;' 
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and  wUk  lips  still  moist  with  lacrrmse  Chritti,  duumt  Hbt  reiponset 
to  the  sefYen  penitential  psalms.  When  the  last  light  is  extingniah- 
ed,  and  the  last  strain  ot  the  Miserere  dies  awaj,  everr  one  gropes 
as  he  can  from  the  Sistine^  on  his  way  to  St  Peter's.  The  brilliant 
ligktii^  of  the  colonnades,  porticos,  and  staircases,  the  eaards,  the 
crowds  of  pretty  women  and  well'dressed  men,  give  to  the  splendid 
avennes  the  air  of  a  court  theatre,  and  imitate,  on  a  more  magnifi* 
cent  scale,  the  palace  of  the  Tuileries. 

**  Thb  Illuminated  Cboss  of  St.  Peter's,  and  the  adoration  of 
the  Pope  and  cardinals,  are  the  attractions  of  the  eveninff.  On  this 
occasion,  thousands  of  all  ranks  and  countries  ponr  into  the  chnrch, 
where  no  tickets  of  admission  are  required ;  yet  the  mighty  temnle, 
made  for  the  universe,  still  seems  half  empty.  Many  of  the  aim 
aisles  afford  safe  asylum  for  retiring  piety,  or  clandestine  love ;  and 
the  vastness  of  the  whole,  contemplated  throu^  a  welUmanaged 
obscurity,  teems  to  extend  heyond  its  usual  limits,  and  to  be  loot 
in  inmeasorable  distance.  The  hundred  lamps,  which  in  their 
brigfit  brazen  sockets  bum  day^  and  night  round  the  sepulchre  of 
8t  JPeter's,  are  this  day  extinnished.  A  cross  of  flame  suspended 
from  tlie  cnpola,  before  the  baldachin  of  the  hiKh  altar»  alone  lights 
tiie  immediate  space  over  which  it  han^,  and  leaves  all  else  in  the 
mqesty  of  darkness,  here  and  diere  faintly  dispersed  by  a  twink- 
ling lamp.  That  illuminated  spot  seemed  like  a  magic  circle*  It 
is  hermetically  closed  by  three  files  of  armed  men,  and  the  beams 
shed  from  libe  cross  fall  only  on  spears  and  bayonets.  This  space 
is  kept  clear,  and  untouched  by  vulgar  and  unblessed  feet,  that 
pontiTO,  princes,  and  cardinals  may,  unmolested  by  plebeian  peni* 
tence,  offer  up  the  '  sacrifices  of  tiieir  contrite  hearts*'  At  last, 
these  *  powers  and  principalities'  appear,  accompanied  by  a  guaidt 
who  clear  a  passage  Hirou^h  the  gathering  multitude*  'fhe  troopo 
duU  await  mm  open  their  files,  and  close  again  upon  their  pi«« 
cious  charge*  The  Pope  falls  prostrate  before  the  Cross^  on  cush- 
ions  of  down  and  velvet  The  jurinces  and  princesses,  with  their 
little  courts  of  little  courtiers,  (and  less  than  these  never  crawled 
npon  the  robes  of  royalty,)  take  their  station  on  his  right;  on  his 
left  kneel  die  cardinals* 

^Duringthis  singular  prostration  the  most  profound  silence 
reigned*  The  Pope  seemed  unfeignedly  absorbea  in  holy  abstrac* 
tion ;  and  as  the  li^t  fell  upon  his  venerable  head  and  faded  face, . 
and  tinged  his  flowing  robes,  there  was  something  mystic  and  ideal 
in  his  appearance;  and  to  a  faith  which  fancy  had  warmed,  or  fa- 
Baticism  aerauged,  his  translation  from  a  mortal  coU  at  that  mo- 
ment might  have  appeared  possible.  / 

^  In  the  centre  of  the  church  crowded  the  beau  vuniih  of  London, 
Paris,  Vienna,  and  St*  Petersburgh,  lau^liing,  flirting,  chattering, 
and  love-making,  through  all  the  philological  varieties  which  might 
be  supposed  to  anake  a  conversazione  in  the  tower  of  Babel.  There 
vows  w«e  received  that  did  not  all  belong  to  -hea^n,  and  oaths 
were  tafcen  «t  the  statue  of  St.  Peter,  at  which  Jove  laughs,  if 
Peter  does  imt* 

**  There,  too,  Roman  beauties,  who  disdained  the  flaunting  rites 
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of  noon-day  cciremonial,  moved  in  their  long  black  veils,  io  meet 
at  the  appointed  shrine  some  male  devotee ;  and  there,  in  tme  sin- 
cerity of  heart  and  faitii,  knelt  within  view  of  that  cross,  to  which 
alone  her  eyes  were  directed,  one  alike  *  the  world  forgetting,  by 
the  world  forgot'  Whole  families  of  the  middle  classes  were 
seated  on  the  steps  of  altars,  or  at  the  feet  of  monuments,  gazing 
on  the  varied  spectacle ;  and  bands  of  peasantry  breathing  sarlic 
and  aves,  strutted  every  where  about,  piously  amused,  and  adding 
much  to  the  strangeness  of  the  scene,  whose  grotesque  groupings 
tiiey  aptly  filled  up. 

.  **  As  *  night  thickens,'  and  St  Peter's  thins,  the  slow  return  of 
the  varied  multitude,  and  above  all  of  the  pilgrim  bands  and  confra- 
ternities, afford  a  picturesque  and  curious  addition  to  the  Good- 
Friday  sights.  Tnese  pilgrims  are  wretched  ragged  creatures,  led 
on  by  some  Roman  lady  of  condition,  who,  with  the  cross  of  her 
Redeemer  in  one  hand  and  her  French  ridicule  in  tiie  other,  gives 
out  the  penitential  stave  as  she  moves  along,  and  is  answer^  by 
the  yell  of  her  followers.  As  their  dark  bands  sweep  alone  thte 
banks  of  the  Tiber,  and  their  red  torches  flash  on  the  walls  of  the 
castle  of  St  Angelo,  they  raise  the  deep-toned,  and,  when  softened 
by  distance,  occasionally  melodious  psalmody,  that  with  exouis&te 
skill  they  suffer  to  die  away  along  those  waters  over  wliich  Pagan 
priests  have  raised  their  '  Io  Peans,'  or  chaunted  the  funeral  obse* 
quies  for  the  death  of  Adonis* 

*'  Saturday,  unmarked  by  any  imposing  ceremony,  is  passed  in 
silence  and  gloom.  It  images  the  descent  of  Christ  into  hell.  But 
the  eve  of  Easter  Sunday  portends,  by  various  festive  exhibitions, 
the  joys  and  the  triumphs  of  Ae  following  daj,  and  the  termina- 
tion of  that  long  penance  and  privation  which  precede  it  The 
shops  of  Rome  are  then  gaily  lighted ;  and  the  fuzzicaroli,  the  faith- 
ful allies  of  the  church,  now  offer '  food  for  meditation'  to  the  hungry 
devotees,  whose  long  fasts  are  about  to  be  recompensed  by  repletion. 
In  one  shop  we  saw  St  Paul  irradiated  by  a  glory  of  sausttes;  and 
in  another  the  ill-boding  bird  of  St.  Peter,  hung  up  with  me  apos- 
tle it  had  warned  in  vain ;  Madonnas  curiously  carved  in  butt^-, 
and  Bambinos  in  lard,  warmed  the  devotion  of  the  inward  man; 
and  every  eatable  of  plastic  consistence,  or  of  malleable  form,  was 
pressed  into  the  service  of  architectural  decoration  and  symbolic 
piety- 

**  On  Easter  Sunday  the  service  is  performed  at  St  Peter's,  and 
it  is  then  that  the  church  exhibits  all  its  splendour,  and  exhibits  its 
forces  on  a  site  worthv  their  displaj^.  The  spacious  Piazza  of  8t* 
Peter,  its  porticos  and  colonnades,  its  beautiful  fountains,  its  stu- 
pendous facade,  glittering  in  the  noon-day  sun,  become  the  scene 
of  action.  Above  its  marble  walls  rise  fantastic  awnings,  for  the 
accommodation  of  the  spectators,  who  at  an  early  hour  crowd  their 
elevated  seats.  The  space  below  is  lined  with  infantry.  The  light 
horse,  with  their  showy  dresses,  form  a  line  within.  The  Roman 
military  standards,  once  the  banners  of  universal  conquest,  now 
only  serve  to  deck  the  pageant  and  to  flaunt  above  the  gaudy  little 
colours  of  the  Swiss  corps. 
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•*  In  tiie  centre  of  all,  forming  the  inner  circle,  and  crowding  the 
steps  of  the  church,  are  a  multitude  of  common  people*  The  log- 
gie  above  the  portico  are  filled  with  the  cardinals ;  and  in  the  centre, 
raised  upon  men's  shoulders  high  above  all,  like  some  dimlj-seen 
deitj,  and  reduced  almost  to  a  speck  bj  his  elevation,  appears  the 
PontiflT.  He  is  said  to  pray,  but  prays  unheard ;  and  when  he  rises 
to  give  the  benediction,  the  act,  scarce  visible,  is  awfully  an- 
nounced by  the  tolling  of  the  great  bell  of  St.  Peter's,  and  the 
firing  of  the  cannon  of  St.  Angelo.  The  military  ground  their 
arms,  and  drop  on  their  knees ;  the  cardinals  fling  down  the  church's 
indulgences  among  the  people,  who  scarcely  stooped  to  pick  them 
up,  though  each  was  the  remission  of  years  of  frailty.  Drums  beat, 
trumpets  sound,  the  music  plays,  the  troops  file  on,  and  the  cere- 
mony finishes  at  night  with  tne  illuminations  of  the  Vatican. 

•«  On  Easter  Monday  a  general  rout  ensues:  •  Give  me  a  horse, 
my  kingdom  for  a  horse,'  is  the  cry.  Post-horses  and  vetturino- 
stands  are  on  that  day  all  that  the  Vatican  and  St.  Peter's  were 
the  day  before.  Some  fly  for  amusement  to  the  crater  of  Mount 
Vesuvius,  others  to  the  abyss  of  Herculaneum;  rendezvous  are 

S*ven  among  the  ruins  of  Palmyra,  and  parties  are  arranged  among 
e  cedars  of  Mount  Lebanon :  some  return  to  seek  hearts  left  at 
Flofrence  or  Genoa;  and  others  who,  amidst  all  the  affectation  of 
virtfi,  and  pretended  admiration  of  a  climate  with  which  few  are 
not  disappointed,  pant  for  the  comforts  of  a  British  fire  side,  turn 
dieir  heaas  homewards,  delighted  to  have  seen  Italy,  and  delighted 
to  leave  it.  The  Roman  matron  is  left  to  prepare  her  'pizxa  de 
|iiisgtia'  undisturbed  by  her  restless  lod^rs ;  and  the  Roman  ex- 
istence resumes  its  monotony,  its  indolence,  and  its  quietude; 
with  nothing  to  look  to  but  the  mal-aria,  until  '  le  passage  des  hi- 
rondelles'  shall  again  bring  a  bevy  of  foreign  visitants  to  the  Porta 
del  Popolo." 

It  is  pictures  like  these  which  "^ive  the  very  body  of  the  times 
their  form  and  pressure,"  that  distinguish  the  observations  of  intel- 
lectual and  gifted  persons  from  those  of  the  common  herd  of  travel- 
lers. Formerly  tne  English  thought  they  showed  their  loyalty," 
whenever  they  went  abroad,  by  insulting  the  host,  at  the  hazard  of 
finishing  their  days  in  a  prison,  ridiculing  the  itliracles  pretended 
to  be  worked  by  nivourite  saints  or  relics,  and  keeping  their  hats  as 
Jirmly  on  their  heads,  and  their  knees  as  stiff,  on  all  occasions, 
where  tiie  custom  of  the  country  they  might  be  in  required  them  to 
jkneel  or  be  uncovered,  as  any  of  the  staunchest  adherents  of  Qua- 
Jserism  could  do  in  the  days  of  Charles  II. ;  and  this  contempt  was 
richly  repaid  by  the  hatred  of  the  Catholics,  who  looked  upon  their 
most  solemn  ceremonies  to  be  polluted  by  the  presence  of  these 
island-heretics,  and  rejoiced  in  all  the  fervour  oi  pious  zeal  when 
the  J  had  an  opportunity  of  showing  tlieir  Christian  regard  for  the 
eood  of  their  souls  by  purifying  their  bodies  in  this  world  with  the 
Eoly  fires  which  were  typical  of  what  they  were  supposed  to  de- 
serve in  the  next.  Now  the  case  is  altered :  the  best  places,  the 
most  imposing  ceremonies  are  reserved  for  the  English,  who  saze 
-with  complacent  civility  upon  the  mummeries  mich  have  long 
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celsed  to  interest  the  enlightened,  who  profess  the  fdth  of  which 
they  form  the  excrescences.  Lady  Morgan  remarks,  that  so  few 
Italians  of  condition  attended  the  ceremonies  described  in  these 
extractSi  that  it  awakened  the  muse  of  Pasquin*  When  asked  by 
Marforio  **  where  he  was  goin^in  his  courtAlress,  he  replies^  *«  To 
the  Vatican''— "But !''  says  Marforio,  "you  will  get  no  admit- 
tance,''   *•  Pardon  me,"  he  rejoins,  •«  I  have  lately  turned  heretic." 

The  eagerness  with  wliich  the  Italians  begin  to  imitate  our  social 
institutions,  and  to  study  our  literature,  is  a  more  pleasing  subiect 
of  reflection.  In  Naples  our  language  is  studied  almost  as  much  as 
that  of  France;  our  newspapers  find  their  way  into  its  most  en- 
lightened circles,  and  the  Marchese  Berio,  distinguished  still  more 
by  his  literary  acquirements  than  by  his  rank  and  opulence,  has 
addressed  Lord  Byron  in  an  ode  so  replete  with  beauty  and  en* 
thusiasm,  as  sufficiently  proves  how  competent  a  judge  he  is  of  tiie 
merits  of  the  noble  bara  whom  he  thus  apostrophizes  in  a  strain  of 
poetry  little  inferior  to  his  own.  The  sight  of  these  stanzas,  which 
have  not  before  been  submitted  to  any  other  eyes  than  those  of  the 
author's  private  friends,  is  one  of  the  benefits  which  Lady  Morgan's 
introduction  into  the  literary  circles  of  Italy  has  enabled  her  to  con- 
fer on  her  readers ;  and  assuredly  it  is  only  doing  her  justice  to  say, 
that  she  has  given  us  more  information  on  the  actual  state  of  socie^ 
in  tiiat  country  at  the  jpresent  moment,  the  alternate  influence  oi 
France  and  Austria  on  its  manners  and  feelings,  and  the  probable 
effects  of  the  Holy  Alliance  and  the  revived  onier  of  things,  than 
can  be.  found  in  anj  of  the  numerous  publications  which  have  made 
their  appearance  since  peace  has  smoothed  the  way  for  idleness  and 
folly  to  lead  their  countless  votaries  over  the  continent,  to  enrich 
foreigners  with  the  property  which  they  grudge  proportioning  any 
share  of  to  the  benent  of  their  own  country. 


THE  COROlTATIOir. 

I  HAVE  seen  the  Coronation,  and  never  did  I  witness  a  sight 
so  magnificent — so  august— so  sublime.  If  ever  the  exclama- 
tion of  ^^  hipc  olink  memtmsse  jimabif^  can  be  applicable^  it  must 
be  to  a  spectacle  like  this,  which,  by  eclipsing  the  future  as 
well  as  the  past,  has  condensed  the  wonders  of  a  whole  life  in 
one  absorbing  moment,  and  g^ven  me  reason  to  be  thankful  that 
my  existence  was  made  contemporaneous  with  such  a  sur- 
passing display  of  glory  and  splendour.  So  far  from  seeking  to 
aggrandise  what  I  have  seen,  even  if  that  were  possible,  by  any 
inflation  of  language,  I  have  purposely  abstained,  during  seversd 
dag^,  from  any  attempt  at  description,  in  order  that  some  por- 
tion of  my  enthusiasm  might  be  su£Fered  to  evaporate;  and  yet, 
even  now,  I  feel  the  necessity  of  petpetually  keeping  my  pen 
below  the  level  of  my  feelings,  lest  I  should  be  su^cted  of 
intemperate  exaggeration.  In  all  sincerity  of  heart  I  may  aay, 
that  I  unaSecmfly  pity  those  who,  from  any  inexcussblc  con- 
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siderations  of  interest,  or  the  more  justifiable  causes  of  com* 
pulsory  absence,  have  been  debarred  from  sharing  the  intense 
gratification  which  I  have  experienced.  Exhibitions  of  this 
nature  are  rare,  and  a  concurrence  of  circumstances  united  to 
give  interest  and  magnificence  to  the  present,  which  may  never 
be  again  combined.  The  previous  night,  by  its  serene  splen- 
dour, seemed  anxious  to  do  honour  to  the  approaching  gorgeous- 
ness.  One  would  have  thought  that  it  was  a  court-day  in 
heaven,  and  that  all  its  nobility  were  present,  sparkling  in  their 
stars,  and  coronets,  and  girdles  of  light  j  while  imagination 
easily  converted  the  milky  way  into  a  cluster  of  radiant  courtiers 
gathering  around  the  throne  from  which  their  splendours  were 
derived.  Morning  began  to  dawn  with  a  calm  loveliness,  which 
rather  confirmed  than  dissipated  these  floating  delusions  of  the 
mind.  From  the  gallery  wnere  I  had  procured  a  seat,  I  saw  the 
stars  gradually  *^  'gin  to  pale  their  ineffectual  fires,''  until  none 
remained  visible  but  Dian's  crescent,  slowly  changing  its  hue 
from  gold  to  silver,  and  the  sparkling  son  of  Jupiter  and  Aurora, 
Lucifer,  who,  by  his  reluctant  twinklings,  seemed  struggling  for 
a  litde  longer  enstence,  that  he  might  catch  one  glimpse  of  the 
approaching  magnificence*  Already  were  the  eastern  skies 
steeped  in  a  £aunt  grey  light,  interspersed  with  streaks  of  pale 
green,  while  fresh  flushes  of  a  rosier  hue  came  every  moment 
flooding  up  from  beneath  the  horizon,  and  a  breeze,  sent  forward 
as  the  herald  of  the  sun,  presendy  wafted  around  me  such  a  gush 
of  crimson  radiance,  that  I  felt  (to  use  the  only  poetical  ex- 
pression of  Stemhold  and  Hopkins)  as  if  the  mommg  **  on  the 
wings  of  winds  came  flying  all  abroad."    Behold,  I  exclaimed, 

"  The  jocund  day 
StandB  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountaina'  top;" 

and  I  was  endeavouring  to  recollect  Tasso's  beautiful  descrip- 
tion of  sunrise,  when  the  increasina  charms  of  the  daybreak 
compelled  me  to  concentrate  all  my  faculties  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  scene  with  which  I  was  surrounded. 

The  gallery  where  I  had  taken  my  station  was  a  terrace  which 
overhangs  the  Lake  of  Ch^de,  opposite  to  Mont  Blanc;  and  he 
who  from  this  point  has  ^een  the  sun  rise,  and  shower  its  glories 
upon  the  romantic  and  stupendous  wonders  with  which  he  is 
encompassed,  will  not  marvel  that  I  shrink  from  the  hopeless 
attempt  of  its  description.  It  is  a  spectacle  to  be  felt,  not 
painted.  Amid  the  solitude  of  those  gigantic  and  sublime 
regions  diere  is  something  peculiarly  impressive  in  witnessing 
the  magnificence  of  Nature,  as  she  silently  performs  her  unerring 
evolutions;  and  the  heart  of  man,  feeling  itself  in  the  immediate 
presence  of  onmipotence,  turns  with  instinctive  reverence  to  its 
Creator.  But  let  me  resume  my  narrative  of  the  Coronation— 
not  of  a  poor  fleeting  mortal  like  ourselves,  but  of  that  glorious 
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King  coeval  with  the  world,  and  to  endure  till  the  great  globt- 
itself  shall  crumble  and  dissolve; — of  that  truly  legiumatc 
Sovereign,  who  alone  can  plead  divine  right  for  his  enthrone- 
ment, since  the  Almighty  has  planted  his  feet  deep  in  the  bowels 
of  the  earth,  and  lifted  his  head  above  the  clouds ;— of  that 
Monarch  of  the  mountains,  who  indeed  deserves  the  appellation 
of  Majesty — Mont  Blanc.  If  I  cannot  say,  in  newspaper 
phraseology,  that  the  morning  was  ushered  in  with  the  ringing 
of  bells,  I  may  affirm,  that  ten  thousand  were  waving  to  and  fro 
in  the  breezes  of  Heaven,  for  the  lilies  of  the  valley,  and  the 
hyacinths,  and  the  blue-bells,  and  the  wild  flowers,  were  all 
nodding  their  down-looking  cups  at  the  earth ;  and  who  shall 
say  that  they  were  not  melodious  with  a  music  inaudible  to 
human  ears,  although  fraught  with  harmonious  vibrations  for  the 
innumerable  insects  who  were  recreating  themselves  beneath 
their  pendent  belfries  ?  No  daughter  of  earth,  however  fair  or 
noble,  would  have  been  presumptuous  enough  to  aspire  to  the 
honour  of  strewing  flowers  on  this  august  occasion,  for  a  heaven- 
ly florist  had  fashioned  them  with  his  hand,  and  perfumed  them 
with  his  breath,  and  Flora  scattered  them  spontaneously  from 
her  lap  as  she  walked  along  the  valleys.  By  the  same  mighty 
hand  was  performed  the  ceremony  of  the  anointing ;  and  as  I 
saw  the  dews  of  heaven  glittering  in  the  dawning  light,  while 
they  fell  upon  the  head  of  the  mountain,  I  exclaimed,  "  Here, 
indeed,  is  a  monarch  who  may,  without  impiety,  be  termed  the 
Lord^s  anointed."  Bursting  forth  from  a  pavilion  of  crimson 
and  gold  clouds,  the  sun  now  threw  his  full  eflulgence  upon  the 
lofty  forehead  of  Mont  Blanc;  and  the  G)aciers,  and  the  rocks 
of  red  porphyry  and  granite,  and  the  valley  of  Chamouni,  and 
that  sea  of  diamonds,  the  Mer  de  Glace,  gradually  became 
clothed  in  gorgeous  robes  of  light.  As  I  contemplated  the  sea- 
green  pyramids  of  ice  that  surrounded  Mont  Blanc,  each,  as  it 
became  tipped  with  sunlight,  appearing  to  put  on  its  coronet  of 
sparkling  silver,  methought  there  never  had  been  so  grand-a 
potentate,  encircled  with  such  splendid  nobility  and  courtiers. 
Nor  did  the  great  Hall  in  which  they  were  assembled  appear  un- 
worthy of  its  tenants;  for  as  it  had  not  been  built  by  hands,  so 
neither  was  it  limited  by  human  powers,  possessing  only  the 
walls  of  the  horizon  for  its  boundaries,  and  having  for  its  roof  die 
azure  vault  of  heaven,  painted  with  vari-coloured  clouds,  and 
illuminated  by  the  glorious  and  flaming  sun.  From  die  tops  of 
the  surrounding  heights,  various  stripes  of  purple  clouds,  laced 
with  light,  assumed  the  appearance  of  flags  and  banners  floating 
in  the  air  in  honour  of  the  joyous  day ;  but  my  attention  was 
more  particularly  directed  to  two  hovering  masses  of  darker  hue, 
which,  majestically  descending  from  heaven  towards  the  summit 
of  Mont  Slanc,  at  length  deposited  their  burden  upon  its  head 
in  the  form  of  a  crown  of  snow,  which  an  electric  flash  inatandy 
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lighted  up  with  intolerable  splendour,  while  a  loud  peal  of  thun- 
der gave  notice  to  all  the  world  that  the  ceremony  of  Coronation 
had  been  accomplished.  Alps  and  Apennines  ^^  rebellowM  to 
the  roar;"  every  mountain  openbg  its  deep-toned  throat,  and 
shouting  out  the  joyful  intelligence  to  its  neighbour,  until  after 
countless  hollow  and  more  hollow  reverberations,  the  sound  died 
away  in  the  distance  of  immeasurable  space. 

Nor  was  the  banquet.wanting  to  complete  this  august  festival, 
for  as  mine  eye  roamed  over  the  fertile  plains  and  valleys  com- 
manded by  the  eminence  on  which  I  stood,  I  found  that  He 
who  owns  the  catde  on  a  thousand  hills  had  covered  them  with 
com,  and  fruits,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  honey,  spreading  out  a 
perpetually  renewed  feast  for  whole  nations,  diffusing,  at  the 
same  time,  odours  and  perfumes  on  every  side,  and  recreating 
the  ears  of  the  guests  with  the  mingled  harmony  of  piping- 
birds,  melodious  winds,  rusding  woods,  the  gushing  of  cas- 
cades, and  the  tinkling  of  innumerable  rills«  Again  I  turned  my 
looks  towards  Mont  Blanc,  and  lo !  a  huge  avalanche,  detaching 
itself  from  its  summit,  came  thundering  down  into  the  valley 
below,  making  earth  shake  with  the  concussion.  ^^  Behold,"  I 
exclaimed,  ^  He  who  overthroweth  the  horse  and  his  rider,  hath 
sent  his  Champion  to  challenge  all  the  world;"  and  at  this  mo- 
ment a  smaller  portion,  which  had  broken  away  fronv  the  falling 
mass,  came  leaping  towards  me,  and  shivered  itself -into  a  cloud 
of  snow  beneath,  as  if  the  tremendous  Champion  had  thrown 
down  his  gaundet  at  my  feet.  Overcome  with  awe  and  won- 
der, I  shrunk  into  myself,  and  as  the  rocks,  and  caverns,  and 
mountains  round  echoed  to  the  roar  of  the  falling  avalanche,  me- 
thought  they  hailed  the  Coronation  of  their  monarch,  and  shout- 
ing with  a  thousand  voices,  made  the  whole  welkin  ring  to  their 
acclamations  of  Mont  Blanc!  Mont  Blanc!  Mont  Blanc! 

Since  witnessing  this  most  impressive  scene,  I  have  read  an 
account  of  the  Coronation  of  ^^  an  island-monarch  throned  in 
the  west,"  with  all  its  circumstantial  detail  of  Dukes,  Marquesses, 
Earls,  Viscounts,  and  Knights  in  their  ermine  robes.  Kings  at 
Arms,  and  Heralds  in  their  gewgaw  coats,  and  Bishops  in  the 
pomp  of  pontificals,  with  the  parade  of  gold  spurs,  ewers,  maces, 
swords,  sceptres,  crowns,  balls,  and  crosses ;  but  when  I  com- 
pared it  widi  the  stupendous  exhibition  of  nature  which  I  had 
so  lately  beheld,  die  whole  sunk  into  insignificance;  nor  could 
I  suppress  a  smile  of  pity  as  I  shared  the  feeling  with  which 
Xerxes  contemplated  his  mighty  armament,  and  reflected  that, 
in  a  few  fleeting  years,  the  whole  of  all  this  human  pride,  with 
the  soldiers  and  horses  that  paraded  around  it,  and  the  multi- 
tude that  huzzaed  without^  would  be  converted  into  dust;  the 
haughtiest  of  the  nobles  lying  an  outstretched  corpse  in  a  dark 
and  silent  vault,  with  nodiing  of  his  earthly  splendour  left  but 
the  empty  trappings  and  escutcheons  which,  in  mockery  of  the 
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lofty  titles  with  which  it  is  inscribed,  will  hang  moulderqig  upon 
his  coffin.  The  ceremony  will  not,  however,  have  been  unavail- 
ing, if  it  shall  have  awakened  reflections  of  this  nature  in  the 
minds  of  those  who  contributed  to  it,  and  have  impressed  upon 
their  hearts  the  truth  of  Shirley's  noble  lines,  in  the  contention 
of  Ajax  and  Ulysses: — 

«  The  gtories  of  our  eazthly  stite 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things; 
There  is  no  armour  against  fate, 
Death  lays  his  icy  hand  on  kings:— 
Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumble  down. 
And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 
With  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade."  H . 


JONATHAN  Kentucky's  journal,    no.  v. 

jfune  1. — At  last  I  have  seen  the  humours  of  a  levee,  which 
is  certainly  worth  seeing  for  once,  as  presenting  so  remarkable 
a  contrast  to  the  plain  simplicity  of  our  own  chief  magistrate, 
who  stands  forth  only  as  a  man  among  men;  ^^  who  walks  forth 
without  attendants,  lives  without  state,  greets  his  fellow  citizens 
with  open  hand  as  his  companions  and  equate;  seeks  his  relaxa- 
tion from  the  labours  of  the  cabinet  at  the  domestic  hearth; 
snatches  a  moment  from  the  hurry  of  public  afiairs  to  superin- 
tend the  business  of  his  farm,  and  defrays  all  the  expenses  of  his 
high  office  with  a  stipend  of  6000/.  a  year!"  How  different  is 
the  scene  at  Carlton  Palace,  with  all  its  pomp  and  parade  of 
military  attendance  and  all  the  glare  and  frippery  of  its  court  cos- 
tume. I  went  under  the  protection  of  our  wordiy  minister,  and 
it  was  about  two  o'clock  when  we  found  ourselves  in  the  large 
anti-room  of  the  palace,  which  was  soon  thronged  with  bishops 
and  judges,  generate  and  admirate,  doctors  and  sur^^cons, 
lawyers  and  authors,— 4dl  anxious  to  bask  for  a  moment  m  the 
rays  of  royalty,  and  catch  a  passing  smile  of  condescension  frcna 
the  great  man.  The  mob  at  a  levee  is  much  like  other  mobs, 
though  perhaps  less  good-humoured  and  entertaining.  After 
waiting  about  an  hour  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation,  the  folding- 
doors  were  at  length  thrown  open,  and  the  mass  began  to  move. 
Inch  by  inch  we  fought  our  way,  till  at  last  I  got  near  enough 
to  command  a  view  of  the  King.  He  stood,  as  it  were,  in  a 
doorway,  with  the  whole  of  his  cabinet  ministers  drawn  up  in 
regular  array  opposite  to  him;  and  the  intervening  narrow  lane, 
through  which  two  persons  could  scarcely  have  passed  abreast,, 
just  sufficed  to  let  the  crowd  off.  I  can  compare  the  scene  to 
nothing^  so  well,  as  to  the  getting  into  the  pit  of  the  theatre,  on 
a  full  night.  The  lord  in  waiting  who  receives  your  card,  and 
the  King  your  bow, — if  one  may  venture  upon  so  homely  a 
comparison, — answered  to  the  check  and  money  takers;  the  cry 
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of  **  get  your  card  ready,'*  would  have  been  as  appropriate  on 
one  occasion,  as  **  get  your  money  ready,"  on  the  other;  and  the 
press  from  behind  scarcely  allowed  time  for  a  moment's  pause 
m  the  royal  presence.  The  business  of  presentation  was  begun 
and  ccmcluded  in  a  moment;  the  King  smiled  graciously,  say- 
ing, **  How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  Kentucky,  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you 
here,"— -and  I  found  myself  in  the  next  room  before  I  was  well 
aware  that  the  ceremony  had  commenced.  It  was  then  that  a 
friend  who  had  witnessed  the  scene,  congratulated  me  upon  the 
gracious  reception  I  had  experienced,*— a  fact  of  which,  but  for 
his  information,  I  might  have  remained  in  ignorance. 

The  next  difficulty  was  how  to  get  away;  for,  having  no  car- 
riage, and  having  been  separated  from  my  ministerial  mentor, 
I  scarcely  knew  what  to  do.  At  last,  fiercely  cocking  my  hat 
on  one  side,  like  my  namesake  Jonathan  of  tx/i/cf  memory  in  his 
boat-scene,  I  sallied  boldly  out  at  the  great  gates,  and  making  my 
way  through  the  crowd, — who  contented  themselves  with  a  few 
good-humoured  jokes  at  the  awkwardness  with  which  I  wore  my 
court  habiliments — I  gained  the  stand  of  coaches  in  Cockspur- 
street,  into  one  of  which  I  vanished  from  their  gaze. 

The  next  day  Mr.  R—  asked  me  how  I  Mras  satisfied  with 
my  reception,  to  which  I  made  a  suititble  reply  of  acknowledg- 
ment. *VWhy  yes,  indeed,"  said  he,  "  I  think  you  have  reason 
to  be  satisfied,  for  I  do  not  think  his  Majesty  said  so  much  to 
any  one  else."  I  find  there  is  a  graduated  scale  of  great  exact- 
ness by  which  these  things  are  measured  with  the  most  minute 
accuracy.  *^How  d'ye  do,"  is  a  gracious  reception;  but 
**  How  d'ye  do ;  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you  here,"  is  the  very 
acme  of  condescension  and  affabilit}% 

To  an  American,  who  feels  that  he  belongs  to  a  country,  the 
government  of  which  is  founded  in  truth  and  reason  alone,  such 
a  scene  as  the  levee  presents  cannot  be  very  inviting.  And  yet 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  establishment  of  a  court,  with  its 
tram  of  attendant  nobles,  if  they  are,  as  they  ought  to  be,  the 
eream  of  the  people,  not  only  uppermost  in  point  of  situation, 
but  worthiest  in  point  of  quality,  is  not  without  its  use.  It  is. 
desirable  that  there  should  be  a  permanent  school  of  manners, 
such  perhaps  as  a  court  only  can  supply,  to  preserve  the  stand- 
ard of  politeness  and  good-breeding  from  sinking  into  incivility 
and  rudeness.  As  long,  too,  as  rank  is  reverenced  by  fools,  it  will 
be  an  object  with  men  of  sense;  and,  much  as  I  admire  the  sim- 
ple institutions  of  my  own  country,  I  doubt  whether  Washington 
vrus  not  right,  when  he  said  that  the  founders  of  our  constitu- 
tion **  proceeded  on  too  favourable  a  view  of  human  nature."- 
When  a  nation  emerges  from  infancy,  there  must  be  prizes  for 
talents,  and  distinctions  for  wealth;  and  whether  these  consist 
of  the  laurel  wreaths  of  the  ancient  fashion,  or  the  garters  and 
ribands  of  modem  times,  is  of  little  importance.    But  it  is 
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indeed  important  to  those  who  by  the  practice  of  England  are 
allowed  to  inherit  honours,  to  justify  the  expedience  of  such  a  law 
by  endeavouring  to  deserve  them.  For  if  they  neglect  this,  the 
times  are  soon  approaching,  when  the  people  in  all  countries  will 
<^  trample  coronets  under  their  feet  that  no  longer  sparkle  with 
the  gems  of  virtue,  and  wipe  off  the  armorial  bearings  from 
coach-tioors,  which  have  nothing  to  authorize  them  but  the  ve- 
nal nonsense  of  the  Heralds  office." 

June  20. — Excursion  in  the  steam-boat  to  Richmond.  ^  This 
is  a  delightful  trip;  and  I  enjoyed  it  the  more,  as  it  reminded 
me  of  the  favourite  mode  of  travelling  in  my  own  country.  It  is, 
indeed,  to  Mr.  Fulton,  of  New  York,  that  the  worid  is  indebted 
for  the  first  practical  application  of  the  steam-engine  to  the 
purposes  of  navigation;  and  the  nations  of  Europe  are  now 
generally  adopting  this  summary  and  expeditious  mode  of  sur- 
mounting the  opposition  of  currents,  and  wind,  and  tide.  The 
Richmond  boat,  though  sufficiently  commodious,  is  as  inferior 
to  our  American  vessels,  as  the  Thames  is  to  the  St.  Lawrence 
and  Mississippi.  For  some  miles  the  banks  are  low  and  flat, 
and  the  scenery  tame,  though  not  uninteresting.  The  villas 
which  meet  your  eye  at  every  turn,  give  a  variety  to  the  pros- 
pect, and  present  pleasing  pictures  of  the  progress  of  civilizition 
to  the  hignest  point  of  luxurious  refinement.  There  is  the  same 
kind  of  difference  between  the  banks  of  the  Delaware  and  the 
Thames,  that  Johnson  has  pointed  out  between  the  poetry  of 
Dryden  and  Pope.  "  The  one  is  a  natural  field,  diversified  by 
the  varied  exuberance  of  abundant  vegetation,— Uie  other,  a  vel- 
vet lawn,  shaven  with  the  scythe  and  levelled  with  the  roller.'* 
The  best  points  of  the  river  are  Sion  House  and  Kew ;  after 
which  you  arrive  at  Richmopd.  The  view  of  the  hill  from 
the  river  is  very  beautiful ;  but  the  view  ftt>m  the  hill  is  stiU 
more  rich  and  magnificent.  And  yet  it  was  of  this  very  scene 
that  the  Frenchman  disparagingly  observed-*>^  Ventrebkui  Oiez 
k  bois  et  la  riviere^  et  c^est  peu  de  choseJ*^ 

In  our  way  back  we  ran  upon  a  boat  which  was  manned 
by  some  young  and  inexperienced  sailors ;  who  had  the  hardi- 
hood to  attempt  crossing  our  bow,  with  the  grazing  adroit- 
ness of  a  member  of  the  Whip<*club.  The  consequence  of  the 
shock  was  the  upsetting  of  the  boat,  and  the  immersion  of  its 
crew.  The  master  of  our  vessel  very  valiandy  pulled  off  his 
coat,  and  then  very  prudently  refrained  from  jumping,  as  we 
had  supposed  he  was  about  to  do,  into  the  river,  to  the  assist- 
ance of  the  men.  Luckily  they  were  good  swimmers,  and  :»o 
the  adventure  ended  without  any  tragical  consequences.  Our 
return  was  delightfully  pleasant.  We  passed  rapidly  along 
with  stream  and  tide  in  our  favour,  in  a  mild  and  tranquil  even- 
ing, with  the  golden  gleams  of  a  fine  sunset  to  embdlish  the 
prospect,  and  every  thing  looked  joyous  and  happy. 
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Much  of  the  pleasure  which  all  feel  from  gliding  down  the  cur* 
rent  of  a  river,  arises,  perhaps,  from  the  obvious  analogy  which  it 
presents  to  human  life,  which  may  well  be  compared  to  a  stream, 
whose  employment  it  is  to  travel  from  its  source  to  the  ocean. 
The  obstructions  that  impede  its  course,  answer  to  the  daily 
vexations  we  have  to  endure,  at  which  some  of  us,  like  brawling 
brooks,  utter  a  murmuring  complaint  at  the  first  encounter,  and 
so  pass  by,  while  the  deeper  currents  swim  past,  and  say  nothing, 
till  both  are  alike  lost  in  the  vast  ocean  of  time.  Thus,  too,  the 
fame  both  of  the  river  and  the  man,  depends  more  upon  the 
accidents  of  time,  and  place,  and  persons,  than  upon  any  intrinsic 
merit  in  either;— for  even  the  Tiber  itself  would  have  run  its 
course  to  the  sea  with  no  more  noise  than  that  of  his  own  stream, 
if  it  had  not  happened  to  take  Rome  in  its  way.  In  pursuing  our 
way  along  the  meandering  circuits  of  the  Thames,  we  are 
forcibly  reminded  how  much  of  our  own  lives  has  been  lavished 
away  in  the  windings  and  wanderings,  the  turnings  and  tergi- 
versations of  youth.  And  well  will  it  be  for  us,  if  we  take  a  les- 
son from  the  example  of  this  river  ^*  to  make  straight  the  path  for 
our  feet,"  and  redeem  the  past  by  amending  the  future.  For  its 
early  progress  is  so  slow,  that  the  distance  from  Reading  to 
London,  which  by  land  is  only  thirty  miles,  is  no  less  than  a 
hundred  by  water, — ^so  wantonly  does  the  stream  disport,  as  if 
willing  to  lose  itself  in  a  labyrinth  oJF  its  own  making.  But,  hav- 
ing once  passed  London,  Father  Thames,  as  if  sensible  of  hh 
former  laziness,  and  fearing  to  be  chided  by  the  Ocean,  the 
mother  of  all  rivers,  for  so  long  loitering ;  or  else  as  if  weary 
of  wandering,  and  loth  to  lose  more  way ;  or  lasdy,  as  if  con- 
ceiving such  wildness  inconsistent  with  the  gravity  of  his 
channel,  now  grown  old,  and  ready  to  be  buried  in  the  sea, 
runs  in  so  direct  a  line,  that  from  Gravesend  to  London,  the 
number  of  miles  is  equally  twenty,  both  by  land  and  by  water." 
Jufy  1.— -No  wonder  that  the  French  traveller  exclaimed, 
during  his  residence  in  England,  *'  ^el  itrange  pays!  Vtngt 
religions  et  que  deux  sauces  /"  I  meet  with  as  many  different 
religions  here  as  in  America.  This  is  extraordinary ;  for  the 
circumstances  of  the  two  countries  are  very  different.  In  Ame- 
rica there  is  no  established  religion.  The  law,  though  it  com- 
pels every  man  to  contribute  a  certain  proportion  to  the  sup- 
port of  some  religious  teacher,  leaves  it  to  the  discretion  of 
each  individual  to  appropriate  his  quota  to  whatsoever  sect  may 
please  him  best.  Where  such  is  the  law,  it  is  not  surprising  that 
there  should  be  a  great  variety  of  doctrine.  But  in  England,wheFe 
all  must  pay  tithes  to  the  parson,  whether  they  attend  his  preach- 
ing or  not,  it  aflFords  an  indubitable  mark  of  the  earnestness  and 
sincerity  of  the  religious  feeling  that  distinguishes  this  countr}% 
to  see  so  many  sects,  for  conscience-sake,  supporting  ministers  of 
their  own  by  additional  voluntaiy  contributions.    I  like  the 
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notion  of  the  Quaker  lady,  who  defended  the  varieties  of  faitli 
by  asking,  why  there  might  not  be  as  many  roads  to  Heaven  as 
there  are  mansions  in  Heaven  I  So  long,  at  least  as  none  of 
them  diverge  out  of  the  great  highway  of  Christianity,  so  long 
as  they  retain  their  Christian  name,  we  need  not  trouble  our- 
selves to  inquire  into  the  sirname  of  their  sect.  Sir  Henry 
Wotton,  who  appointed  it  to  be  recorded  on  his  tombstone, 
that  he  was  the  author  of  this  sentitnce^  Disfutandipmritus  ec- 
clesia  scabies — the  itch  for  disputation  is  the  cRagrace  of  the 
Church — and  who  was  a  great  enemy  to  religious  disputes,  used 
to  put  a  stop  to  all  such  useless  wranglings  by  well-timed  repar- 
tees, two  of  which  seem  particularly  deserving  of  remembrance. 
To  a  Protestant  bigot,  who  asked  him  whether  it  was  possible  that 
a  Papist  could  be  saved,  he  answered,  ^^  What  is  that  to  thee? 
2^721  may  be  saved  without  knowing  that.  Look  to  yourself."  To 
a  Popish  bigot,  who  jeeringly  asked  him  where  his  religion  was 
to  be  found  before  the  time  of  Luther ;  he  immediately  replied* 
"  Where  yours  is  not  to  be  found  at  all — in  the  written  word  of 
God."  While  there  is  quite  as  much  schism,  there  is  perhaps 
more  fanaticism  in  England  than  in  America.  The  mad-houaes 
teem  with  unhappy  persons  belonging  to  that  gloomy  school 
which  seems  to  take  a  perverse  delight  in  racking  the  sense  of 
Scripture  beyond  its  true  intent;  so  that,  instead  of  sucking 
milk,  they  squeeze  blood  out  of  it.  I  heard  at  St.  Luke\  that,  at 
the  period  of  Joanna  Southcott's  phrenzy,  there  were  a  consider- 
able number  of  her  disciples  admitted  as  patients.  Such,  how- 
ever, are  the  rank  weeds  that  will  always  spring  up,  even  in  the 
richest  soils ;  and  perhaps  the  cause  of  real  religion  has  been 
strengthened  by  the  exertions  which  have  been  called  into 
action  against  them.  One  of  the  great  wonders  of  the  present 
day  is  the  establishment  of  ^^  The  Bible  Society,"  the  ramifica- 
tions of  which  extend  to  all  countries.  By  their  extrac»dinar>' 
efforts*  the  Bible  has  been  translated  into  sixty-three  different 
languages,  and  the  Aposdes— endowed  as  it  were  afresh  with 
the  gift  of  tongues— have  been  circulated  through  the  most  dis- 
tant parts  of  the  world.  There  is  a  spirit  of  inquiry  on  foot  which 
can  no  longer  be  repressed,  and  the  happiness  of  mankind  will 
depend  upon  the  direction  which  shall  be  given  to  it.  However 
great  the  good  which  this  society  may  have  achieved,  it  has  not 
been  without  a  certain  alloy  of  evil,  which  was  suggested  as 
long  ago  as  the  time  of  Charles  the  First,  by  a  quaint  old  writer, 
whose  authorit}*  on  such  a  subject  ought  to  have  great  weight. 
^^  The  design  may  be  good  to  reduce  the  price  of  the  Bible  to  so 
small  a  volume,  partly  to  make  it  the  more  portable  in  men's 
pockets,  and  partly  to  bring  down  the  price,  so  that  the  poor 
may  better  compass  the  purchase.  But  know  that  vilis  in  the 
Latin  tongue,  in  xht  first  sense^  signifieth  what  is  cheap*  in  the 
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second  ^eme  what  is  iase.  And  thus  the  sm^  price  of  die  Bibk 
faaidi  caused  the  small  prizing  of  the  Bible.'' 

yufy  10.    One  topic  at  present  engages  all  thoughts^  and  all 
hands,  and  all  tongues, — ^for  nothing  is  talked  of  but  the  Coro- 
nation*   All  other  subjects  seem  to  have  lost  their  interest^  and 
even  the  funeral  knell  of  the  modem  Attila  has  scarcely  been 
heard  amidst  the  clink  of  hammers,  and  the  clattering  of  prepa* 
ration  for  this  splendid  pageant.     In  looking  on  at  this  cosdy 
magnificence,  an  American  is  disposed  to  console  himself,  for 
the  absence  of  such  things  in  his  own  country,  by  recollecting 
the  observation  of  Paine — ^^  the  trappings  of  a  monarchy  would 
defray  the  whole  expense  of  a  republic."    Still  far  be  from  me 
that  wholesale  spirit  of  censure,  which  so  often  induces  travel- 
lers, upon  a  slight  and  superficial  survey,  to  condemn  customs 
and  institutions,  which  have  a  deep  foundation  in  the  charac- 
ter of  a  people.    Indeed  it  is  impossible  not  to  grant,  diat  in 
government,  as  in  religion,  son^e  ceremonial  observances  are  ne- 
cessary, and  it  is  the  duty  of  those  who  regulate  the  respective 
rituals  of  eath,  so  to  order  their  form  and  fashion,  that  they 
may  really  produce  their  intended  e£Fect,  in  impressing  the 
minds  of  the  spectators  with  a  higher  sense  of  veneration  far 
the  substantia]  part  of  those  institutions  to  which  such  forms  are 
appended.    Thus,  in  religion,  though  we  are  told  that  God  is  a 
spirit,  and  that  he  must  be  wor8hi{>ped  ^  in  spirit  and  in  truth;" 
yet,  so  long  as  man  is  a  compound  creature,  made  up  of  aliquot 
parts  of  matter  and  spirit,  the  rites  of  religion  must  be  adapted 
to  his  nature.    While  his  soul  is  lifted  up  to  the  Throne  of 
Grace,  ll  holy  communion  of  thought  and  thanksgiving,  the  cor- 
poreal dependance  of  his  faculties  seems  to  require  that  this 
spiritual  commerce  should  be  accompanied  by  some  outward 
forms,  which  may  at  the  same  time  engage  his  bodily  senses. 
Without  the  aid  of  such  visible  and  tangible  objects  to  confine 
his  attention,  the  mind  would  be  too  much  disposed  to  lose  it- 
self in  abstract  contemplation,  till  it  sunk  at  last  into  the  vacancy 
of  reverie.     It  is  in  this  manner  that  the  sight  of  the  altar  and 
the  decent  solenmities  of  worship  preach  to  the  eye,  as  effectually 
as  the  words  of  the  preacher  do  to  the  ear;  and  the  eye  (to  use 
the  words  of  South)  ^^  dictateth  to  the  imagination,  and  that  at 
last  moves  the  affections."    The  case  is  much  the  same  with 
respect  to  governments,  which,  however  founded  in  reason,  must 
rely  upon  other  grounds  for  securing  the  respect  of  the  mass  of 
mankind; — ^for  me  weak  must  have  their.inducements  to  admi- 
ntion  as  well  as  the  wise.     It  is  certain,  however,  that  great 
care  and  discretion  are  required  in  the  management  of  ceremo- 
nies, so  as  to  accommodate  them  to  the  diifung  state  of  public 
opnion,  lest,  by  a  froward  retendon  of  custom,  they  should 
come  at  last  to  produce  an  opposite  effect  to  that  which  was 
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their  original  object.  This  ha^  happened  in  the  Catholic  church, 
which,  by  its  literal  adherence  to  the  practice  of  former  times, 
has  done  much  to  shock  the  common  sense  of  mankind,  and  to 
eiq>ose  religion  itself  to  the  shafts  of  ridicule. 

The  same  observadons  apply  to  civil  ceremonies.  Thus,  m 
considering  the  Coronation,  though  opinions  may  differ  as  to 
the  proper  mode  and  manner  of  conducting  it,  yet  it  is  impossible 
not  to  allow  that  in  a  monarchical  country  some  such  ceremony 
is  necessary  upon  the  accession  of  a  new  king.  In  England, 
particularly,  it  is  a  solemn  recognition  of  the  compact  between 
king  and  people,  which  was  entered  into  at  the  sraof  the  Revo- 
lution; by  virtue  of  which  the  house  of  Hanover  succeeded  to 
the  throne  of  the  Stuarts.  I  am  no  disciple  of  that  frigid  philoso* 
phy  that  would  teach  us  to  look  unmoved  at  a  spectacle  like  this, 
which  has  something  at  once  gratifying  and  ennobling  in  the 
associations  it  awakens.  The  solemn  repetition  o#the  same 
rites,  which  have  been  performed  in  the  same  place,  by  so  many 
departed  generations,  connects  the  present  times  with  the  past, 
and  by  its  appeal  to  the  imagination,  embellishes  the  realities  of 
life  with  much  of  the  charm  of  romance.  I  have  no  patience  with 
those  who  say  they  can  see  the  Coronation  at  Covent  Garden 
theatre.  It  is  true,  they  may  do  so  as  far  as  the  eye  is  concerned; 
but  it  is  Westminster  Abbey,  and  the  King,  and  the  Nobles, 
and  the  hundred  thousand  spectators,  in  the  verity  otreal  exist- 
ence, that  constitute  the  glory  of  the  scene,  and  gA  it  all  its 
power  over  the  feelings.  If  the  Coronation  do  not  appeal  more 
to  the  mind  than  to  the  eye,  it  is  not  worth  seeing  at  sdl;  and  it 
is  a  sad  degradation  of  the  ceremony,  to  consider  it  a»  a  mere 
theatrical  exhibition  to  gratify  the  sense  of  sight.  AU,  indeed, 
that  the  mimic  representation  of  the  theatre  can  give,  is  precisely 
that  part  which  had  much  better  be  omitted  in  the  real  ceremo- 
ny, for  the  taste  of  the  times  is  no  longer  what  it  was :  mankind 
have  grown  out  of  their  admiration  of  diamond  crowns,  and 
gilded  sceptres;  and  the  age  of  humbug  is  passed  and  gone. 

Again:— what  can  be  more  absurd  than  the  retention  of 
the  Champion^s  part  in  the  pageant  f  In  the  chivalrous  days 
of  our  Henrys  and  Edwards,  in  the  civil  wars  of  York  and 
Lancaster,  when  the  red  rose  became  white  with  the  blood 
it  had  lost,  and  the  white  rose  became  red  with  the  blood  it 
had  shed,  there  was  a  meaning  in  the  Champion's  defiance 
which  gave  importance  to  his  character; — ^for  every  body  felt 
that  he  was  in  earnest.  Now,  however,  it  is  equally  notorious 
that  the  whole  scene  is  a  sham;  and  that  the  pretended 
Champion  of  England  is  a  harmless  young  gentieman,  mounted 
upon  a  pye-bald  horse,  belong^g  to  the  stud  of  a  strolling 
theatre.  How  much  too  is  one  surprised,  to  see  the  nobles 
of  England,  at  this  time  of  day,  condescending  to  put  in  their 
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claims  to  perform  the  most  menial  offices,  for  the  sake  of  the 
cast-off  clothes,  and  plate,  and  furniture,  which  are  allowed 
as  the  perquisites  of  such  service;   while  the  mob,  by  the 
satne  custom,  have  their  share  of  the  spoil,  in  being  admitted 
to  scramble  for  the  fragments  of  the  feast!     How  small  is  the 
difference  on  this  occasion  between  the  Nobility  and  the  Mobi- 
lity !    Among  the  numerous  demands,  almost  too  ridiculous  for 
discussion,  was  one  prescribing  for  a  right  to  hold  the  King's 
head  when  he  was  sick, — ^which  was,  however,  I  believe,  dis- 
allowed, as  a  spurious  claim.     But  to  come  to  the  really  grand 
and  affecting  part  of  the  ceremonial — ^the   Coronation  itself. 
The  chair  in  which  so  many  kings  have  been  crowned,  with 
the  famous  stone  of  Scotland,  which  was  brought  by  Edward 
the  First  from  Scone,  incorporated  within  its  seat,  i»  placed  on 
an  elevated  platform,  in  the  centre  of  the  great  nave  of  the 
Abbey ;  and  there,  surrounded  by  the  mighty  dead  of  so  many 
generations,  the  living  King  promises,  before  God  and  man,  to 
make  the  laws  the  rule  of  his  conduct,  and  to  administer  jus- 
tice with  mercy.     Surely  there  is  something  more  in  this  than 
an  empty  pageant!     Here,  however,  again  we  regret  that  the 
venerable  antiquity  of  this  consecrated  chair  should  be  hidden 
under  a  covering  of  cloth  of  gold, — ^the  common-place  indica- 
tion of  grandeur  which  any  four  pieces  of  timber  would  suf- 
fice to  support.    There  was  an  awful  majesty  in  the  worm-eaten 
relics  of  the  old  regal  chair,  full  of  poetical  inspiration,  and 
better  worth  than  all  the  cloth  of  gold  in  the  world.     A  King 
must  be  made  of  different  materials  from  ordinary  men,  if  he 
can  pass  througlMUch  a  ceremony  without  deriving  benefit  from 
the  lessons  it  is'so  well  calculated  to  convey.     At  the  moment 
of  his  inaugui^^tion,  in  the  very  scene  of  his  glory,  he  is  re- 
minded, by  the  tombs  of  his  ancestors,  that  there  is  but  a  step 
between  him  and  death,  when  there  will  no  longer  be  any  dis- 
tinctions of  rank,  but  such  as  are  founded  on  superiorit}'  in  vir- 
tue.    For  life  is  like  a  game  at  chess;  so  long  as  the  game  is 
playing,  all  the  men  stand  in  their  order,  and  are  respected  ac- 
cording to  their  places;  one  is  a  king,  another  a  queen,  an- 
other a  bishop,  another  a  knight,  and  another  a  pawn;  but  as 
soon  as  the  gan^  is  ended,  and  they  are  shuffled  together  into 
one  bag  in  the  grave,  they  are  all  alike;  and  whether  the  king 
or  the  pawn  be  finally  uppermost,  must  be  left  to  the  decision  of 
that  Great  Being,  who,  as  we  are  taught  from  the  highest  au- 
thority, is  no  respecter  of  persons. 

Though  no  lover  of  crowds  or  pageants,  I  believe  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  resist  the  contagion  of  example,  and  so  must  e'en 
pay  my  three  guineas  for  a  seat;  though  it  will  be  less  to  see  the 
tight,  than  to  save  myself  trouble,  for  it  will  probably  be  less 
troublesome  to  go,  than  to  answer  all  the  queries  of  my  friends, 
upon  my  return  to  America,  why  it  was  that  I  did  not  go. 
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BLUES  AND  ANTI-BLUES. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  the  world  is  full  of  paradox,  extrava- 
gance, and  morbid  feeling,  considering  how  much  the  tone  of 
society  runs  counter  to  the  natural  habits  of  the  greater  part  of 
its  members.  This  is  a  thinking  age ;  but  we  must  beware  of  argu- 
ment:— a  reading  age ;  but  the  stigma  of  blue  hangs  in  terrorem 
over  our  heads,  to  fright  us  from  treating  of  those  objects  which 
are  uppermost  and  familiar.  For  such  as  us,  whose  busy  hours 
are  spent  among  books  and  their  mighty  parents,  society  has 
become  a  dead  letter:  if  at  any  time  with  spirits  elevated  by  the 
successful  studies  of  the  day,  we  venture  into  the  drawing-room 
of  an  acquaintance^  mirth  forsakes  us  at  the  door,  and  before  we 
arrive  up  stairs,  propriety  has  been  so  busy  lecturing  on  bien^ 
stance  and  the  ^on— on  the  topics  to  be  pursued  or  avoided,  that 
the  gay  good-humoured  tripper  on  the  pavi^  is  metamorphosed 
into  the  lon^-visaged  and  circumspect  member  of  the  coterie. 
To  talk  politics  is  out  of  the  question  (yet  the  Queen  is  a  tempt- 
ing subject  for  gossip) ; — the  name  of  aught  that  sounds  like  a 
book,  except  it  be  a  brief  judgment  on  the  new  play,  is  shunned, 
as  though  each  word  tattoo'd  the  hearers  with  indigo;-— of  the 
Arts  no  one  knows  any  thing,  not  even  the  professors;  and  €)i 
Music  all  know  too  much;  yet,  for  these  very  reasons,  they  are 
the  best  possible  conversadon  topics.  Thought,  sense,  or  reason, 
would  be  thrown  away  on  them,  and  the  best  way  to  hit  the 
mark,  is  to  shoot  at  random.  Remarks  are  nothing,  unless  (mt 
6*  the  way,  and  all  the  better  for  being  uqintelligible.  Yet, 
to  be  mi  Jhit  at  nonsense,  is  no  easy  matter.  To  be  a  gocnl 
trifler,  requires  an  apprenticeship,  as  well  as  to  be  a  good  wea- 
ver ;  and  books  are  not  the  way  to  become  free  of  either  craft. 
But  let  them  have  their  share,  and  let  us  not  hold  them  up  as 
scarecrows,  to  put  to  flight  good-fellowship  and  gaiety. 

The  most  amiable  and  elegant  females  on  the  tablets  of  our 
memory  were  blues;  they  filled  up  their  leisure  hours  with  books, 
and  were  not  ashamed  of  them,— did  not  hide  them  under  the 
sofa-cushions  at  the  approach  of  visiters.  They  had  modesty, 
but  it  was  of  that  healthy  kind,  which  never  gunned,  because 
it  could  not  catch  a  stain.  It  was  not  of  that  sickly  and  fashion- 
able cast,  which  is  always  in  suspense  whether  it  should  blush 
or  not-— which  one  moment  shrinks  with  horror  from  the  distant 
sdlusions  of  Don  Juan,  and  the  next  stands  gazing  at  the  most 
licendoua  conceptions  of  the  artist — ^which,  m  shorty  will  not 
glance  at  a  doubtful  picture,  but  has  no  objection  to  any  cfcn 
or  exhibition.  This  was  not  their  modesty,  and  their  taste  was 
equally  foreign  to  etiquette.  If  they  happened  to  have  perused 
a  volume  that  filled  them  with  delight,  tluit  delight  overiowed^ 
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and  they  were  the  arranteat  and  loveliest  blues  that  ever  pratdec}* 
Their  ^  look  at  this/  and  ^  look  at  that,'  so  natural  and  vivacious, 
the  world  set  down  as  affected  and  stupid*  But  their  spirits 
were  too  buoyant  to  be  weighed  down  by  such  censure— 4oo 
downy  to  be  pierced  by  the  shafts  of  ridicule.  They  have  ful- 
filled their  calling — surrounded  by  a  happy  family,  their  husbands 
have  not  found  them  less  domestic,  or  less  tender-hearted,  for 
having  extended  their  acquirements.  And  I  find,  that  they  akme 
among  the  *^  old  £uniliar  faces''  have  preserved  in  age  the  warm 
feelings  of  youth :  love  with  them  has  not  passed  into  a  name, 
or  romance  into  a  shadow ;  their  spirits  have  ever  bathed  and 
been  renewed  in  the  springs  of  poetry  and  genius ;  and  thus  it  is, 
that  my*  bhie  friends  possess  a  green  heart  with  a  gray  head* 

But  really  this  war  of  nick-names  is  most  unfair.  The  gay  and 
i<He,  when  they  were  the  most  numerous  and  predominant,  cried 
^  Pedant"  to  Hit  learned,  lest  the  sons  of  knowledge  should  be 
too  much  for  them.  And  now  that  letters  and  their  votaries  have 
overthrown  their  ignorant  adversaries,  they  are  themselves 
troubled  with  a  meaner  jealousy— -a  reading  petticoat  shakes 
their  newly  erected  throne,  and  lo !  they  hasten  to  defend  it  with 
diat  powerful  weapon  of  fishwomen  and  schoolboys,  and  cry, 

•*  There's  blue  upon  tby  stocking," 
in  the  fearful  tone  of  Macbeth.    No  marvel,  if  they  frighten 

*  An  Itish  geirtleinan  being  asked  by  a  stranger  the  meaning  of  ftAie,  which 
he  heard  so  constantly  s^plied,  the  answer  waa^  'that  bbie,  applied  to  gentlc- 
men,  agnified  oran^  to  temales  it  agnified  deep-read.' 

I  know  not  what  affinity  there  may  be  between  the  literary  and  political  sig* 
njficatkm  of  this  epithet,  or  whether  our  bluet  are  at  all  allied  to  those  of  Butler 
and  CleTebod. 

^  Twas  Fresbyteriaa  true  blue."— -HiniiBBAS. 
Aad  Clerelaiidy  in  his  Loyal  Songs, 

«HowIdidtrot 
With  a  great  zealot  to  a  lecture, 
WJiere  I  a  tub  did  view 
Hung  with  an  apron  bhie, 
'Twas  Uie  preacher's,  I  oonjecture ; 
His  use  and  doctrine  too 
Were  of  no  better  hue,"  &c. 

The  English  society  of  literary  ladie^  whencesoever  they  took  the  colour, 
certainly  derived  &e  emblematic  stocking  from  Italy.  Bimlop,  speaking  of 
the  Kovels  of  Malespini,  |pves  an  account  of  the  original. 

<*  In  No.  41,  of  the  Fust  Part,  there  is  a  curious  account  of  the  amusements  of 
the  OMB^opia  della  Calxa,  so  called  from  a  particular  stockinff  the  memben 
wore.  This  sociehr,  whiib  existed  in  Italy  during  the  fifteentn  and  sixteenth 
centuries,  was  neitner,  as  some  have  imagined,  a  cnivalrous  nor  aca4cmic  insti- 
tution, but  mevely  an  association  for  the  purposes  of  {Hihlic  and  private  enter- 
tunment%  aagamei^  feasts,  and  theatrical  representations.  In  course  of  tint^, 
this  univerrity  became  divided  into  different  fraternities,  as  the  Compagnia  dpi 
fhridi,  Sempitemi,  &c.  each  of  which  was  governed  by  narticular  laws,  and  of- 
licen,  and  the  members  were  ^atinguidkea  by  a  ceitaui  ni^it.-*£Zfffsi7  ^Fk* 
Umn  voL  %  p.  395. 
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SK>r  gentlewomen.  Papa  says,  they  must  read,  and  improve 
eir  imderstandings.  The  beaus  roar  vengeance  if  they  talk 
blue.     Both  are  to  be  obeyed,  and  the  ladies  become  ciphers. 

It  is  quite  occupation  enough  for  them  in  society,  to  keep 
their  tongues  from  giving  vent  to  the  fulness  of  their  minds,  and 
to  put  a  timely  check  upon  any  unlucky  train  that  might  lead  to 
the  obvious  but  forbidden  subject.  Literature  is  sent  into  Co- 
ventry, nor  allowed  the  least  part  in  the  game,— every  one  that 
it  approaches,  cries  out  in  ai&ight,  as  they  used  at  school, 
**  You're  none  of  my  child." 

Gertrude  "and  her  sister  are  the  very  antipodes  of  bhtism;  and 
though  they  read  really  more  than  any  of  their  acquaintance,  the 
very  mention  of  a  book  seems  as  if  it  would  choke  Uiem.  It  is 
amusing  malice  to  start  a  subject  of  the  kind  before  them,  and 
see  the  evasions  and  pretended  ignorance  with  which  they  en* 
deavour  to  be  rid  of  it.  Wo  to  the  wight,  that  knowingljr 
transgresses,  if  he  have  any  horror  of  frowns  and  sour  faces. 
The  stranger  who  sins  through  ignorance,  always  receives  the 
same  ready  answer,  ^^  Is  it  good  ? — No,  I  haven't  seen  it ;"  and 
off  goes  the  conversation  into  another  channel.  Books,  how- 
ever, are  revenged  of  them,  even  while  there  is  the  greatest 
struggle  to  conceal  that  they  hold  any  converse  with  such  musty 
companions.  Opinions  ^^  cut  and  dry"  escape  every  moment ; 
and  It  is  surprising,  really  surprising,  how  their  feelings  agree 
with  the  last  review,  whose  cover  never  profaned  their  eyes. 
Did  they  talk  openly  and  discuss  unconstrainedly  books  as  well 
as  other  things,  the  acute  spirit  of  conversation  alone  would 
strike  out  original  opinions  and  ideas,  even  if  they  never  arrived 
at  such  a  trouble  as  thought*  But  all  such  avenues  to  good 
sense  are  closed :  the  hours  of  study,  of  conversation,  and  of 
complete  leisure,  are  distinct^— each  season  dedicated  to  itself. 
They  do  not  aid  one  another,  and  being  disunited,  produce 
nothing.  Between  them  the  mind  is  disorganized  and  dis- 
tracted; all  the  faculties  frittered  away,  and  all  humours 
blended  into  insipidity.  There  is  neither  the  sense  of  the 
thoughtful,  nor  the  vivacity  of  the  thoughtless;  their  seriousness 
is  trifling,  and  their  trifling  seriousness.  In  short,  they  are 
^^  neither  fish  Ji^r  flesh,  nor  good  red  herring." 

A  downright  reading  lady  is  certainly  a  bore;  yet  she  is  some- 
thing— an  entity,  which  dull  propriety  is  not.  If  a  person  will 
be  but  patient,  and  indulge  her  innocent  humour,  when  the  top 
of  the  cask  runs  off,  there  will  be  much  worth  coming  at.  And 
even  the  ridiculous  part  of  the  character  is  more  in  the  name  and 
cam  of  vituperation,  than  in  any  thing  else.  The  anti-hlue  has 
double  the  quantity  of  pretence  and  vanity.  The  greatest  of 
affectations  is  that  of  good  sense — ^the  affectation  of  being  deep 
or  well-read  amounts  not  to  one  quarter  of  the  self-xmpoxtancf 
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of  being  acnsibld.  We  'all  fish  for  the  good  opinions  of  each 
other,— «ome  openly,  some  underhand.  And  I,  for  my  part,  am 
as  willing  to  give  my  share  to  the  person  who  stretches  the  hand 
out  for  It,  as  to  the  one  who  in  sullen  and  coquettish  pride 
awaits  my  proffer.  What  half  the  world  calls  affectation,  is  the 
most  unsophisticated  nature — the  unrestrained  indulgence  of 
natwal  humour — ^die  form  in  which  the  sapling  shoots;  it  must 
be  warped  and  bandaged  to  accurate  straightness.  The  r» 
vf0«»f — the  acme  of  propriety — ^is  the  highest  possible  point  of 
artificiality.  If  you  be  sceptical,  reader,  I  appeal  to  your  danc- 
ing-master, whoever  he  may  be,  to  bear  me  out. 

But  all  the  old  saws  and  philippics  against  learned  ladies  have 
become  stale  and  invalid.    There  is  no  longer  a  chasm  between 
learning  and  life — the  essayists  of  the  last  century  flung  a  bridge 
over  14.    The  most  abstract  speculations,  the  most  insignificant 
customs,  were  equal  and  welcome  to  them.     All  topics  became 
Uended,  known,  and  discussed.    The  domsdn.  of  knowledge  was 
unenclosed, — ^thrown  into  a  common,  and  now  the  tripping  step 
of  the  fair  may  as  well  stray  over  it  as  the  dull  plod  of  the  uni- 
versity professor.     The  world  and  books  are  no  lon^r  at  vari- 
ance,— ^they  are  one  and  the  same  thing,  and  there  is  not  to  be 
found  between  them  that  antithesis,  which  has  been  so  much 
harped  upon  in  the  common-places  of  moral  sentimentalists.   A 
library  is  now  a  school  of  the  world.    And  although  there  never 
were  cUsplaye^  more  originality  and  liberty  of  opinion,  yet  it  is 
not  exclusive  or  pedantic ;  it  is  set  in  the  key  of  human  nature, 
and  spriflfgs  from  the  common  source  of  vulgar  and  sound  feel- 
ing.   It  is  a  comfAaint,  that  the  world  has  grown  tame,  and  hath 
a  void  in  it;  that  it  wants  the  marvels,  the  adventures,  "the 
moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field,''  the  prominent  ruggedness 
of  character,  and  the  strained  heights  of  enthusiasm  which  it  used 
to  have.    It  is  true,  the  Workings  of  the  mind  are  not  now  dis- 
played in  action,— -we  have  too  much  an  eye  upon  one  another; 
— ^^e  sneer  of  die  satirist  has  become  more  powerful  than  the 
lance  of  the  champion.    The  objects  of  excitement  have  been 
transferred  from  the  highway  to  the  page:  it  is  no  longer  to  the 
breathless  and  open-mouthed  story-teller  that  we  listen,  who 
had  seen  all  with  his  own  eyes ;  we  must  gather  tidings  from  the 
formal  page,  and  through  it  alone  are  conveyed  the  objects, 
fee&ig9,  and  emotions,  which  we  used  to  catch  from  the  living 
scene  of  life.    Hence  jprint  has  become  part  pf  our  existence — 
has  superseded  vul^r  sight  and  fame;  like  to  the  air  we 
breathe,  k  is  the  medium  dirough  which  we  receive  sound  and 
light,  every  idea,  and  every  feefing, — beyond  whose  influence 
we  cannot  get,  and  could  not  live. 

To  exclude  the  sex  from  books  in  early  days  was  nothing,  the 
volume  of  life  was  ample  and  open;  b^t  such  a  prohibition  at 
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this  time  of  day  is  putting  out  a  skth  sense,— depiiving  the 
mind  of  all  knowledge  and  discernment.  People  used  formeiiy  to 
write  with  their  pens,  but  now  they  talk  with  them.  I  have 
mjffeelf  sat  surrounded  with  the  publications  of  the  day,-— -dipping 
into  them  all,  iffl  I  have  imagined  a  thousand  pens  wagging  like 
tongues,  scolding,  flattering,  soliloquizing,  dealing  out  lies,  puns, 
and  stories,  so  volubly,  that  I  have  been  stunned  with  the  ima* 
ginary  noise,  as  though  the  apartment  were  a  Babel.  And  are 
not  women  at  home,<^-<{uite  in  their  proper  sphere  in  such  a 
scene  as  this?    Who  will  deny  it?  Y. 


SOKG. 

Oh!  Love  doth  dwell. 

Like  Truth,  in  a  well ; 
Of  late  I  found  the  urchin: 

But  ah!  fair  maid. 

Too  dear  I've  paid 
For  all  mj  busy  searching. 

For  when  I  spied 

Him  in  the  tide. 
The  truant  arohljr  heckon'J, 

And  rash  tohwm, 

I  soon  was  in  • 

Much  deeper  than  I  reckon^. 

Know'st  thou  the  spring. 

Where  Love  his  wing 
Bathes  ever  sweet  and  sly? 

Canst  thou  not  guess 

The  wizard  place? 
'lis.  Lady,  in  thine  eye. 

Let  otters  skim 

Sweets  from  the  brim. 
And  glory  when  they've  got  'em. 

While  Love  and  I 

Together  lie. 
Like  pebbles,  at  the  bottom.  V. 
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The  fate  of  the  surviving  conquerors  of  Troy,  whose  thrones 
and  dominions  had  bean  exposed  to  usurpation  and  violence ' 
daring  their  absence,  constituted  an  era  in  the  history  of.  Greece 
as  eventful  and  as  fruitful  in  traditions  as  the  Tri|an  war  itself.  ' 
Those  traditions,  long  after  the  time  of  Homer,  were  taken  tip  by 
die  Cyclic  poets  ;^  and  wellear  in  particular  of  one  work  called 
the  N#rTO4,  or  returns  (of  the  heroes  from  Troy),  in  which  their 
histories  were  collectively  dinboditd.  In  that  wQrk,  as  well  as 
in  Creek  tragedy,  princes  were  commemorated  who  were  cer- 
tainly of  more  importance  to  *t!ie  general  interests  of  Greece, 
than  a  chief  whose  dominions  vere  so  remote  and  insignificant  aa 
those  of  Ithaca.  But  still  the  name  of  Ulysses  had  great  attrac* 
tions  for  the  best  and  oldest  of  poets,  as  the.  subject  of  a  sequel 
to  the  tale  of  Troy.  The  maritime  distance.of  Ins  home  justi- 
fied a  tissue  of  fabulous  events,  whith  ceidd  not  have  been  eon- 
sisten%  inlfcxluced  in  describing  the  return  of  a  cbi^f  to  'any 
neighbouring  shore  of  Greece.  Even,  the  poverty  of  his  domi- 
nions bespoke  an  inlerest  to  the  im^natiGf\,from  their  seeming 
less  to  invite  lus  ambition  than  his  local  and  domestic  affections. 

It  is  true  that  Ulysses  is  a  hero  much  more  accordiiifff  to  ancient 
than  to  modem  taste.  His  sagacity  is  a  litde  too  subtle  for  our 
ideasofdie^ublime.  Minervaherselfrallieshimwithhavingbeen 
a  cunning  urchin  in  his  childhood^  and  always  expert  at  equivoca- 
t]on.f  But  the  goddess  accuses  him  of  this  with  so  much  good- 
humour,  as  to  ^ow  that  she  was  not  displeased  with  it;  and  in 
judging  of  Pagan  morality,  wemust  make  allowance  for  those  cir- 
cumstances of^existeiftce  wluch  rendered  subtlety  an  almostnecet- 
sary  ingredient  in  human  wisdom.  If  we  eonsider  too  the  trials 
through  which  Ulysses  is  feigned  to  pass,  we  shall  conceive  that 
the  poet  was  bound,  in  consistency,  to  furnish  him  with  a  cautious 
as  well  as  a  haidy  character.  He  loses  his  companions — ^he  goes 
forth  alone  against  the  wgrld-^-he  has  to  break  through  supernatu- 
ral dangers  smd  allurements^to  seek  the  only  spot  of  earth  that  was 
sacred  to  his  virtuous  affections;  and  his  head  grows  grey  before 

*  There  was  a  controversy  even  among  the  aa^ients  reipeeting  the  exact 
range  of  works  that  were  to  be  indilded  under  the  name  of  Cyclic  foetty[i  but 
the  term,  I  think,  is  often  uaed  so  widely  as  to  be  applicable  to  aU  the  epic  and 
nairatxve  mythologicalfyoetiy  of  ancient  Greece  suoaequent  to  Homer  and  Ho* 
aiod.  It  comprehended  a  series  of  works,  the  titles  of  which  are  now  almost 
their  only  remains,  £ou^  their  various  subjects  embraced  a  connected  fabu* 
ions  histcny  of  Hie  world,  from  the  marriage  of  the  Earth  and  Heaven  down  to 
the  siege  of  Troy,  and  even  to  the  adventures  of  its  returmigg  besiegers.— iSee 
Beymemikt  SiBCMdjenmdrfVimL 
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he  reaches  it.  Even  with  this  great  object  at  his  heart,  however, 
the  traits  of  his  circumspection  and  fortitude  arc  not  overcharged. 
His  character  is  only  generally  marked  by  them.  The  poet  was 
too  natural  to  represent  him  as  a  mere  abstraction  of  stoicism : 
on  the  contrary,  he  displays  lum  making  several  very  human-like 

.    aberrations  both  from  virtue  and  prudence,  forgetting  himself  at 

'  one  time  in  the  arms  of  Circe,  till  hit  cvtw  are  obliged  to  remind 

kim  of  his  wife  and  family;*  and  on  another  occasion,  indulging 

*  in  very  ill-timed  merriment  upon  an  angry  giant,  who  is  very  near 
repaying  his  sarcasms  by  pelting  his  ship  to  the  bottom.!  His 
temper,however,upon  the  whole,  hat  an  impressive  strength  and 
serenity;  nor  is  even  his  accustomed  obduracy  without  its  use  in 
heightening  the  pathos  of  his  situations.  For  when  Ulysses  is 
moved,  our  conception  of  what  he  feels  is  heightened  by  remem- 
bering the  fortitude  that  gives  way  to  his  feelings;  and  the  tcHTent 
of  his  sensations  appears  the  deeper  and  stroi%er  fpr  the  mass  of 
resiaitance  which  it  overcomes.  His  heart  is  notlightly  susceptible, 
but,  when  it  is  touched,  it  is  with  earnest  and  long  vibrations. 
Thus  when  his  social  affections  are  brought  fordi  in  the  sunshine 
of  Alcinous's  hospital!^,  when  he  wraps  himself  up  in  his  mantle, 
and  Burr^nden  himself,  at  the  voice  of  poetry  and  maaic,  to  invo- 
luntary bursts  of  sensibility,  or  when  he  loses  even  lua  hidutual 
patience  at  Penelope^s  scruples  to  recognise  him,  or  when  he 
meets  his  a^d  ana  fainting  father  in  the  garden,  where  he  had 
sported  in  his  childhood— his  emotions  amidst  those  scenes  affect 
us  doubly  from  our  contrasting  them  with  his  self-conmiand.on 
other  exquisitely  trying  occasions,,  where  the  poet  describes  him 
as  looking  with  impassive  eyes,  *^  tmmtyoeabk  as  horn  or  steeL^^f 
Whilst  the  Odyssey  resembles  the  Ilkd  in  its  diction  and  de- 
scripdve  manner,  it  opens  an  interesting  variety  in  epic  poetry. 
It  concentrates  our  sympathy  on  fewer  characters,  its  interest  is 
less  waiiike  and  public,  its  concourse  of  agents  is  less  magnificent, 
and  its  tone  of  action  and  feeling  is  less  impetuous*  On  the  other 
hand,  it  has  the  twofdd  charm  of  being  at  once  the  most  familiar 
and  the  most  fanciful  of  all  ancient  draughts  of  existence,  abound- 
ing in  the  minutest  traits  of  domestic  manners,  aad  at  the  same 
time  teeming  witii  a  wildness  of  imagination,  which,  dassicid  as 
the  poem  is,  maybe  truly  denominate  romantic.  Had  the  poet 
been  equally  dis|posed  to  have  sported  with  the  marvellous  in 
the  Iliad,  the  vicinity  of  the  Troade  to  Greece  would  have  been  a 
check  uponhisfancy.  Butthesceneof  fiction wasnowtobe shifted, 
and  eX]Kmded  over  scenes  that  might  be  peopled  at  will  with 

•  Odyw.  X.  473,  +  Odyas.  ix.  481. 

we^venMa  in  tlMthnlliBgpun^  of  tlie  19th  hook,  (Une  211.)  ^ew  hr 
suppresses  his  tern  at  the  sight  of  those  which  Fea^ope  sheds  on  #eatin|r  his 
name  whibtheisinher  presence,  butheforeitis  safe  to  maktfluinKlfteowa. 
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giaatsy  encbanters,  and  semideities,  or  extended  even  to  die  aha* 
dowy  empire  of  the  dead.  Homer  has  ventured  into  that  darkest 
realm  of  fancy,  the  intrepid  and  long^iiat^t  precursor  of  Virgil 
and  Dante.  It  would  be  unfair  to  compare  a  mere  episode  of  the 
Odysaey  with  an  entire  fabric  of  poetry,  which  the  last  of  those 
geniuses  has  devoted  to  the  same  subject.  But  Homer^s  world 
of  death  has  its  sublimity,  though  more  simple  than  that  of  the 
Florentiiie  poet*  He  gives  expressiveness  to  human  character 
even  in  delineating  its  spectral  shade.  Tiresias  first  rises  to  Ulys^ 
ses,  and  awfully  reveals  to  him  the  will  of  Heaven.  Aiax  retains 
his  obstinacy  beyond  the  grave.  The  visitant  of  hell  conjures 
lum  to  forgive  their  earUily  quarrel,  and  declares  with  much 
weeping  that  he  repents  qf  his  triumph.  But  Ajax  spurns  all  his 
tears  and  intreaties,  and  paces  back  indignandy  into  the  gloom«=*^ 
Achilles'asoul  is  still  impassioned  amidst  the  dead.  He  demands 
if  his  sire  be  respected  in  the  world  above,  and  taking  fire  even 
before  he  is  answered,  at  the  bare  imagination  of  his  aged  father 
being  insulted,  wishes  but  for  a  moment  of  life  in  his  native  man- 
sion, that  he  might  show  an  arm  to  make  the  fiercest  of  his  ene- 
mies tremble.  He  next  inquires  for  his  son,  and  when  informed 
that  ho  had  become  a  hero,  exults  with  joy,  and  measures  the 
meadows  of  asjdiodel  with  a  larger  stride.  The  most  touching 
apparition  in  this  scene  of  the  Odyssey  is  the  hero's  mother*-^ 
Ulysses  would  weep  upon  her  neck,  but  she  is  a  spirit,  and  can- 
not be  embracedr^he  questions  her  by  what  death  she  had  died, 
and  she  replies,  ^  I  died,  my  son,  of  no  other  death  than  of  grief 
for  thy  departure  from  Ithaca." 

There  is  scarcely  any  conception  of  the  supernatural  that  be- 
longs^to  romantic  poetry,  some  original  germ  of  which  may  not  be 
found  in  the  Odyssey.  Perhaps  the  light  and  elegant  generation 
of  fairies  ore  the  only  very  poetical  beings  which  Romance  has 
added  from  an  unclassical  stock  to  her  visionary  empire.  It  has 
been  sometimes  alleged,  indeed,  that  even  their  prototypes  may  be 
traced  in  the  pigmies  of  antiquity ;  but  our  fays,  upon  the  whole, 
would  seem  to  be  of  a  mixed  descent  from  the  elves  of  Scandina- 
vian and  the  Peris  of  Eastern  Mythology;  and  it  must  certainly 
be  owned,  that  in  wit  and  accomplishments,  and,  above  all,  in 
their  taste  for  dancing,  music,  and  moonlight  scenery,  the  well- 
bred  fairies  of  the  middle  age  are  quite  a  cultivated  people  com- 
pared with  the  Heathen  pigmies. 

Classical  poetry  is,  in  general,too  justly  to  becharged  with  defi- 
ciency in  that  refined  and  delicate  bloom  of  female  character  which 
g' ves  a  chatm  to  modem  life,  by  exalting  sensation  into  sentiment, 
ut  that  tone  of  classical  gal}antry  which  is  not  degrading  to  wo- 
man, b  of  later  dfte  than  the  days  of  Homer.     It  is  not  even  to 

*  A  passsffe  cloaelf  copied  by  Vir^  in  the  deacription  of  *<fugit  indignata 
"iab  ummsy*^  sppfied  to  Dido  at  the  ngifat  of  JEness. 
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be  found  in  Hesiod,  though  he  has  a  woman-hating  spirit,  un- 
worthy of  his  other  traits  of  amenity,  and  stiU  more  imlike  the 
decorous  simplicity  of  Homer.    Tlie  genius  of  the  later  Asiatic 
school  of  Greek  poetry  did  justice  to  many  great  and  beautiful 
sentiments  of  the  Greek  mind ;  but  we  know  that  the  vicinity 
and  manners  of  Lydia  had  a  powerful  influence  in  corrupting 
the  Ionian  Greeks,  and  no  very  exalted  moral  notions  of  the  sex 
were  likely  to  come  from  that  quarter*     Again,  the  repuUicacn 
institutions  of  Greece  were  much  more  &vourable  to  the  rights 
and  dignity  of  man  than  of  woman;  and  hence  even  the  Attic 
muse  is  litde  acquainted  with  exalted  amatory  sentiment.    To 
speak  of  Homer  as  a  romantic  poet  of  love,  would,  no  doubt, 
be  very  idle ;  but  still,  even  on  the  subject  of  that  passion,  he 
has  a  negative  merit  and  a  primitive  modesty  which  discrimi- 
nate his  works  from  the  entire  mass  of  classical  poeti^.  In  him 
the  simplicity  of  Nature  preceded  her  earliest  corruptions ;  and, 
litde  as  he  says  bf  love,  in  the  abstract  his  females  are  very  love- 
able.   The  innocent  Nausicaa  carries  us  back  to  the  gcdden  age. 
His  Penelope  acts  as  his  Muse  endites ;  the  one  exemplifying 
womanly  virtue  to  be  older  than  systems  of  morality,  the  other 
showing  inspiration  to  have  gone  before  critical  laws.  Ner  need 
we  fear  to  compare  even  his  less  virtuous  females  with  their 
seductive  parallels  in  romance.     In  forming  such  characters, 
the  romantic  fablers  have  generally  aggravated  the  horrors  of 
Circe ;  and  in  their  zeal  to  make  the  fascinaticm  of  beauty  ap- 
pear detestable,  have  masked  their  Duessas  and  Alcinas  in  tem- 
porary charms,  which  drop  oiF  at  the  conclusion  of  the  story,  and 
leave  the  admirer  with  a  witch  or  fury  in  his  arm%  to  reflect  on 
the  rashness  of  trusting  to  fair  appearances.  Homer  has  no  such 
metamorphoses,  for  even  his  Circe  appears  always  very  comely, 
and  ultimately  proves  very  kind.     As  to  Calypso,  she  is  a  be- 
ing of  a  higher  order,  the  poetical  prototype  and  mother  of  all 
gracefully  voluptuous  enchantresses,  and  we  -may,  safely  affirm 
of  her  as  of  Eve,  that  she  is  «^  the  fairest  of  her  daughters.'' 
Neither  base  nor  malignant,  but  immortally  fresh  and  beautiful, 
she  is  the  simple  and  abstracted  image  of  allurement.     Her 
island  is  an  earthly  paradise  of  peace  and  love ;  but  there  is  a 
calm  breath  and  a  natural  bloom  in  its  scenes,  venjr  unlike  the 
distempered  flush  of  imagination,  that  too  often  meets  in  the 
romantic  poets.    Even  witii  respect  for  the  geniua  oi  Fenelon, 
we  cannot  pass  without  disadvantageous  comparison,  from  the 
artificial  ^ces  and  coquetry  of  the  French  Calvpso,to  the  divine 
and  implicit  blandishments  of  the  Greek  origtnd.    Ulysses,  in 
leaving  her,  pours  forth  his  whole  9p\ii  as  an  apology  iPor  bidding 
her  adieu ;  and  diough  she  receives  the  command  of  Jove  to  dis- 
miss him  with  a  burst  of  indignant  anguish,  yet  she  obeys  the 
behest,  and,  afifeer  atender  remonstrance,  treats  him  with  sosmcere 
an  affection,  that  it  ia  unnecessary  for  the  most  wary  of  men  to 
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acQHierate  his  departure  by  any  stratagem.  We  pity  her  sorrows, 
and  we  b^ve  abundantly  more  respect  for\he  /nan  who  could 
tear  himself  away  from  so  seductive  a  being,  than  if  her  luxu- 
riant and  celestial  image  had  been  degraded  by  traits  of  human 
or  fiendish  fraud  and  revenge. 

The  moat  pleasing  conception  of  social  existence  that  is 
aflbrded  by  the  Odyssey,  is  met  with  in  those  books  which 
describe  the  hero's  short  stay  with  Alcinous,    The  games,  the 
palace,  and  the  garden  of  the  Phseacian  Prince,  and  the  mix- 
ture of  primitive  manners  with  the  peace  and  festivities  of  his 
court,  render  this  part  of  the  poem  a  scene  of  relief  to  the  ima- 
gination, on  which  we  repose  like  a  traveller  on  some  delightful 
resting  place,  where  the  turf  smells  sweet,  and  where  the  balmy 
air  repays  him  for  his  past,  and  refreshes  him  for  his  future 
journey.     It  is  here  that  Ulysses  relates  his  adventures,  after 
the  natural  caution  and  reser\'e  of  his  heart  have  been  thawed 
away  by  kindness  and  hospital!^,  and  his  pride  as  a  soldier 
awakened  by   Demodochus's  songs  on  the  batdes  of  Troy. 
From  Phaeacia  he  proceeds  to  Ithaca,  where  he  is  represented 
as  continuing  during  the  remainder  of  the  poem.     The  tardy 
progress  of  events  in  this  latter  half  of  the  Odyssey,  has  been 
sometimes  blamed.    La  Harpe  says  that  nothing  occurs  during 
those  twelve  books  corresponding  to  our  expectations.    This 
remaak  must  mean  either  that  the  incidents  should  have  been 
more  splendid  and  surprising,  or  that  they  should  have  been 
pressed  into  closer  room.     But  let  us  ask  if  either  of  those  cir- 
cumstances was  desirable.  Do  we  wish  for  domestic,  individual, 
and  lamiliftr  interest— if  that  is  not  to  be  found  in  those  books 
of  the  Odyssey,  then  where  is  it  to  be  found?  If  the  French 
^critic  means  tirat  that  was  not  enough,  and  that  we  ought  to 
have  had  something  more  of  splendid  and  public  event,  in  order 
to  correspond  with  our  expectations,  then  I  contend  that  the 
poet  really  treats  us  to  what  is  more  vduable  and  endearing  than 
that  which  the  critic  demands.    Nor  is  the  term  endearing,  too 
strong  for  the  character  of  this  part  of  the  Odyssey,  with  the 
exception  of  only  one  deep  and  deplorable  blot,  namely,*  the 
execution  of  the  miserable  domestics.   That  incident  was  wholly 
unnecessary  to  Ulysses's  victory  over  the  suitors,  and  it  is  so 
revolting  amidst  the  strong  human  sympatiiies  which  the  rest  of 
the  poem  excites,  that  we  may  freely  give  it  up  as  a  drawback 
on  the  value  of  the  Odyssey  to  La  Harpe,  or  any  other  critic. 
But  still  this  is  but  one^  and  but  a  smaU  part  of  an  otherwise 
delightful  narrative,    h^  us  look  to  the  rest  of  the  story,  and 
ask  what  events  could  be  more  appropriate  than  the  descent  of 
the  hero's  tutelary  deity,  the  return  of  his  gallsmt  son,  the  insults 
of  his  foes,  and  the  sympathy  .of  hit  friends,  in  those  recogni- 
tions which  successively  exhibit  human  character  in  fresh  atti- 
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tudes  of  surprise  and  fondness  ?  Every  friendly  object  that  i .  . 
Ulysses  is  poeticallj^  interesting,  from  the  blue-eyed  Minerva, 
down  to  die  dog  that  expires  of  joy  at  his  feet.  It  is  (rue  that 
they  are  not  crowded  together  in  succinct  narration,  for  the  sake 
of  saving  trouble  to  a  languid  curiosity,  but  that  is  not  the  frame 
of  mind  which  the  Odyssey  inspires*  A  brave  man  perilously 
approaching  all  that  is  dearest  to  him,  and  watching  for  the 
moment  of  a  victory  to  be  won  by  his  single  sagacity,  and  almost 
•by  his  singile  arm,^-K:ompelled  to  suppress  ms  own  emotions 
and  to  silence  those  of  others,  till  it  is  time  to  burst  from  his 
concealment— 4uch  a  hero  infects  us  with  his  own  spirit :  his 
deliberation  rivets  our  attention  to  minute  circumatances,  and  as 
he  throws  off  his  disguise  step  by  step,  the  delay  of  his  triumph 
leaves  space  and  time  for  bur  sensauons  of  sympathy  to  accu- 
mulate. This  is  not  tjie  language  of  exaggeration.  Those 
who  think  so,  after  reading  the  Odyssey,  must  have  looked  upon 
its  language,  but  not  its  scenes-— like  the  student  who  committed 
the  words  of  Euclid's  demonstrations  to  memory  without  the 
diagrams,  saying  that  he  never  minded  the  pictures.  But  it  lies 
in  the  nature  of  the  human  heart,  that  few  can  have  perused, 
without  enjopng  them,  such  pictures  of  life  as  the  homeatall  of 
the  faithful  Eumseus  receiving  the  forlorn  hero;  or  his  son 
Telemachus's  first  interview  with  him ;  or  the  scene  of  his  nurse 
£urycl6a  recogmsin^  him  as  she  washes  his  feet,  and  overturn- 
ing the  brazen  vase  m  her  agitation. 

Ulysses's  discovery  of  himself  to  Penelope  is  nmde  with  a 
fulness  of  preparatory  circumstances  that  is  due  to  her  import- 
ance as  the  object  of  his  solicitude.  Her  prosperity  comes  to 
her,  not  like  light  bursting  suddenly  upon  darkness,  but  like  the 
rise  of  a  beautiful  morning,  kindling  from  dawn  into  perfect 
day.  And  though  we  had  known  her  before,  yet  it  is  not  till 
aft^r  the  hero's  return,  and  amidst  the  dayapring  of  her  better 
fortunes,  that  we  have  time  to  appreciate  the  blended  strength 
and  sensibility  and  sweetness  of  her  character.  Protected  by  her 
humanity  from  the  brutal  insults  of  the  courtiers,  her  husband  is 
admitted  to  her  presence,  and  continues  to  converse  with  her, 
whilst  she  is  wholly  unconscious  who  he  is.  The  stranger  pre- 
tends to  have  known  Uljrsses,  and  describes  the  very  cloak  with 
its  golden  clasp,  which  he  had  worn.  It  was  the  cIoiJe,  Penelope 
exclaims,  which  she  had  folded  round  him  at  his  departure ;  and 
promising  gratitude  and  protection  to  her  guest,  she  mourns  for 
the  husbsmd  as  absent,  who  sat  beside  Jier.  The  scene  displays 
Ulysses  with  uncommon  interest;  a!id  whilst  we  admire  ms 
firmness  in  resisting  a  premature  discovery,  we  easily  pardon  him 
for  a  fraud  that  elicits  tears  so  bvely  and  touching. 

The  image  of  Penelope  is  for  some  time  very  properly  with- 
held, whilst  the  scene  of  combat  with  the  suitors  is  going  on.  But 
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on  tile  foUowinfi;  morning  she  is  described  as  awakened  by  Eury* 
cl6a,  with  the  tidings  of  the  guest  being  Ulysses;  and  embrac- 
ing the  domestic,  she  weeps  in  transports  of  joy.     But  as  she 
descends  the  stairs  of  the  palace  prompted  by  her  first  impulse 
to  throw  her  arms  around  him,  an  idea  enters  into  her  mind  of 
the  possibility  that  he  may  be  a  pretender;  and  this  suggestion 
will  seem  to  be  natural  and  probable  when  we  recollect  that  they 
had  already  had  an  interview,  during  the  whole  of  which  his 
appearance,  altered  by  time  and  toil,  had  not  recalled  him  to  her 
memory.    To  the  reader  who  all  along  knows  the  stranger  to 
be  Ulysses,  her  scruples  may,  on  a  hasty  judgment,  appear 
superfluous;  but  in  reality  they  are  no  more  than  what  is  due 
to  her  honour  and  safety.  Telemachus  had  given  his  confidence, 
but  he  was  young;  the  servants  had  been  persuaded,  but  they 
might  be  credulous.     It  is  therefore  no  paradox  to  say  that  her 
hesitation  here  marks  the  decision  of  her  character,  and  that  her 
cauuon  springs  from  the  sacredness,  and  not  the  coldness,  of 
affection.     She  enters  the  hall,  where  Ulysses  is  sitting  opposite 
the  fire  beside  a  pillar,  expecting  her  to  recognise  him.    But 
their  eyes  are  described  as  riveted  ii^  silence  on  each  other;  and 
it  is  not  till  a  second  interview  that  uie  recognition  is  complete. 
Then  indeed  a  speech,  which  she  elicits  with  great  art,  but  with 
a  perfect  appearance  of  chance,  from  her  hero,  produces  a  pic- 
ture of  bcr  assurance,  that  triumphantly  rewards  ua  for  our  past 
impatience. 

He  ceas'd— Penelope  with  fluttering  heart 
And  fidtering  knees,  and  eyes  that  stream'd  for  joy, 
ConfessM  the  proof— sprang  to  him— threw  her  arms 
Around  him — ^kissM  his  forehead,  and  repUed, 
Ulysses,  wisest  at  all  other  times 
OfhiiniaB  kind,  ah  be  not  angry  now. 
Nor  frown  on  me— the  gods  themselves  ordain'd 
Oar  ceaseless  sufrering»--envied  us  the  bliss 
Of  undivided  union  sweet  enjoyed 
Through  life,  from  early  youth  to  latest  age. 
No,  be  not  angry  now;  forgive  the  fault 
That  I  embraced  thee  not  as  soon  as  seen, 
.For  never  hath  my  spirit  lost  the  dread 
Lest  some  deceitful  alien  should  perchance 

Beguile  me,  for  our  house  draws  numerous  sucii. 

«    »    *    •    * 

So  saying,  with  fresh  sympathy  she  tonch'd 
His  inmost  soul !  and  folding  m  his  arms 
His  sweet  and  most  accompKsh'd  spouse^-he  wept. 
Welcome  as  land  ^ypears  to  those  who  swim, 
"Whose  sallant  barqae,  by  winds  and  rolling  waves 
AssaiPo,  bath  perisnM  in  the  boundless  sea : 
So  welcome  in  her  eyes  U^sses  secm'd. 
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Around  whose  neck  winding  her  snowy  arms. 
She  clung  as  she  would  lose  him  never  more. 

Cowper^s  Odyssey. 
'It  18  shordy  after  this  interview,  namely  at  verse  296  of  the 
23d  book,  that  in  the  opinion  of  the  most  celebrated  Alexandrian 
critics  the  Odysiey  really  terminated. — ^This,  as  Eustathius  in- 
forms us,  was  the  belief  of  the  grammarians  Aristophanes  and 
Aristarchus;  and  the  prophecy  of  Tiresias  in  the  eleventh  book,* 
as  well  as  the  speech  of  Ulysses  to  Penelope  in  the  23d,f  appear 
strongly  to  support  it.  Admitting  this  supposition  however,  I 
still  cannot  but  sincerely  admire  the  visit  of  the  hero  to  the  aged 
Laertes  in  the  24th  book,  were  it  ever  so  spurious.  The  traits 
of  Ulysses's  countenance  at  the  sight  of  his  father^s  misery^ 
when  the  poet  says  that  his  ^^  nostrils  throbbed  with  agony  close 
pent,"  are  anatomically  true  to  nature ;  and  the  tokens  by  which 
he  awakens  the  old  man's  recollection  of  past  scenes  during  their 
dialogue  in  the  garden,  when  he  points  out  the  pear-trees  and 
the  apple-trees,  which  Laertes  had  given  him  when  a  boy — these 
touching  circumstances,  whether  we  owe  them  to  Homer  or  not, 
have  an  Homeric  spirit,  and  go  directly  to  the  heart« 

It  is  strange  that  this  old  poem,  in  which  the  pleasing  aiFec- 
tions  are  so  often  shown  us  in  the  imperishable  beauty  of  truth, 
should  on  other  occasions  abruptly  and  absolutely  repel  our  sym- 
pathy* From  what  has  been  already  said  it  will  be  easily  under- 
stood that  this  remark  refers  not  to  the  humble  and  homely 
picturesqueness  of  many  parts  of  the  Odyssey— such  as  the  dis- 
guise of  Ulysses  in  the  character  of  a  mendicant,  and  his  boxing- 
match  with  the  ru$an  Irus.  For  I  apprehend  that  the  critics 
who  quarrel  with  Ulysses  in  this  shape,  are  more  inhospitable 
than  Uie  courtiers,  and  greater  ruffians  than  Irus  himself.  Those 
enemies  insulted  him  without  being  aware  of  his  rank,  whilst 
the  others,  his  nomiiial  friends,  are  ashamed  of  him,  only  because 
he  is  not  dressed  Uke  a  gentleman.  But  if  Ulysses  is  degraded 
in  die  Odyssey,  it  is  not  by  rags,  but  by  a  deliberate  revenge, 
which  stoops  to  strangle  defenceless  women  and  to  mutilate  a 
wretched  goatherd*  Fierce  as  the  spirit  of  the  Iliad  is,  it  has 
nothing  of  this  cool  barbarity.  It  may  be  remarked,  however, 
that  in  the  midst  of  this  not  very  glorious  catastrophe,  Ulysses 
utters  a  sentiment  worthy  of  accompanying  better  deeds.  When 
£urycl6a  exults  over  the  domestic  carnage,  he  checks  her  inde- 
cent joy  by  an  expression,  which  Christians  might  have  some- 
times remembered  as  a  rebuke  to  their  festivities  for  victories 
obtwied  in  wars  of  injustice  or  doubtful  necessity* 

*Ovx  •«'•»  ttrmfuuivn  iV*  ithJu-tt  ipxfrmmT$mf»  Odyss.  xrii.  412. 
— —  Unholy  is  the  voice 
Of  loud  thanksgiving  over  slaug^ter'd  men. 
•  Vide  Odyfi8.  ri.  122.  ^  f  Odyss.  xxiii.  264. 
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Of  the  other  works  attributed  to  Homer,  I  shall  mention  only 
the  most  important.  A  copious  list  of  the  whole  is  to  be  found 
in  Fabricius's  Greek  Library,  and  in  Mr.  Knight^s  Prolegomena 
ad  Homerum. 

Much  light  undoubtedly  would  have  been  thrown  on  the  man- 
ners and  humour  of  antiquity,  if  time  had  spared  to  us  the  Mar- 
gitesj  a  comic  poem,  said  to  have  come  from  the  author  of  the 
Iliad,  and  from  which  Aristotle  supposes  Greek  comedy  to  have 
originated.  The  history  of  this  poem  is  so  obscure,  that  I  shall 
not  trouble  the  reader  with  any  uncertain  opinion  of  my  own 
upon  the  subject  of  its  probable  author.=*^  But  the  fact  of  Aris- 
totle ascribing  it  to  Homer  certainly  shows  it  to  be  very  ancient. 
Four  lines  only  of  this  Dunciad  of  antiquity  have  been  gleaned 
fix)m  the  authors  who  have  spoken  of,  or  aUuded  to  it.  From 
these  it  appears,  that  its  author  was  what  we  should  call,  in 
vulgar  language,  a  jack  of  all  trades,  but  good  at  none— 

a  man  of  various  knowledge,  but  stupid  in  every  thing.  Some 
traditions  of  antiquity  represent  this  Margites  in  the  light  of  a 
mere  idiot,  unable  to  reckon  beyond  the  number  five,  and  abstain- 
ing from  his  bride  after  his  marriage,  lest  she  should  complain 
of  him  to  his  mother.  Such  traits  appear  too  silly  to  have  been 
borrowed  from  a  poem  which  Zeno  illustrated  and  Callimachus 
imitated.  But  the  fragments  of  the  wreck  are  too  snlall  to  give  * 
us  insight  into  this  long-lost  cargo,  and  we  can  only  guess  at  the 
valu^  of  the  poem  by  its  once  renowned  popularity. 

The  BaSrachomyomachia^  or  battle  of  the  frogs  and  mice,  can 
be  pronounced  widi  much  more  confidence  to  have  been  no  work 
of  Homer's.  It  may  have  been  written  in  Egypt  by  some  poet 
of  the  Alexandrian  school.  At  all  events,  not  to  mention  the 
use  of  J'fAfyi,  or  writing  tablets,  it  alludes  to  three  things  of 
very  unhomeric  appearance — a  tailor,  a  trun^>eter,  and  a  mouse- 
trap. The  first  is  a  modification  of  man  very  unlikely  in  the 
heroic  ages-*the  office  of  die  second  is  never  mentioned  in  Ho- 
mer's armies,  and  the  third  is  an  invention  which  Mr.  Bowles 
could  easily  prove  to  be  too  artificial  for  a  sublime  and  poetical 
state  of  society. 

Thirty-three  hynms  are  extant  under  the  name  of  Homer, 
which,  tdiough  they  cannot  be  proved  to  be  his,  are  still  the  re- 
lics of  an  old  school  of  his  imitators.  Lines  from  more  than 
one  of  them  are  quoted  by  ancient  authors,  who  ascribe  them  to 
theTather  of  epic  poetry.  And  when  Thucydides  is  mentioned 
as  one  of  those  ancients,  it  will  seem,  at  first  view,  unlawful 
to  entertain  any  scepticism  on  the  subject.    But  when  Thncy- 

*  Mr.  Harle9»  in  the  last  edition  of  Fabricius's  Ubraiy,  refers  to  an  able  dla- 
qultttum  by  Wisaembetg  on  this  subject,  which  I  confew  I  have  not  perused'. 
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dides  praises  the  hymn  to  Apollo*  as  Homer^s,  it  may  be 
doubted  in  the  first  place,  whether  he  believed,  or  had  examined, 
the  tradition  respecting  its  author.  He  quoted  the  poem,  no 
doubt,  satisfied  that  it  was  very  ancient;  but  he  was  not  writing 
on  the  poetical  antiquities  of  his  countr}" — it  was  sufficient  for 
his  purpose  to  call  the  work  by  the  traditional  name  of  its  com- 
poser, and  it  would  have  been  stepping  uselessly  out  of  his  way 
to  have  sifted  or  disputed  the  grounds  of  that  tradition.  But  if 
Thucydides  really  thought  the  hymn  to  Apollo  to  be  Homer's, 
his  opinion  was  certainly  not  universal  in  Greeccf  For  neither 
the  Pisistratidae,  nor  Plato,  nor  Strabo,  entertained  it,  and  none 
of  the  Alexandrian  critics  impute  this  hymn  to  the  great  poet. 
Moreover,  its  fictions  appear  to  be  of  a  later  date  than  those  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey;:}^  and  though  its  language  is  Homeric, 
its  poetical  spirit  is  of  the  most  opposite  character.  I  differ,  it 
is  true,  from  those  who  abuse  this  Delian  anthem.  It  is  to  my 
own  feelings  sweet  and  enthusiastic.  But  it  is  no  more  like  the 
voice  of  the  old  poet,  than  the  music  of  the  flute  is  like  the  peal 
of  the  Haarlem  organ.  It  is  the  work  of  a  being  of  a  different 
niind.  It  glows  with  a  sofdy  lambent  enthusiasm,  but  not  with 
Homeric  fire.  We  need  scarcely  add,  however,  that  its  con- 
tents, and  the  historian's  allusion,  prove  it  to  be  a  very  early 
composition — ^possibly  older  than  the^ige  of  Alcaeus  and  Sappho. 
Thucydides,  in  the  90th  olympiad,  brings  it  in  evidence  of 
games  that  had  been  anciently  celebrated  in  Delos.  Now  we 
know  from  history,  that  those  games,  after  having  fallen  into 
gradual  disuse,  had  ceased  35  olympiads,  or  almost  a  century 
and  a  half  before  the  time  of  Thucydides.$  But  the  poet  speaks 
of  his  having  witnessed  those  Delian  games  iii  all  their  spirit 
and  beauty.  And  we  may  well  believe  that  he  had  seen  them, 
and  that  he  was  a  rhapsodist  of  the  earliest  breed.  Had  he  been 
a  recent  poet,  it  is  not  very  likely  that  he  would  have  been  cited 
as  old  authority  by  Thucydides,  or  confounded  with  Homer 
even  by  vulgar  tradition. 

Pausanias  also  quotes  verses  from  the  hymn  to  Ceres.     It 
was  not  until  the  discovery  of  the  Moscow  MS.,  in  the  last 
century,  that  those  verses  were  found  in  any  copy  of  the  Ho-  ^ 
meric  hymns.     But  in  that  treasure  they  were  brought  to  light, 
together  with  several  Homeric  hymns  which  had  been  long  lost. 

•  Thucydides  mentions  the  poem  only  by  this  genetal  title.  In  our  editions 
the  lines  are  in  the  hymn  to  the  DeUan  Apollo. 

f  The  poet  of  this  hymn  calls  himself  tne  blind  bard  of  Chios.  This  vftnM 
settle  Uie  birth-place  of  Homer,  if  we  were  sure  of  its  author.  But  the  unsetilcd 
diMDute  about  his  birth-place  among  the  ancients,  shows  either  that  they  had 
little  belief  in  the  Homeric  authenticity  of  the  hymn,  or  that  the  passage  about 
Chios  is  interpolated.  Else  why  did  the  ancients  consult  oracles  on  the  subject  ^ 

i  Vide  Matthix  animadversiones  in  Ilymnos  Homericos,  p.  20. 

k  Herodot.  i.  64. 
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It  is  true  that  some  things  which  Pausanias  says  on  the  subject 
of  Ceres  and  her  hymn  are  by  no  means  cleared  up,  even  by  the 
Moscow  MS.  And  it  has  therefore  been  concluded,*  that 
Pausanias^s  copy  of  the  poem  could  not  have  been  quite  the  same 
with  that  which  the  learned  world  was  so  rejoiced  to  discover. 
Still,  however,  that  discovery  has  restored  Pausanias^s  lost^cita- 
tion;  and  thus  the  hymn,  as  we  possess  it,  is  in  part  identified 
with  a  strain  which  the  Greeks,  in  that  traveller's  time,  believed 
to  be  of  the  highest  antiquity. 

It4ias  been  usual  with  those  who  have  given  a  summary  Ms- 
tory  of  Greek  poetry,  to  assign  the  composers  of  these  hymns 
to  the  eighth  century  before  Christianity;!  and  in  a  brief  and 
general  view  of  the  subject,  they  are  not  probably  far  wrong  in 
doing  so.  That  century  may  well  be  assumed  to  have  been  the 
golden  age  of  Homeric  imitation,  and  of  Epic  hymns.  In  the. 
seventh  century  B.  C.  neW  poets  present  themselves,  quitting 
the  epic  manner  and  measure  of  Homer,  and  occupied  more 
with  present  events,  and  their  own  passions, than  with  the  legends 
of  antiquity.  Unlike  that  new  Ionic  school,  the  bard  of  the  hymn 
to  the  Delian  Apollo  reminds  us  of  the  old  Homerids  of  Chios, 
who  were  called  the  family  of  Homer,  no  doubt  in  a  mere  meta* 
phorical  sense,  although  the  fond  vanity  of  th^r  countrymen 
gave  them  out  as  the  poet's  real  descendants.:^  Other  Homeridfle 
afterwards  sprang  up  in  other  parts  of  Greece,  and  they  are 
honourably  mentioned  by  Pindar.  #  In  the  age  of  Socrates,  we 
find,  that  ^e  recitations  of  the  Rhapsodists  were  not  confined  to 
the  Homeric,  but  embraced  all  kinds  of  epic  and  lyric  poetry  ;$ 
and  from  the  same  source  we  learn  that  their  respectability  was 
not  proportioned  to  the  variety  of  attractions  which  they  tried  to 
give  their  profession.  On  the  contrary,  their  decline  in  Greece 
reminds  us,  in  some  respects,  of  the  history  of  the  Troubadours 
in  modem  <£urope.  It  seems  the  Greek  rhapsodist  grew  at  last 
a  very  fantastic  personage:  overstept  the  modesty  of  Nature  in 
repeating  poetry — ^acted,  or  more  probably  overacted,  the  pas- 
sions, in  what  he  recited — ^took  to  wearing  foolish  ornaments 
and  crowns  of  gold— -and  was  moreover  (at  least  in  the  eyes  of 
philosophers)  indecently  greedy  of  gain.  Unworthy  as  these 
degenerate  rhapsodists  were,  either  to  recite  or  imitate  Homer, 
still  some  of  the  hymns  in  the  collection  we  possess  must  be 
believed  to  have  been  composed  at  a  later  period  of  the  rhapso- 
dists' profession  than  the  eighth  century  before  Christ.  Whether 

*  **  Itaque  neque  hynmum  eundem  esse  quern  Pausanias  legeritaifirmare  pos* 
aumusy  nee  plane  divenuin  esse  hunc  hymnum  k  carmine  Pausanix  cognito, 
quum  sex  versus  ille  laudet  qui  in  nostro  etiam  compal-ent/* — MattM^  Aivimadv* 
in  Hymn,  Homeric,  p.  78. 

t£x.  gr.  Koppen  in  his  introduction  to  his  Gricchische  Blumcnlese. 

*  Strabo,  XIV.  p.  645. 

%  Plato  de  Legg.  p.  658.    Item  in  lone,  p.  530. 
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a  rhapsodist  or  not,  the  author  of  the  hymn  to  Mars  has  every 
appearance  of  having  lived  even  later  than  Plato.  He  alludes 
to  the  seven  planets,  and  describes  the  God  wheeling  his  fiery 
orb  amidst  their  number*— 

*Ai$if^i  i^rrmxifti  in  niptTtt.  Hymn  8. 
If  it  were  necessary  to  disprove  this  strain  being  Homer's,  this 
,  would  be  an  irrefragable  proof.  For  neither  he  nor  Hesiod 
mention  any  of  the  planets  excepting  Venus,  and  her  only  in 
general  terms  as  a  star.  Nor  does  Mar's  moral  charactfr  in 
the  same  hymn  correspond  a  bit  better  with  Homeric  ideas  than 
his  planetary  promotion.  For  he  is  invoked  as  the  abettor  of 
justice,  and  the  guide  of  righteous  men.  This  might  be  the 
martial  sentiment  of  Greece  when  she  had  triumphed  by  the 
sword  over  the  invaders  of  her  liberty ;  but  it  is  not  the  con- 
ception of  Mars  afforded  us  by  the  Iliad,  where  his  own  father 
Jupiter  accosts  him  as  the  most  odious  of  the  gods  who  inhabit 
Olympus — *E;c#irr««  ©fi»  w  *OAir/wr»f  Sf;K«yrif,'»*  The  hynm  in 
question,  however,  brings  us  not  only  out  of  Homer's  age, 
but  seems  to  present  us  with  the  abstract  conceptions  and  physi- 
cal philosophy  of  maturer  Greece.  I  am  pret^  certain  that  no 
Greek  author  earlier  than  Plato  enumerates  the  planets  ;f  and  I 
find  Lalande,  in  his  History  of  Ancient  Astronomy,  confidendy 
of  opinion,  that  the  Greeks  knew  nothing  about  the  planetary 
courses  till  Eudoxus  and  Pkto  imported  science  from  Egypt^ 
It  has  been  conceived,  with  great  appearance  of  probability, 
that  these  Homeric,  or,  if  we  might  coin  the  tide,  Homeridic 
hymns,  were  composed  by  the  rhapsodists  as  overtures  or  pre- 
ludes to  other  poems,  which  they  recited.^  If  this  was  not  the 
case  with  respect  to  them  all,  it  is  at  least  to  be  inferred  to  have 
been  so  with  regard  to  some  of  them,  from  such  a  verse  as 
AuTMf  ty  tuit  0vi«  xmt  mXXn  fuii^fi*  a$tfiii^t  and  lines  of  similar 
import,  with  which  they  conclude.  Besides,  Thucydides  and 
Aristides^  mention  this  species  of  hymn  by  the  express  name 
of  wft9ifut9j  or  prelude;  and  Pindar  speaks  of  the  Homerid^e 
tuning  their  proem  to  Jove-— 

^AfX'^wrm  AiW  U  wp—tfUH^    Find.  JWm.   Ode  II* 
The  proem,  or  prelude,  however,  was  not  always  addressed  to 

•  niad,  V.  890. 

t  Dialog.  Tim.  Locr.  de  anima  Uundi.    Plat  Oper.  torn.  iii.  p.  93.    Edit. 
Steph. 
^  Lalande  Astron.  vol.  i.  p.  311. 
4  The  htmotheais  was  first  suggested  by  Hemsteiiiiiaius,  and  afterwards  taken 

I  Hymn,  in  Apoll.  in  Merc,  in  Cerer.  in  Vener.  &c. 
t  Aristides,  torn.  ii.  p.  409. 
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Jupiter,  but  occasionally  to  some  other  deity,  or  deified  hero, 
the  patron  of  the  place  where  the  rhapsodist  found  himself,  or 
of  the  festivity  at  which  he  assisted. 

The  majority  of  these  h}rmns  are  only  short  invocations.  Some 
of  them,  however,  have  a  breadth  and  freedom  of  narrative  that 
justify  our  calling  them  Epic  hymns,  and  in  these  few  we  have  a 
species  of  Greek  poetry,  agreeably  diversified  by  incident  and  de* ' 
scription,from  the  wearisome  tissueof  laudatory  epithets  in  the  so 
called  Orphic  hymns.  It  is  true  that  their  subjects  remind  us  of  fa- 
bles rather  pallingly  familiar  to  our  schoolboy  memories ;  such  as 
the  wanderings  of  Latona  in  quest  of  a  place  tobringforth  Apollo, 
the  slaughter  of  Python,  the  loves  of  Venus  and  Anchises,  &c. 
Bat,  stale  as  those  legends  may  be,  they  are  the  outlines  of  a  creed 
of  superstition,  for  studying  the  history  and  spirit  qf  which  it  is 
necessary  to  consult  those  primitive  classics  who  give  them  with 
the  greatest  degree  of  the  native  enthusiastic  feeling  of  Greek 
imagination.  It;  is  thus  that  the  traits  of  classic  mythology  are 
found  in  the  Homeridic  hymns—displayed  in  a  less  ornate  and 
sophisticated  form  than  bv  Ovid,  yet  widi  an  airy  grace,  a  fresh- 
ness of  colouring,  and  a  beauty  of  outline  equally  remote  from 
the  grotesque  and  wild  theogony  of  Hesiod.  Even  when  the 
hymnist  may  be  supposed  to  have  borrowed  his  materials  from 
that  theogony,  as  in  the  strain  to  the  Delphian  Apollo,  he  seems 
to  humanize  his  materials  into  shapes  of  new  and  natural  attrac- 
tion. And  widely  as  the  genius  of  those  productions  may  be 
distant  from  the  bold  and  inventive  inspiration  of  Homer,  they 
have  nevertheless  a  charm  of  indigenous  nmveti  that  makes  us 
acquainted,  not  only  with  the  outward  shape  of  Hellenic  idolatry, 
but  with  its  inward  spirit  and  essential  character,  and  with  the 
joyousness  peculiar  to  its  elastic  temperament.  The  hymn  to  the 
Delian  Apollo  sustains  a  charming  tone  of  jubilee.  It  leads  us 
abroad  with  the  inhabitants  of  Delos,  her  men,  women,  and 
blooming  children,  scattered  over  their  festive  fields,  and  cele*> 
brating  games  and  contests  of  harmony,  with  an  enthusiasm 
which  the  poet  describes  as  throwing  an  air  of  immortality  over 
their  countenances. 

And  whosoe'er  had  seen  the  Delian  isle 

Pour  forth,  Apollo,  underneath  thy  smile, 

To  games,  and  song,  and  dance,  th'  Ionian  race. 

All  beauty,  gladness,  triumph,  bloom,  and  grace. 

Bold  men  and  lovely  women  vestur'd  bright — 

He  who  had  mark'd  the  soul-enchanting  sight. 

Had  deem'd  those  ship-clad  shores,  that  wealthy  clime, 

The  region  of  a  race  immortal  in  their  prime. 
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The  hymn  to  Venus  gives  a  beautiful  description  of  the  goddess 
taming  savage  nature  by  her  approach,  and  attracting  the  pard 
and  the  lion  to  fawn  upon  her  path.  Nor  is  the  subject,  though 
luxuriant,  treated  with  indelicacy.  The  hymn  to  Mercury  cer- 
tainly exhibits,  in  the  merriment  of  Jupiter  at  the  lies  and  knave- 
ry of  his  infant  bastard,  neither  high-wrought  traits  of  pleasant- 
ry, nor  imposing  moral  notions  of  a  Pagan  heaven.  But  super- 
stition seems  there  to  sport  before  us  in  the  gaiety  of  her  child- 
hood, and  in  that  form  she  is  at  least  as  agreeable  and  harmless 
as  in  some  that  she  has  assumed  in  her  riper  years. 

Learned  conjecture,  though  divided  on  the  question  whether 
Homer  or  Hesiod  be  the  more  ancient  poet,  certainly  leans  to  the 
priority  of  the  former.  Many  volumes  have  been  written  to  setde 
the  exact  period  of  Hesiod,  and  even  astronomy  has  been  invoked 
to  decide  it.  But  it  is  still  a  subject  of  uncertainty.  The  round 
numbers  of  Herodotus's  chronology  cannot  be  taken  quite  literally 
in  a  matter  so  palpably  traditional.*  Nor  does  the  poet's  own 
declaration,  that  he  lived  in  the  fifth  or  iron  age,  immediately 
after  the  heroic,  guide  us  distincdy  to  any  date,  for  he  is  there 
dividing  the  epochs  of  the  world  with  great  poetical  latitude,  and 
it  is  impossible  to  understand  him  in  strictness,  declaring  that 
he  lived  but  one  generation  after  heroes,  whom  he  places  in  the 
islands  of  the  blessed.  But  his  great  antiquity  is  undeniable. 
The  philologist,  in  spite  of  a  few  differences  in  languagef  and 
prosody  that  have  been  noticed,  still  places  him  at  the  side  of 
Homer  as  the  poet  of  old  Ionic  Greek.  •  Again,  the  rudeness  of 
his  agricultural  skill  bespeaks  a  very  early  state  of  society.  Not 
a  word  is  mentioned,  either  of  the  olive  or  the  bee-hive,  nor  of 
watering  land,  nor  of  any  species  of  manure,  nor  even  of  the 
simple  expedient  of  burning  the  stubble.  And  his  ethics  have 
the  same  simplicity.  On  the  score  of  these  he  is  placed  as  the 
father  of  Greek  sententious  or  Gnomic  poetry;  but  in  the  days 
of  Solon  and  Theognis,  we  find  the  observations  of  the  gnomics 
on  the  economy  of  life  pretty  various,  whilst  Hesiod's  morality, 
though  honest  and  generally  amiable,  is  circumscribed  and  mo- 
notonous. 

Nevertheless,  Dionysius's  remarks  on  the  fine  and  flowing 
sweetness  of  our  poet's  diction  leave  us  to  conjecture  his  age 
to  have  been  decidedly,  though  not  greatly,  later  than  Homer's. 
His  tone  of  opinion  I  conceive  also  to  be  more  modem.  Homer 
carries  us  completely  back  to  the  soul  and  sentiments  of  the 

*  Herodotus  places  the  age  of  Hesiod  and  Homer  four  hundred  years  before 
his  own.  It  would  be  tedious  to  transcribe  the  various  dates  asagned  to  both 
poets,  in  which  the  ancients  >difFer  as  much  as  the  modems.  In  general,  about 
'  nine  hundred  years  B.  C.  is  assumed  as  the  acra  of  Homer,  and  half  a  century 
later  as  Hesiod's.  As  to  the  fabled  poetical  strife'' between  them,  the  passage 
of  the  Works  and  Days  alleged  in  proof  of  it,  does  not  mention  even  HomePs 
name,  and  is  besides  thought  to  be  corrupted. 

t  Namely,  in  Dr.  Clark"s  edition  of  the  Oiad,  in  Mr,  Knight's  Prolegomena, 
and  in  the  supplement  to  Sulzer*8  AJgemeiner  Theorie  des  Schonen  Kdnsten. 
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heroic  aees ;  and  in  particular  he  breathes  a  regard  for  monar* 
chy,  which  shows  that  form  of  government  to  have  been  still  re- 
garded in  his  time  with  a  share  of  primitive  partiality.  But  Hesiod 
evinces  no  such  respect  for  kings.* .  On  the  contrary,  he  threat- 
ens and  reprobates  them  as  devourers  of  bribes  and  workers  of 
eviL  This  indignant  and  free  feeling  with  regard  to  rulers,  as 
well  as  the  sober  love  of  industry,  the  hatred  of  rapine,  and  the 
generally  calculating  spirit  of  utility,  that  pervade  his  poetr}', 
notwithstanding  the  narrow  range  of  his  ethics — all  these  traits 
might  undoubtedly  belong  to  his  individual  character,  as  much 
as  to  that  of  his  age.  But  a  poet^s  sentiments  are  never  popu- 
lar, unless  the  public  mind  meets  him  half  way ;  and  Hesiod's 
hatred  of  tyranny  may  well  be  imagined  to  have  been  a  popular 
feeling  in  Greece,  during  that  abuse  of  royal  power  which  pav- 
ed the  way  for  her  republican  institutions. 

Pausanias  mentions  a  tradition  among  the  Boeotians,  possibly 
deserving  more  credit  than  he  seems  to  have  attached  to  it — 
namely,  that  Hesiod  \t%s  the  author  of  none  of  the  poems  ascribed 
to  him  except  the  "  Works  and  Days."  It  is  exceedingly  impro- 
bable that  he  composed  the  "  Shield  of  Hercules,"  and  his  Tneo- 
gonj  has  not  that  kind  of  beauty  by  which  the  ancients  describe 
his  genius.  It  astounds  the  imagination  with  the  thunder  and 
lightning  of  the  warring  gods,  and  with  the  chaining  and  Tartarian 
imprisonment  of  the  TiUns.  But  his  gieantic  conceptions  want 
grace  and  consistency  to  be  majestic ;  ana  its  monstrosities,  such 
as  a  father  devouring  his  children,  children  mutilating  their  fathers, 
giants  with  fifty  heads  and  an  hundred  arms,  the  tongues  of  ser- 
pents, and  the  voices  of  bulls  and  lions,  whatever  they  s^bolized, 
are  given  as  dry  facts  by  the  poet,  and  are  to  us  uninteresting 
chimeras,  ^sch^rius  and  Milton  were  indebted  to  the  theogony, 
but  they  found  in  it  rather  the  elements  of  sublimity  than  the  sub- 
lime itself. 

Hesiod  was  called  the  Ascreean,  from  the  village  of  Ascra,  in 
Boeotia,  where  he  lived.  He  calls  it  a  miserable  place,  though  it 
la^  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  Helicon,  and  describes  its  ungenial 
climate  like  one  who  remembered  and  regretted  a  better.  Strabo 
says,  that  he  was  born  at  Cuma,  a  dlty  of  ^olia ;  and  the  noet  him- 
self tel  is  us,  that  his  father  had  crossed  the  seas  from  tliat  place 
on  account  of  his  poverty,  in  order  to  settle  in  Boeotia.  After  the 
old  man's  death,  Hesiod  lost  the  greater  part  of  his  patrimony  in  a 
lawsuit  with  his  brother  Perses,  tnrough  the  decision  of  corrupted 
jucbes.  To  this  Perses  his  poem  on  the  «  Works  and  Days"  is 
addressed,  in  a  tone  of  advice  sufiicicntly  reproachful  to  indicate 
that  his  brother  had  made  his  fortune  lixe  a  knave,  and  spent  it 
like  a  fool.  He  prefaces  his  moral  precepts  by  viewing  the  nistory 
of  man  from  the  stealth  of  the  Promethean  fire  down  to  the  degene- 
racy of  the  iron  age — then  illustrates,  in  a  general  manner,  tlie 
beauty  and  temporal  blessings  of  justice  and  industry;  after  which, 

*  At  least  in  the  "  Works  and  Days.'* 
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in  the  second  book»  he  dispenses  particQiar  instructions  to  the 
husbandman,  on  his  labours,  his  instruments,  and  even  his  gar- 
ments, on  the  enjoyments  he  may  allow  himself  and  the  habits  of 
decency  which  he  should  practise.  The  third  book  is  a  poetical 
calendar,  for  distineuishiqg  between  holy  and  other  days. 

The  charm  by  which  the  best  old  critics  characterize  Hesiod,  is 
that  of  blandness  and  amenit;^.  Pliny  professes,  in  reading  him, 
to  envy  the  happy  life  of  the  primitive  agriculturist;  and  Vit^l,  in 
that  hi^h  moment  of  his  enttiusiasm,  when  he  apostrophizes  the 
Saturnian  land,  consecrates  the  Ascrsean  poet's  memory  by  be* 
stowing  that  epithet  on  the  intended  character  of  his  own  immortal 
song.  There  is  much  in  the  **  Works  and  Days''  corresponding  to 
this  beauty  of  poetic  spirit  which  the  ancients  ascribe  to  him,  such 
as  the  description  of  tne  ages  of  the  world,  and  of  the  state  that 
flourishes  under  a  righteous  government.  But  there  is  also  much 
in  the  poem  which  I  apprehend  is  really  felt  by  a  modem  mind  as 
rather  humbly  pleasant  than  poetically  gracenil.  When  we  read, 
for  instance,  his  advice  to  the  farmer  to  avoid  wastine  his  time  at 
the  smith's  forge,  the  common  resort  of  tiie  village  loungers  and 
gossips,  we  are  filled  with  agreeable  interest  in  a  trait  of  manners 
BO  ancient  and  simple.  But  in  pursuing  these  and  many  similar 
passages,  we  are  at  a  loss  to  conceive  the  necessity  for  bees  to  have 
suckled  their  author  in  his  infancy.*  His  familiar  draughts  are 
not  like  Homer's,  blended  with  the  tenderness  or  strength  of  affec- 
tion :  their  attraction  is  rather  placid  than  endearing..  It  is  not 
pedantry,  however,  to  attach  importance  to  the  circumstance  of  his 
having  been  so  eminentiy  a  favourite  with  the  ancients  from  the 
first  to  the  last  ages  of  classic  literature.  They  must  have  tasted 
charms  in  his  harmony  and  diction,  to  which  it  is  impossible  tiiata 
modern  ear  can  be  equally  alive.  Many  truths  on  which  he  harps 
as  a  moralist  with  monotonous  effect  to  us,  might  be  far  from  com* 
mon-place  to  the  age  in  which  they  were  promulgated.  He  was 
the  poet  of  sober  unimposing  virtues,  labour,  justice,  and  frugality 
—the  most  important  to  man,  but  the  most  difficult  to  make  the 
means  of  dazzling  bis  imagination.  .  If  he  has  not  given  them  the 
highest  splendour  of  poetry,  it  was  much  to  have  arrayed  them  in 
a  mild  and  attractive  light. 

In  one  respect,  his  moral  spirit  may  be  objected  to,  namely,  in 
the  irrational  harshness  with  which  he  speaks  of  women.  But  this 
is  not  the  only  illiberal  trait  of  sentiment  with  regard  to  the  sex, 
that  appears  as  an  anomaly  in  the  history  of  Greek  civilization : 
for  republican  Greece  appears  to  have  been  more  unjust  towards 
women  than  the  age  of  Homer.  The  father  of  poetry  is  too  simple 
to  be  gallant;  but  he  has  a  natural  equity  that  seems  to  make  no 
invidious  distinction  between  the  rights  or  the  sexes.  Hesiod,  on 
the  contrary,  summarily. explains  the  origin  of  evil,  by  throwing  all 
the  blame  of  it  on  the  weaker  sex.t    Superstition  has  seldom  ex- 

*  An  ancient  legend  respecting  Hesiod. 

f  The  legend  of  Pandora  occurs  in  the  «*  Works  and  Days,"  and  is  repealed 
in  the  «•  Theogony." 
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iiibited  man  in  a  more  ignoUe  li|;ht  than  as  the  author  of  this  fic- 
tion— a  wretched  being  attempting  to  wreak  his  discontentment 
with  life  on  the^character  of  a  timid  helpmate  dependant  on  him« 
more  alive  to  suffering,  and  doomed  to  suffer  more,  than  himself. 
Voltaire  says,  that  there  is  nothing  in  Homer  equal  to  this  descrip- 
tion which  nesiod  gives  of  Pandora.  I  am  glad  that  the  cowardly 
legend  is  not  in  Homer.  ^  It  may  be  doing  injustice  to  Egypt  to 
suppose  that  Ghreece  got  it  from  that  quarter ;  but  it  seems  unwor- 
thy even  of  the  equivocal  morals  of  Greek  mythology,  and  only  fit 
to  have  issued  from  that  country  where  men  fell  down  before  cats 
and  monkeys,  and  worshipped  their  superior  natures.  Assuredly 
after  coining  such  a  fable,  and  calling  it  his  religion,  the  lord  of  the 
creation  mi3it  consistenily  debase  hunself  to  tiie  most  abject  idol- 
atry of  the  brutes. 


HAPPINESS. 

"  This  new  uid  g^orgeous  garment 
Sits  not  80  e»sy  on  me  as  you  think." 

Incessant,  earnest,  ardent,  is  man's  pursuit  of  Happiness — 
the  philosopher's  stone  of  every  age  and  nation  since  Eve's 
transgression  drove  our  first  parents  from  its  earthly  abode,  and 
rendered  its  attainment  so  difficult  to  their  descendants.  Pon- 
derous tomes  of  divinity,  huge  volumes  of  philosophy,  essays 
ivithout  number,  maxims  without  end,  have  been  written  by  our 
fellow-labourers  to  assist  us  in  the  pursuit;  and,  certainly,  when 
^ve  lose  our  way  it  is  not  from  a  deficiency  of  finger-posts  on  the 
road.  Yet,  stale  as  the  subject  is,  it  can  scarcely  be  uninte- 
resting;— ^useless  as  advice  may  be,  it  wiU  generally  obtain  lis- 
teners :  there  are  disorders  enough  in  the  world  to  find  employ- 
ment for  quacks  as  well  as  for  physicians;  and  while  men  con- 
tinue subject  to  head-aches  and  heart-aches,  they  will  pve  their 
attention  to  every  old  woman  or  empiric  who  promises  either 
cure  or  alleviation* 

There  are  a  few  ingredients  in  the  composition  of  earthly 
Happiness  which  are  indispensable,  and  for  which  no  substitute 
can  be  admitted:  over  the  lonely  inmate  of  a  bed  of  pain  and 
sickness,  whose  pangs  poverty  exasperates,  whose  once  kind 
nurses  death  has  removed,  even  religion^s  holy  influence  must 
fail;  her  angel-smile  and  soothing  whispers  of  better  things  to 
come  can  only  avert  despair,  and  produce  a  state  of  patient 
calmness  and  quiet  hope.  Extreme  misery,  however,  is  as  rare 
as  extreme  felicity;  and  with  the  exception  of  those  who  dig 
out  their  own  wretchedness  as  eagerly  as  if  they  were  digging 
for  diamonds,  and  of  a  few  others,  intended,  perhaps,  as  pe- 
rennial proofs  of  a  future  state  of  retribution.  Happiness  is  more 
equally  and  more  generally  diffused  than  is  usuaDy  imagined. 
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A  migbty  ma^cian,  silent  and  invisible  in  his  operations,  is 
ever  at  work  to  produce  this  equilibrium;  and  {ew  are  the  cir* 
cumstances  of  life  which  can  resist  the  incessant  touch  of  his 
powerful  fingers.  This  magician  is  Habit,  the  friend  of  heaven, 
who  renders  self-denial  easy  and  pleasant  to  the  virtuous;  the 
ally  of  hell,  by  whom  the  wicked  are  familiarized  to  crime.  It 
is  Habit  that  takes  away  their  relish  from  the  luxuries  of  the 
rich,  and  makes  the  coarse  fare  of  the  peasant  palatable  and 
sweet; — ^that  renders  the  cloister  pleasant  to  the  once  weeping 
nun,  the  ball-room  insipid  to  the  once  rsLptoxtd.  debiaante ; 
that  makes  the  husband  gaze  uncbarmed  on  die  thousand  beau- 
ties which  eiichanted  the  lover,  and  listen  unirritated  to  those 
querulous  tones  and  sharp  rebukes  which,  in  earlier  days,  nearly 
drove  him  distracted.  Habit,  wonderful  Habit,  can  teach  the 
proud  bride  to  clasp  her  diamond  necklace  without  one  throb  of 
exultation,  and  the  captive  or  the  Corinthian*  to  wear  his  fetters 
or  his  stays  without  a  groan-— can  bid  us  gaze  unmoved  by  won- 
der or  gratitude  on  suns  setting  in  glory,  and  heavens  span- 
gled by  a  thousand  stars,  while  a  comet  or  a  coronation  will  set 
all  England  in  a  bustle  of  admiration  and  delight. 

To  those  possessed  of  a  clear  conscience,  of  Christian  hopes, 
of  health,  and  ease,  and  competence,  it  would  appear,  that  Hap- 
piness ought  to  be  a  close  companion-— an  inseparable  hand- 
maid; yet  this  is  not  the  case;  and  we  frequendy  find  more 
fretfulness  and  complaining,  more  vapid  days  and  resdess  nights 
among  the  children  of  affluence,  surrounded  by  a  thousand 
blessings,  than  among  those  who  rise  every  morning  to  a  routine 
of  hardship  and  of  labour.  A  few  directions  may  be  of  service 
to  those  prosperous  people  in  whom  ^  much  joy  has  dried  away 
the  balmy  dew"  of  content  and  gratitude.  First,  let  no  one 
expect  ecstasies  in  this  life,  but  consider  the  absence  of  pmn  as 
pleasure,  seize  every  moment  of  calm  enjoyment  with  grateful 
alacrity,  and  duly  estimate  the  blessings  of  peace  and  of  re- 
pose. Joy  is  a  wild  and  transitory  feeling,  unfitted  to  our  pre- 
sent state  of  existence; — so  unfitted,  that  we  know  not  how  to 
denote  its  excess  but  by  tears.  ^  Few  and  far  between''  are 
its  visits.  The  recovery  of  a  dear  friend  from  dangerous  sick- 
ness, the  return  of  another  after  long  absence,  the  first  moments 
of  happy  love,  when  doubt  and  fear  fly  before  the  delicious  cer- 
tainty of  mutual  affection,  the  first  sight  of  one's  offspring,  or 
their  noUe  conduct  in  after-life ; — ^these  are  a  few  of  those 
*^  bright  sunny  spots,"  which,  if  unshaded  by  counterpoising 
sorrows,  glitter  upon  the  waste  of  humsdi  life  like  the  fair  Oases 
of  the  desert.  But  rare,  indeed,  are  moments  of  this  descripdon, 
and  seldom  are  we  able  to  resign  ourselves  to  their  full  enjoy- 

*  The  ignofMit  u«  informed  tlist  tlite  moK  elegsat  ^1^ 
itfipredleceisor  DtKUhft  onoe  so  popular  ia  ereiy  nnk.    Sie  tra^u^  &c. 
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ment :  they  make  not  up  the  sum  of  human  life,  and  those  ace 
the  wisest  among  us  who,  seizing  joy  ^tefully  when  it  comes, 
look  not  forward  to  it  with  any  sangume  expectation;  in  other, 
words,  who  are  well  pleased  to  see  a  haunch  of  venison  on  their 
table,  but  can  dine  contentedly  upon  mutton  every  day. 

Again,  let  us  not  consider  any  circumstance  as  insignificant 
whicn  can  have  the  slightest  effect  upon  our  tempers  and 
comforts.  For  what  is  a  happy  life  ?  Is  it  not  so  many  happy 
years  and  days ;  and  are  not  days  made  up  of  hours  and  minutes  I 
Every  minute,  therefore,  from  which  we  can  subtract  dulness  or 
discontent— -every  trifling  arrangement  which  can  stop  complaint 
and  impart  even  momentary  pleasure,  will  have  a  beneficial 
effect  on  the  sum  total  of  our  annual  felicity.  He  whose  temper 
is  under  the  influence  of  the  weather,  and  who  grows  gloomy  as 
the  skies  grow  dull, — ^he  who  is  annoyed  by  the  cnes  in  the 
London  streets,  or  fretted  by  the  creaking  of  his  servant's  shoes, 
is  less  happy  than  the  man  over  whom  such  minute  distresses 
have  no  effect ;  for  every  querulous  exclamation,  every  feeling 
of  vexation  impairs  the  comfort  of  the  moment,  and  may,  by 
continual  dripping,  wear  out  the  stone  upon  which  our  daily 
Happiness  rests« 

Some  persons  travel,  go  abroad,  and  look  about  them  in 
order  to  lose  instead  of  gaining  pleasure ;  they  purchase  the 
sight  of  a  chefcToeuvre  by  the  dissatisfaction  of  the  rest  of  their 
lives,  and  spend  their  time  in  making  unfavourable  comparisons 
between  what  they  see  to  day  and  what  they  saw  yesterday.  If 
they  have  once  beheld  St.  Feter's  or  the  Bay  of  Naples,  no 
other  church  or  prospect  is  worth  seeing,— the  beauty  of  an 
English  landscape  is  lost  in  the  remembrance  of  Italian  scenery; 
and  while  others  can  derive  a  refreshing  delight  from  the  view 
at  Richmond-lull,  or  even  the  unpretending  beauties  of  a  few 
sloping  fields  and  waving  woods,  these  unfortunate  travellers 
are  shut  out  from  all  gratification,  turn  away  their  eyes  in  con- 
tempt, and  despise  the  ignorant  pleasure  of  their  companions. 
Surely,  if  the  height  of  admiration,  once  experienced,  is  to 
forbid  all  lower  degrees  of  it  in  future,  better  is  it  never  to  travel 
at  all — better  never  to  lose  the  capability  of  being  gratified  by 
those  objects  among  which  our  lives  are  to  be  passed. 

There  are  few  things  which  tend  more  decidedly  to  promote 
our  Happiness,  to  give  vigour  to  the  mind  and  animation  to 
the  spirits,  than  the  pursuit  of  some  useful  possession  or  honour- 
able attainment,  and  perhaps  there  is  nothing  more  useful  and 
honourable,  more  interesting  and  pleasing,  than  the  pursuit  of 
knowledge.  "  Literature,  like  virtue,  is  its  own  reward,"  and 
possesses  every  chami  which  can  win  us  to  its  embrace.^  It  is 
full  of  variety  and  beauty;  it  Is  inexhaustible;  it  has  just  so 
much  difficulty,  as  to  excite  interest  in  the  contest,  and  triumph 
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in  the  victory;  it  raises  us  in  the  scale  of  social  and  of  intellec- 
tual  beings,  and  brings  us  into  a  sort  of  mysterious  communion 
with  the  wise  of  every  age  and  nation.  In  MannontcFs  words, 
**  c^est  unplaisir  qui  coutepeu^  qu^on  trouve partout^  et  qui  jamais 
ne  lasse.^^  In  the  words  of  Owen  Feltham,  "  Knowledge  is  Ac 
guide  of  youth,  to  manhood  a  companion,  and  to  old  age  a  cor- 
dial and  an  antidote.  If  I  die  to-morrow  ihy  life  will  be  some- 
what the  sweeter  to-day  for  knowledge." 

If  we  look  around  us,  we  shall  be  speedily  convinced,  that 
most  men  feel  the  importance  of  a  pursuit,  and  shall  be  amused 
by  the  curious  expedients  and  strange  substitutes  to  which  those 
have  recourse  who  refuse  to  take  pleasure  in  rational  employ- 
ment. Some  pursue  the  improvement  of  their  own  persons, 
hunt  out  fashionable  tailors,  study  the  tie  of  their  neckcloth,  and 
muse  upon  the  arrangement  of  their  hair ;  some  collect  trinkets, 
hang  seals  to  their  watches  by  dozens,  dote  upon  diamond-rings, 
and  adore  musical  snuff-boxes;  others  aim  at  the  high  arts  of 
rowing  and  sailing,  or  seek  the  reputation  of  being  capital  crick- 
eters, or  ruin  their  constitutions  by  pedestrianism,  or  their  for- 
tunes by  racing.  Then  there  are  the  male  collectors  of  illegible 
and  unreadable  books,  of  counterfeit  coins,  defaced  statues, 
Claudes  which  were  bom  in  England,  and  Cuyps  of  yesterday's 
production:  and  the  female  fanciers  of  china  covered  with 
unnatural  figures  and  hideous  designs,  of  preserved  butterflies, 
and  of  sheUs  and  fossils  with  forgotten  names.  Most  single 
women,  indeed,  have  one  great  object  of  pursuit  for  which  tfaey 
dress  by  day,  of  which  they  dream  by  night,  and  which  fixes 
their  attention  from  sixteen  to  sixty;,  while  those  who  are  mar- 
ried hunt  for  cooks  who  never  over-roast  the  meat,  or  oil  the 
melted  butter,  "  faultless  monsters  whom  the  world  ne'er  saw," 
or  strive  to  brighten  plain  children  into  beauties,  or  dull  ones 
into  prodigies,  or  emulate  the  gay  parties  of  some  fashionable 
contemporary,  and  spend  three  hundred  and  sixty-four  days  of 
the  year  in  contriving  plans  for  cheating,  or  coaxing,  or  worrying, 
or  scolding  their  husbands  into  giving  a  ball  that  shall  ha^f-ruin 
them  on  the  three  hundred  and  sixty-fifth. 

Young  ladies  ought  to  be  happy;  they  have  always  some  in- 
nocent little  pursuit  in  view,  besides  the  great  object  of  their 
existence,  which,  like  the  under-plot  in  the  play,  may  fill  up  the 
dull  moments  of  their  drama  of  life,  and  occupy  the  attention 
till  the  hero  of  the  piece  appears.  Sometimes  they  collect  im- 
pressions of  seals ;  sometimes  surrounded  by  new  bread  and 
Prussian  blue  they  make  the  seals  themselves;  sometimes  they 
fill  a  dozen  fairy  music-books  with  the  scarcely  visible  notes  of 
waltzes  and  quadrilles,  or  cover  the  beautiful  paper  of  a  large 
and  splendid  volume  with  old  bon-mots,  stupid  riddles,  and  silly 
songs.   Others  imitate  Indian  work,  or  Brussels  lace,  and  injure 
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the  brilliancy,  and  diminish  the  use,  of  their  eyes,  while  they  pore 
over  the  minute  tracery  of  a  cabinet,  or  the  miniature  embroi- 
dery of  a  veil;  others,  again,  paint  velvet  by  wholesale,  and  look 
forward  with  high  ambition  towards  the  glorious  time  when  the 
curtains,  and  sofas,  and  cushions  of  their  mother's  drawing-room 
hhall  be  flaring  with  poppies  and  pionies,  yellow  lilies  and 
flaunting  tulips,  all  the  produce  of  their  own  fingers — the  off- 
spring of  their  own  labours. 

Spme  degree  of  difficulty,  however,  is  necessary,  in  order  to 
give  interest  to  an  object  and  eagerness  to  our  pursuit  of  it; 
and  it  is  the  ease  with  which  the  rich  and  the  great  obtain  all 
they  desire  which  so  frequendy  renders  their  lives  vapid  and 
spiritless,  and  sends  them  to  the  gambling-table  for  excitement 
and  animation.  There,  and  perhaps  there  only,  they  are  placed 
on  an  equality  with  their  companions;  chance  is  no  aristocrat, 
the  dice  stop  not  even  by  the  command  of  a  sceptre;  there  they 
experience  the  alterations  of  hope  and  fear,  the  excitation  of 
danger  and  of  doubt;  and  while  love  palls  because  it  always 
smiles,  luxuries  are  insipid  because  they  court  acceptance,  and 
the  path  of  life  is  rendered  dull  by  the  very  pioneer  who  makes 
it  so  invariably  smooth;  they  rush  like  madmen  to  the  table 
where  the  chokmg  interest  of  an  hour  may  be  purchased  at  an 
enormous  price — may  be  followed  by  ruin  and  by  death. 

Most  true  it  is  that  happiness  most  frequently  takes  up  her 
abode  in  the  middle  ranks  of  life.  The  mind  of  man  is  so  con- 
stituted as  to  take  more  pleasure  in  anticipating  a  future  good 
than  in  enjoying  a  present  one :  ease  is  ten  times  sweeter  when 
gained  by  our  own  exertions;  rest  is  never  truly  delightful  till 
purchased  by  previous  labour;  what  we  procure  for  ourselves 
seems  more  precious  than  any  inherited  possessions;  and  the 
litde  acquisitions  and  indulgencies  for  which  we  work  and  for 
which  we  economize,  are  pleasanter  amusements  in  pursuit,  and 
greater  blessings  in  enjoyment,  than  all  the  luxury  and  splen- 
dour to  which  the  rich  and  noble  are  familiarized  from  their 
birth,  and  which  spring  not  in  the  remotest  degree  from  their 
own  merit  or  exertions. 

Some  conversation  I  had  with  a  friend  a  short  time  since 
occasioned  the  following  letter  from  him  to  explain  the  state  of 
his  mind,  and  the  reasons  of  a  joylessness  of  manner,  on  which 
I  had  made  a  few  remarks.  It  proves  the  impossibility  of  cor- 
rectly estimating  the  happiness  of  any  individual  by  the  obser- 
\'ation  of  his  outward  circumstances  only. 

•^  My  dear  Friend, — Some  men,  you  know,  doat  upon  riches, 
strive  for  them,  slave  fof  them,  sin  for  them ;  others  are  the  miser- 
able victims  of  love,  whose  chains  they  fain  would  break,  but  can- 
not—whose tyrannical  commands  in  spite  of  reason  they  obey.  My 
discomforts  proceed  from  very  different  causes ;  wealth  is  my  an- 
nojancci  freedom  from  love  my  grief. 
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'•  I  was  born  a  descendant  from  younger  sons,  with  only  a  noble 
name  for  my  inheritance,  and  compelled  to  gain  my  subsistence  by  la- 
bour  and  industry.  Happy  necessity !  For  ten  years  of  my  life  I  rose 
every  morning  to  a  day  of  monotonous  business;  for  ten  years  every 
moment  of  leisure  was  precious.  You  must  remember  the  deiiebt 
with  which  I  welcomed  my  annual  Iwlidays,  the  elee  with  which  I 
set  out  to  gaze  on  ereen  fields  and  inhale  fresh  oreezes.  I  often 
envy  my  former  self,  the  transports  of  joy  which  the  permission  to 
shoot  over  a  manor  excited.  What  [preparation  of  powder  and 
shot,  what  borrowing  of  dog9»  and  cleaning  of  guns,  what  voluntary 
hardships  and  willing  fati^pies!  The  careful  arrangement  of  my 
expenditure  was  another  source  of  interest  and  amusement  How 
ricn,  how  very  rich  I  felt  when  Lhad  twenty  guineas  more  than  I 
absolutely  wanted;  how  I  speculated  and  debated  about  their  em- 
ployment! The  gradual  acquisition  of  a  tolerable  library  was  a 
constant  reason  ror  economy,  and  great  was  the  pleasure  with 
which  I  hailed  every  addition  to  mv  shelves.  You  have  often 
laughed  at  the  frequent  visits  which  I  paid  to  every  book-stall  of 
any  celebrity,  and  wherever  a  few  dingy  volumes  were  exposed 
for  sale,  thither  you  were  sure  to  see  me  direct  my  eyes  and  my 
attention.  How  I  lingered  round  the  abode  of  some  coveted  book, 
and  cheapened,  and  hesitated,  and  departed,  and  returned,  till  its 
owner  relaxed  hift  rigour,  or  my  eagerness  yielded  to  his  demands. 
True,  I  had  petty  restrictions,  and  ungratined  wishes,  but  my  dia- 

r>sition  delights* in  difficulty,  and  is  not  discouraged  by  distance ; 
possessed  blessings  enougn  for  present  comfort,  had  objects  for 
eager  pursuit,  sanguine  spirits  to  urge  me  on,  and  hope  to  tell  me 
that  1  should  at  length  succeed.  There  was  no  vacuum  in  my 
thoughts,  no  dulness  in  my  days,  and  pleased  I  beheld  my  indus- 
try attaining  its  reward,  my  library  lengthening  its  rows,  and  tlie 
time  approaching  so  long  anticipated  as  the  commencement  of 
complete  felicity,  when  my  income  might  permit  me,  without 
imprudence,  to  look  about  for  a  wife,  to  select  some  fair,  and 
kind,  and  amiable  woman,  whose  affection  pure  and  disinterest- 
ed, whose  tastes  innocent  as  my  own,  whose  wishes  as  humble 
would  allow  her  to  find  happiness  in  that  quiet,  unpretending 
home  where  all  my  desires  centered.  Every  man  builds  cas- 
tles in  the  air;  every  man  will  occasionally  indulge  in  fancy- 
ing a  bright  futurity,  and  many  a  nieht  did  I  steal  an  hoar 
from  sleep,  many  a  nay  did  I  waste  a  few  unoccupied  minutes, 
many  a  man  did  I  run  asainst  in  the  streets,  and  many  a  puddle 
dimmed  the  brightness  of  my  boots,  while  I  was  figuring  to  myself 
the  happiness  of  being  two-and-tiiirty,  and  having  seven  hundred 
a-year,— for  that  was  the  ase  and  tins  the  sum  which  were  to  be 
the  immediate  precursors  of  Hymen.  The  intervening  years  would 
soon  slip  away,  and  then  I  should  make  my  selection.  I  decided 
on  tlie  hair,  the  eyes,  the  heieht,  the  Chriitian  name  of  my  bride; 
I  saw  her  radiant  smile,  her  looks  of  modesty  and  love;  a  hundred 
times  I  offered  her  my  hand  and  heart— -a  hundred  times  I  heard 
her  whispered  acceptance ;  I  fixed  on  twenty  houses  for  our  future 
residence,  and  almost  arranged  their  furniture  and  economy.    I 
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imapned  myself  disposing  my  books  on  the  shelves  of  m j  snug 
little  parlour:  I  fancied  my  breakfast-table  enliyened  by  woman's 
presence;  I  saw  the  parting  nod  which  spoke  the  morning  farewell^ 
and  the  cheerful  smile  which  greeted  my  return  from  business,  and 
still  advancing  in  time  and  in  happiness,  saw  baby  faces  held  up 
to  welcome  my  arrival,  and  heard  tnose  young  and  ioyous  voices 
wluch  convey  cheerfulness  and  deliriit  to  a  parent's  heart.  Mean- 
while I  steeled  my  heart  against  female  power;  resolutely  ran 
away  fromitemptation ;  and,  convinced  that  an  engagement  or  more 
than  a  twelvemonth  was  neither  pleasant  nor  prudent,  I  determin- 
ed not  to  attempt  to  gain  any  woman's  affections  till  1  bad  it  in 
my  power  to  offer  her  a  comfortable  home.  Sometimes  my  heart 
was  pricked,  sometimes  slightly  wounded ;  I  occasionally  detected 
myself  identifying  the.  creation  of  my  fancy  with  my  last  partner 
in  a  quadrille,  admitting  the  possibility  of  admiring  blue  eyes  as 
well  as  brown,  or  even  suspecting  that  I  mi^t  marry  a  woman 
whose  name  was  neither  Mary  nor  Ellen.  At  lens;th,  four  years 
before  the  wooing  time  arrived,  the  deaths  of  an  uncle  whom  1  liad 
never  seen,  and  of  two  cousins  who  refused  me  the  honour  of  a 
passing  bow,  put  me  most  unexpectedly  in  possession  of  ten  thou- 
sand a-vear.  f  was  much  surprised,  and  supposed  that  my  happiness 
would  be  considerably  increased.  I  gave  up  my  business,  (fis- 
chaiged  my  lodgings,  and  prepared  to  set  out  for  the  family  man- 
sion. Already  was  a  change  in  my  feelings  visible.  My  little 
library,  once  so  precious,  was  now  of  small  importance,  and  I  gave 
no  directions  about  the  packing  of  my  books,  though  there  was  a 
time  when  tite  loss  of  a  single  volume,  or  the  injury  of  a  single 
leaf,  would  have  been  a  serious  annoyance.  I  passed  a  shop  where 
a  handsome  edition  of  Livy  had  once  attracted  my  envying  eyes, 
without  casting  a  glance  towards  it.  "  I  can  buy  that  at  any  time," 
thought  I,  and  the  meditated  purchase  seemed  robbed  of  half  its 
value.  I  soon  found  it  the  same  in  other  respects.  At  first,  in- 
deed, it  was  so  new  and  pleasant  to  feel  m^  acquired  dignity,  to 
receive  congratulations,  issue  orders,  direct  improvements,  that  a 
twelvemonth  passed  away  happily  enough,  even  now,  indeed,  / 
ought  tOrbe  happy:  I  have  health,  and  riches,  and  affectionate 
friends,  yet  life  seems  unusually  dull,  and  time  will  sometimes 
hane  heavily  on  my  hands.  Now  I  have  the  entire  disposal  of  my 
whole  day,  leisure  is  less  valuable;  now  1  might  read  from  morn- 
ing to  niffht,  I  find  less  pleasure  in  study;  now  I  have  only  to  order 
as  many  Dooks  as  I  please,  the  selection  affords  me  less  amuse- 
ment—4he  acquisition  less  delight;  now  I  may  shoot  over  gimd 
preserves  from  September  1st  to  April  5th,  I  taxe  up  my  gun  with 
less  glee,  and  bring  down  my  bird  with  less  triumph ;  and  now  I 
may  marry  any  gin  in  the  country,  I  find  it  quite  impossible  to  fall 
in  love  with  one  of  them.  I  am  so  fond  of  female  society,  so  con- 
▼inced  that  man's  happiness  and  respectability  flourish  best  in  do- 
mestic life,  that  I  really  take  pains  to  lose  my  heart,  try  to  coax 
myself  into  affection— to  fan  myself  into  flames.  Bu^  alas !  all  to 
no  purpose,  I  cannot  persuade  myself  of  the  sincerity  of  that  par- 
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tialitj  which  I  every  where  encottnter*  and  I  reftd  in  mrklin^ 
eyea»  and  cheeks  which  grow  brighter  at  niy  a|>|>roach»  noUiang  but 
a  readiness  to  live  at  North  wood  Hall,  and  assist  me  in  the  expen- 
diture often  thousand  a-year. 

"  To  be  accepted  merely  for  my  wealth,  to  become  the  prize  and 
the  dupe  of  some  mercenary  woman,  to  iBind  indifference  and  dissi- 

etion,  where  I  hoped  for  true  attachment  and  ouiet  tastes,  would 
,  in  my  opinion,  the  summit  of  discomfort:  aoubtless  there  are 
thousands  ot  women  in  the  world  who  would  spurn  4he  idea  of 
marrying  from  interested  motives— -women  capable  of  the  purest 
and  the  strongest  affection,  but  how  am  I  to  discriminate,  how  dis- 
tinsiiish  the  words  and  looks  of  dawning  partiality  from  those  of 
cnSty  semblance;  a  mistake  would  be  irretrievable — ^would  destroy 
the  happiness  of  my  life  at  a  blow ;  the  risk  is  too  great  to  be  en- 
countered, and  I  find  myself  obliged  to  adopt  the  motto  of  a  bache> 
lor-peer  of  high  rank,  who  is,  perhans,  in  some  degree  actuated  by 
simuar  feelings,  and  to  say  to  myself,  when  surrounded  by  winning 
smiles  and  favouring  dances, '  tJavendo  tutus,^  *  Cavmio  Mhs.* 

"  I  am  not  only  excluded  by  mj  suspicions  from  matrimony^  but 
am  almost  shut  t>ut  by  my  principles  from  female  society*  Too 
honourable  to  desire  to  excite  untbunded  hopes  and  expectations, 
I  carefully  abstain  from  any  peculiar  attentions  to  single  women, 
but  alas!  I  cannot  now  ask  a  young  lady  to  drink  wine,  without  a 
congratulatory  slance  passing  between  her  father  and  mother;  nor 
request  her  to  be  my  partner  in  a  quadrille,  without  raising  san- 
guine hopes  of  a  partnership  of  a  more  durable  nature.  If  I  chance 
to  speak  low  to  any  fair  expectant,  a  murmur  runs  round  the  room, 
that  I  am  makinc  my  proposals ;  and  the  offer  of  my  arm  during  a 
wiJk,  the  loan  of  a  book,  or  the  approval  of  a  drawing,  is  sure  to 
produce  a  paraeraph  in  the  County  Chronicle,  in  which  I  am  led 
to  the  hymeneal  altar  with  the  object  of  this  unmeaning  attention. 
Then  how  the  fathers,  and  mothers,  and  uncles,  and  annts,  teaze 
me  about  my  bachelor  condition;  the  health  of  the  future  Mrs.—— 
IS  drunk  at  every  dinner-party ;  whenever  Northwood  Hall  is  men- 
tioned it  is  declared  to  want  nothing  but  a  mistress— «nd  "  So  you 
are  going  to  be  married  at  last?''—*'  So  you  are  really  about  to  be- 
come a  Benedict?" — *'  Who  is  the  fortunate  lady?''—"  When  am 
1  to  wish  you  joy  ?"— «nd  a  hundred  jokes  about  honey -moons,  and 
'curtain-lectures,  and  petitions  for  wedding-cake  and  favours,  meet 
me  in  all  directions.  If  I  may  trust  the  account  of  their  relations, 
all  the  young  women  in  my  neighbourhood  are  miracles  of  sense 
and  excellence— patterns  of  every  virtue;  and  all  I  have  to  do  is 
to  decide  between  rival  angels.  Fhese  (neces  of  perfection  them- 
selves are  very  willing  to  perform  the  agreeable;  two  or  three  are 
learning  Italian,  because  I  said,  by  chance,  it  was  my  favourite  lan- 
j^a^;  four  are  squalling  themselves  hoarse  because  I  am  fond  of 
singins;;  and  there  is  not  a  colour  to  be  seen  on  one  of  them  since 
I  was  heard  to  say  that  I  thought  white  dresses  most  {|;enteel  and 
becoming.  In  some  respects  my  influence  is  beneficial.  I  have 
banished  waltziog  from  the  country,  by  saying  I  should  not  like 
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my  wife  to  waltz;  and  the  once  neglected  national  school  have 
Sundance  of  patronage  since  I  expressed  m  j  approbation  of  two 
or  three  good  old  ladies  who  occasionally  attended  them.  ' 

*'  Sappose  not,  my  dear  friend,  that  my  vanity  is  at  all  gratified 
by  so  m vch  compliance  and  flattery ;  on  tKe  contrary,  I  assis^  all  to 
the  real  motives,  feel  vexed  and  mortified,  and  fear  I  must'Tive  and 
die  a  bachelor,  because  all  the  ladies  are  anxious  to  marry  me. 
Willingly,  cheerfully  would  I  resign  my  fortune,  leave  Nor^wood 
Hall  and  idleness,  for  London  and  labour,  could  I  do  so  consist- 
ently with  duty  and  common  sense ;  but  this  is  impossible,  and  I 
am  obliged  to  exchange  unsuspecting  love  and  confiding  affection 
for  splendour  I  do  not  relish,  and  leisure  I  do  not  enjoy.  I  yearn 
for  tlie  duties,  the  charities,  the  blessings  of  domestic  life;  but 
must  content  myself  with  performing  well  the  obligations  of  a  mas- 
ter, a  landlord,  and  a  friend*-4iappy  if,  after  years  of  caution  and 
suspicion,  I  do  not,  in  more  advanced  life,  overthrow  the  prudence 
of  years  by  the  infatuation  of  a  week,  and  become  at  threescore  the 
dupe  of  arts,  which  at  thirty  I  should  have  discovered  and  de- 
spised. I  remain,  my  dear  Friend, 

Very  sincerely  your^s." 


THE  BBOTUEBS : 

Air  AirsCDOTE  fBOX  TBI  GSSXAK  OF  8CHIILSB. 

Plays  and  romances  disclose  to  us  the  most  shining  traits  in 
the  human  mind:  our  imagination  is  inflamed,  but  our  heart 
Tpmsaas  cold;  at  least  the  fervour  which  is  raised  in  it  in  this 
manner  is  only  momentary,  and  becomes  chilled  in  practical 
life.  At  the  same  instant  that  we  are  moved  almost  to  tears  by 
the  unadorned  goodness  of  heart  of  the  noble  hero  of  romance, 
we  perhaps  spurn  with  anger  from  our  door  the  miserable  beg- 
gar who  importunes  us  for  charity.  Who  knows,  whether  this 
artificial  existence  in  an  ideal  world,  may  not  undermine  our  ex- 
istence in  the  real  one  ?  Wo  hover  as  it  were  about  the  two 
extremes  of  morality,  angel  and  devil,  and  the  medium — man — 
we  aband^ 

The  following  anecdote  of  two  Germans,  (with  a  proud  joy 
do  I  say  it)  has  one  indisputable  merit*— it  is  true.  I  hope  it 
may  instil  more  warmth  into  my  readers,  than  all  the  volumes 
of  Grandison  or  of  Pamela* 

Two  brothers.  Bar<H»  of  W ,  were  in  love  with  a  young 

and  excellent  lady,  and  neither  was  acquainted  with  the  passion 
of  the  other.  The  affection  of  both  was  tender  and  vehement — 
it  was  their  first:  the  maiden  was  beautiful,  and  formed  of  Sen- 
sibility. They  suffered  their  inclinations  to  increase  to  the 
utmost  bounds,  for  the  danger  the  most  dreadful  to  their  hearts 
was  unknown  to  them,  to  have  a  brother  for  a  rival.  Each 
V«i.  I.  No.  9.-1821.  2 1 
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forboie  an  early  explanation  with  the  lady,  and  thus  were  both 
deceived;  until  an  unexpected  occurrence  discovered  the  whole 
'  secret  of  their  sentiments. 

Their  love  had  already  risen  to  its  utmost  height :  that  most  . 
unhappy  passion,  which  has  caused  almost  as  cruel  ravages  as 
its  dreadful  counterpart,  had  taken  such  complete  possession  of 
their  hearts,  as  to  render  a  sacrifice  on  either  side  impossible* 
The  fair  one,  full  of  commiseration  for  the  unhappy  situation  of 
these  two  unfortunates,  would  not  decide  upon  the  exclusion  of 
either,  but  submitted  her  own  feelings  to  the  decision  of  their 
brotherly  love. 

Conqueror  in  this  doubtful  strife,  betwixt  duty  and  sentiment, 
which  our  philosophers  are  always  so  ready  to  decide,  but  which 
the  practical  man  undertakes  so  slowly,  the  .elder  brother  said 
to  the  younger,  ^^  I  know  thou  lovest  the  maiden  as  vehement  as 
myself.  I  will  not  ask  for  which  of  us  a  priority  of  right  should 
determine.  Do  thou  remain  here,  whilst  I  seek  the  wide  world* 
I  am  wiUing  to  die,  that  I  may  forget  her.  If  such  be  my  fate, 
brother,  then  is  she  thine,  and  may  Heaven  bless  thy  love ! 
Should  I  not  meet  with  death,  do  thou  set  out,  and  foUow  my 
example." 

He  left  Germany,  and  hastened  to  Holland ;  but  the  form  of 
his  beloved  still  followed  him.  Far  from  the  climate  which  she 
inhabited,  banished  from  the  spot  which  contained  the  whole 
■felicity  of  his  heart,  in  which  alone  he  was  able  to  exist,  the 
unhappy  youth  sickened, — as  the  plant  withers  which  is  ravished  * 
from  its  maternal  bed  in  Asia  by  the  powerful  European,  and 
forced  from  its  more  clement  sun  into  a  remote  and  rougher 
soil.  He  reached  Amsterdam  in  a  desponding  condition,  where 
he  fell  ill  of  a  violent  and  dangerous  fever*  The  form  of  her  he 
loved  predominated  in  his  frantic  dreams;  his  health  depended 
on  her  possession.  The  physicians  were  in  doubt  of  his  life, 
and  nothing  but  the  assurance  of  being  restored  again  to  her, 
rescued  him  from  the  arms  of  death.  He  arrived  in  his  native 
city  changed  to  a  skeleton,  the  most  dreadful  image  of  consum- 
ing grief,  and  with  tq^ering  steps  reached  the  door  of  his  be- 
loved—of his  brother. 

*'  Brother,  behold  me  once  again*  Heaven  knows  how  I  have 
striven  to  subdue  the  emotions  of  my  heart*  I  can  do  no 
more." 

He  sunk  senseless  into  the  lady's  arms. 

The  younger  brother  was  no  less  determined.  In  a  few 
weeks  he  was  ready  to  set  out. 

"  Brother,  thou  carriedst  thy  grief  with  thee  to  Holland*  I 
will  endeavour  to  bear  mine  farther.  Lead  not  the  maidai  to 
the  altar  till  I  write  to  thee*  Fraternal  love  alone  permits  such 
a  stipulation*  Should  I  be  more  fortunate  than  thou  wert,  in 
the  name  of  God  let  her  be  thine,  and  may  Heaven  prosper  thy 
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union.  Should  I  not,  may  the  Almighty  in  that  case  judge 
further  between  us!  Farewell.  Take  this  sealed  packet;  do 
not  open  it  till  I  am  far  from  hence.  I  am  going  to  Batavia." 
He  then  sprung  into  the  coach.  The  other  remained  motion- 
less, and  absorbed  in  grief,  for  his  brother  had  surpassed  him  in 
generosity.  Love,  and  at  the  same  time,  the  sorrow  at  losing 
such  a  man,  rushed  forcibly  upon  his  mind.  The  noise  of  the 
Hying  vehicle  pierced  him  to  the  hea^t — ^his  life  was  feared. 
The  lady — but  no!  of  her  I  must  not  yet  speak. 

The  packet  was  opened.  It  contained  a  complete  assign- 
ment of  all  his  German  possessions  to  his  brother,  in  the  event 
of  fortune  being  favourable  to  the  fugitive  in  Batavia.  The 
latter,  subduer  of  himself,  sailed  with  some  Dutch  merchants, 
and  airrived  safely  at  that  place.  A  few  weeks  after,  he  sent  his 
brodier  the  following  lines  :^-* 

**  Here,  where  I  return  thanks  to  the  Almighty,  here,  in 
anothef  world,  do  I  think  of  thee,  and  of  our  loves,  with  all  the 
joy  of  a  martyr.  New  scenes  and  events  have  expanded  my 
soul,  and  God  has  given  me  strength  to  offer  the  greatest  sacri- 
fice to  friendship — the  maiden — God !  here  a  tear  doth  fall — 
the  last — I  have  conquered — the  maiden  is  thine.  Brother,  it 
was  not  ordained  that  I  should  possess  her;  that  is,  she  would 
not  have  been  happy  with  me.  If  the  thought  should  ever 
come  to  her,  that  she  would  have  been— -Brother !  brother !  with 
difficulty  do  I  tear  her  from  my  soul.  Do  not  forget  how  hard 
the  attaunment  of  her  has  been  to  thee.  Treat  her  dways  as  thy 
youthful  passion  at  present  teaches  thee.  Treat  her  isilways  s^ 
the  dear  legacy  of  a  brother,  whom  thy  arms  will  never  more 
enfold.  Farewell !  Do  not  write  to  me,  when  thou  celebratest 
thy  marriage-— my  wounds  still  bleed.  Write  to  me,  that  thou 
art  happy.  My  deed  is  a  surety  to  me,  that  God  will  not  for- 
sake me  in  a  foreign  world." 

The  nuptials  were  celebrated.  The  most  felicitous  of  mar- 
riages lasted  a  year.  At  the  end  of  that  period  the  lady  died. 
In  her  expiring  moments,  she  acknowledged  to  her  most  inti- 
mate friend  the  unhappy  secret  of  her  bosom  : — the  exiled  bro- 
ther she  had  loved  the  strongest. 

Both  brothers  still  live.  The  elder  upon  his  estates  in  Ger- 
many, where  he  has  married  again.  The  younger  remains  in 
Batavia,  and  has  become  a  fortunate  an4  shining  character. 
He  made  a  vow  never  to  marry,  and  has  kept  it. 


pearce's  account  of  abvssinia.* 

Th£  observations  of  a  man  of  an  active  and  vigorous  mind  like 
that  of  Nathaniel  Pearce,  on  a  country  in  which^ie  resided  about 

*  A  mall  but  trite  Account  of  the  Ways  and  Manners  of  the  Ab^inians,  b  j 
Nathaniel  Pearce,  an  Engfish  Sailor»  who  was  left  in  AbyMinia  at  his  own  desire. 
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fifteen  years,  altiuragh  an  uneducated  British  seaman,  cannotbe 
otherwise  than  interesting  to  every  inquirer  after  truth  and  impar* 
tial  investieator  of  facts.  It  will  not  be  expected  that  such  a  nar- 
rative should  abound  with  the  beauties  of  language ;  but  if  it  con- 
tains what  is  more  intrinsically  good — a  faithful  description  of  the 
country,  however  homely  the  language,  that  is  what  we  particularly 
seek. 

When  Mr.  Salt  visited  Abyssinia  the  second  time,  and  found  Mr. 
Pearce  still  there,  he  says, "  I  found  Mr.  Pearce,  to  my  nreat  sur- 
prise, very  little  alterea  in  complextODH^nd  he  spoke  Relish  al- 
most as  perfectly  as  when  I  left  him.  It  was  truly  gratifying  to 
witness  his  raptures  at  finding  himself  once  more  among  English- 
men, and  in  an  English  ship.  In  the  fulness  of  his  heart  he  seem- 
ed to  consider  every  countrjrman  aboard  as  a  brother ;  and  it  was 
interesting  to  observe  with  what  respect  and  astonishment  our  sail- 
ors lookecTup  to  him  in  return,  from  the  various  accounts  they  had 
previously  heard  of  the  intrepidity  with  which  he  had  surmounted 
so  many  dangers.  He  subsequently  gave  proofs  of  extraordinary 
activity,  for  althouch  there  were  several  excellent  sailors  on  board, 
there  was  not  one  mat  could  follow  him  aloft,  owing  to  the  rapidity 
with  which  he  darted  from  one  point  of  the  ship  to  another.  I  was 
also  fflad  to  find  that  the  cultivation  of  his  mind  had  kept  pace  with 
the  improvement  of  his  bodily  powers :  with  a  knowledge  of  ^e 
languages,  he  possessed  so  perfect  an  insight  into  the  manners  and 
feeungs  of  the  Abyssinians,  that  his  assistance  to  me,  as  an  inter- 
preter, became  invaluable." — SaWs  Voyage,  p.  203. 

Our  interesting  traveller,  on  his  return  to  England  through  E^pt, 
in  1830,  has  add^  another  loss  to  the  fatal  list  of  African  traTeUers. 
in  May,  1818,  however,  he  was  in  Abyssinia,  the  Ras  not  allowing 
him  to  leave  the  country,  but  he  had  of  late  suffered  much  from  dis- 
ease and  oraression ;  and  in  a  letter  of  the  20di  October,  1814,  to 
Theodore  Forbes,  Esq.  the  British  resident  at  Mdka,  he  complain- 
ed "  that  the  Ras*  behaved  in  a  yery  ni^;ardly  manner,  in  spite  of 
all  his  services,  scarce  giving  him  and  his  family  enouch  to  live  on ; 
tbou^»"  continues  he,  "  the  Ras,  on  account  ot  his  religion,  sends, 
at  this  present  time,  to  Muhamed  AH,  to  bring  the  Kopti  Bishop, 
or  Aboon,  from  Cairo,  10,000  dollars,  15  slaves,  24  pieces  of  Abys- 
sinian cloth,  2  fine  horses,  and  2  mules."  The  arrival  of  the  Aboon, 
or.  Patriarch,  from  Egypt,  was  peculiarly  unpropitious  to  poor 
Pearce,  who  was  now  worn  down  with  sickness  anci  suffering. 

« As  soon  as  I  arrived  at  Massow,  says  Pearce,  (Letter,  20th 
March,  1816)  the  Ras  sent  me  word  to  quit  my  house,  and  that  the 
Aboon  was  to  take  it  on  his  arrival  at  Chalhcut,  which  I  strictly 
denied,  and  swore  that  I  would  die  in  my  own  house,  which  I  had 
been  at  the  expense  of  building,  which  at  first  enraged  him  very 
much  r  but  finding  that  I  was  determined  to  die  sooner  than  quft 
my  house  by  force,  the  wretched  old  savage  (I  can  call  him  no  bet- 
ter) coaxed  me  over  with  promises,  even  swore  to  give  me  the  price 
of  my  house,  garden,  &c.  which,  after  great  persuasion,  I  agreed  to. 

by  Lord  Valentia  (now  Earl  Mount  NonisX  durinr  his  Visit  to  Mossowa,  in  1805. 
I^roro  the  2d  volume  of  the  Thuunctions  of  the  Literary  Society  of  Bombay. 
*  From  the  Ai«bic  Mat^  u  e. »  head  (man)  a  chief. 
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Bat  I  soon  saw  him  go  &r  from  his  oath.  As  soon  as  the  Aboon 
arrived,  I  went  to  pay  him  inj  compUmeiits,  and  endeavour  to  get 
into  favour  with  him ;  but  before  I  could  see  him,  1  found  that  the 
old  wretch  had  ordered  people  to  watch  my  motions,  and  not  ou 
any  account  to  let  me. speak  with  the  Aboon.  You  would  be  sur- 
prised were  I  to  mention  the  multitude  of  people  that  flock  from 
all  quarters  of  Ethiopia  to  this  Egyptian  monk ;  but  I  shall  send 
you  all  particulars  another  time.  Ihe  reason  the  old  wretch  does 
not  wish  ne  to  see  him  is,  that  he  is  afraid  I  shall  tell  him  what  ex* 
pease  and  industry  I  have  been  at  with  my  house  and  garden.  I 
leave  you  to  guess  how  it  would  touch  an  Enslishman's  heart, 
after  seven  years  endeavouring  to  teach  these  idle  villains  to  be  a 
little  industrious,  by  showing  them  the  produce  of  my  garden^ 
grapes,  peaches,  limes,  English  cabbage  of  all  sorts,  turnips,  car-, 
rots,  potatoes,  pigeon-house,  &cy— to  luive  all  taken  from  me  with- 
out one  farthing  of  payment,  by  an  old  miserly  wretch,  who  I  have 
been  serving  in  all  his  wars  above  ten  years.  I  beg  of  him  to 
let  me  bo  to  M6ka,  but  he  says  he  can  never  agree  to  that,  as  I 
know  ail  the  country,  and  shall  of  course  be  able  to  conduct  an 
array  through  any  part  of  it.  He  says  that  the  Musselmen  tell 
him  the  English  got  into  India  by  nrst  sending  people  to  live 
among  them?'  &c. 

Pearce  writes  to  Mr.  Forbes,  and  informs  him  "  the  Ras  is  great- 
ly afraid  of  dying;  he  is  upwards  of  eighty  years  of  age,  but 
as  nimble  as  a  boy."  The  Arabs  in  the  (Sakara  El  grarbie) 
Western  Sahara,  at  the  a^e  of  seventy,  eighty,  and  even  ninety, 
have  this  extraordinary  agility,  and  appear  to  be  free  from  those 
pains  and  aches  that  generally  afflict  people  of  that  advanced  age ; 
and  like  a  candle  whose  light  is  brilliant  to  the  last,  they  maintain 
their  health  and  activity,  in  spite  of  years,  until  the  period  of  their 
diasoltttioni 

Otfr  traveller  tells  us, "  that  Goga,  governor  or  kin^  of  Igue  Gar- 
ler,  turned  Christian,  and  the  King  of  Shear  gave  him  his  daugh- 
ter; but  the  Gasmartie  Libban  being  at  variance  with  Goga,  would 
not  allow  the  King  of  Shear's  daughter  to  pass  through  his  country. 
There  beinc  no  other  road,  they  planned  a  scheme  to  ^et  her 
through  unknown  to  Libban.    They  sent  her  disguised  with  the 

Eriests  and  poor  that  travel  about  the  country.  When  Libban 
eard  that  €kiga  had  received  his  wife  from  Shear,  he  was  greatly 
enraged ;  but  being  informed  of  the  manner  the  King  of  Shear  had 
sent  his'  daughter,  he  held  his  peace,  being  determined  to  revenge 
himself  on  the  Christian  priests.  He  ^ve  notice  to  all  priests  and 
poor  travelling  people,  that  he  was  going  to  five  an  offering  of  a 
thousand  bullocks,  and  as  many  cloths,  as  a  fellartf  or  forgiveness, 
for  his  father  Coulassy,  and  appointed  the  day  they  were  all  to  as- 
semble. The  news  being  spread,  the  poor  sort  of  priests  assem- 
bled together  on  the  day  appointed.  As  soon  as  Libban  heard  they 
were  assembled,  he  picked  out  twelve  of  the  principal  priests  who 
had  come  from  Igue  and  Shear  as  a  reserve.  He  then  ordered  his 
horse,  which  were  about  10>000,  to  gallop  in  upon  the  priests  and 
beggars,  and  destroy  them.    The  order  was  immediately  obeyed. 
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and  1 100  were  put  to  death.  The  twelve  he  had  picked  out  he 
ordered  to  be  rolled  up  in  cloth  waxed  all  over,  and  as  thej  Uj  on 
the  ground,  set  fire  to  them  at  both  ends.  Libban  died  ten  dajrg 
after,  and  his  son  has  got  his  country." 

This  conduct  of  Libban  is  truly  African,  and  is  probably  an  imi- 
tation of  his  Musselmen  neighbours,  with  whom  it  is  no  uncommon 
thing  to  invite  a  host  of  people  to  a  feast,  and  when  they  are  eat- 
ing, to  charge  upon  and  destroy  thetn ;  and  such  is  the  force  of  opi- 
nion, that  this  treacherous  conduct  in  rulers  is  by  no  means  consi- 
dered dishonourable,  but'  they  are  commended  for  it,  as  men  pos- 
sessing the  art  of  government. 

The  seneral  condition  of  Pearce  was  very  uncomfortable ;  he  la- 
ments the  loss  of  Mr.  Forbes,  who  had  now  left  Mdka  for  Bombay. 
The  following  incident,  related  by  himself,  cannot  fail  to  be  inter- 
esting to  all  who  can  appreciate  untutored  talents  and  native  supe- 
riority of  mind  stru^hng  with  difficulties.  In  a  letter  to  that  gen- 
tleman in  1816,  from  Challicut  (which  has  now  become  the  capital), 
he  says, — "  I  give  you  some  particulars  of  what  has  befallen  me, 
after  the  wretched  old  traitor  of  a  Ras  took  away  my  house,  &c. 
widiout  paying  or  even  giving  me  another  lodging.  The  cursed 
villain  of  an  Egyptian  monk,  more  like  an  English  gypsey  in  his 
ways  and  manners,  than  a  patriarch,  for  which  he  was  sent  (indeed, 
as  mean  a  wretch  as  he  is,  the  Abyssinians  worship  him  equally  as 
if  he  was  Christ  himself^  not  being  contented  witn  my  house,  gar- 
den, and  every  comfort  I  had  endeavoured  to  bestow  upon  myself 
by  expense  and  labour,  took  a  liking  to  a  small  piece  of  meadow- 
ground,  which  the  Ras  granted  me  to  feed  my  horse  and  mule, 
above  nine  years  ago;  after  which  I  gave  half  to  Mr.  Coffin  on  his 
staying  in  the  country  with  me.  One  day  the  Aboon,  as  he  is  call- 
ed, ordered  his  servant  to  turn  his  mules  into  the  grass,  which 
vexed  Mr.  Coffin  very  much,  who  went  to  the  Ras,  and  told  Um  he 
liad  nothing  to  keep  his  horse  on,  except  the  little  grass  he  hid  for- 
merly given  me,  and  that  the  Aboon  had  ordered  his  servants' 
mules,  &c.  into  it  to  graze*  The  Ras  said  it  was  not  his  or- 
ders that  the  Aboon  should  do  so,  and  told  Mr.Coffin  to  take  care 
of  it  as  usual.  On  hearing  this,  he  immediately  went  and  drove 
all  the  Aboon's  cattle  out;  the  people,  at  the  same  time,  crying  out 
to  Mr.  Coffin,  that  they  were  the  Aboon's  cattle,  and  that  none  but 
a  Feringi  would  hinder  them  from  eating  their  com,  much  more 
theirgrass ! 

«  The  Aboon,  seeing  all  that  had  happened  from  the  house,  was 
very  much  enraged ;  and  thinkins  he  could  destroy  a  Feringi  with 
one  order,  immediately  sent  word  to  the  Ras  and  the  head  priest, 
that  it  was  his  particular  order  that  no  church  should  be  opened, 
nor  the  sacrament  administered ;  nor  should  the  Ras  give  or  take 
counsel  until  Pearce  and  Coffin  should  be  deprived  of  every  thine 
in  the  world  they  had  belonging  to  them,  and  to  strip  them  naked, 
excepting  the  waist,  and  to  fiog  them  three  times  round  the  market, 
and  then  to  be  sent  into  the  Garler  or  Shangarler's  territories. 

**  When  the  Ras's  servant  came  to  warn  me  of  the  order,  I  was 
for  some  time  struck  senseless,  being  in  such  a  weak  condition;  but 
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after  comittg  to  myself  I  told  the  lias's  servant  to  tell  his  master 
that  all  was  very  well*  as  he  could  not  disobey  the  orders  of  the 
Aboon.  I  also  told  the  servant  to  tell  him  to  persuade  the  Aboon 
to  come  himself  with  the  people  who  were  to  take  me.  I  immedi- 
ately sat  myself  down  between  a  well -loaded  pair  of  pistols  and  a 
gun,  in  readiness  to  receive  whoever  should  be  sent  for  me ;  at  the 
same  time  Mr*  Coffin  came  to  keep  me  company. 

**  We  sat  in  this  manner  two  days ;  during  which  time  every 
order  of  the  Aboon's  had  been  fulfilled  in  respect  to  the  church,  &c« 
until  the  third  day ;  the  whole  of  the  chiefs  that  were  then  at  Chal- 
licut  attending  upon  the  Ras,  assembled  together  and  went  to  the 
Aboon  and  to  the  nead  priest,  telltne  them,  that  they  could  never 
be  guilty  of  such  cruelty  to  people  that  were  far  superior  to  their 
own  countrymen  in  trutti  anci  manners,  and  had  so  long  lived  with 
then* 

"Cballicar  Comfeya,  the  Ras's  head  field-genera),  a  very  great 
friend  of  mine  and  Mr.  Coffin,  told  the  Aboon  to  his  face,  in  case  he 
still  insisted  upon  his  orders  being  obeyed,  that  he  might  go  back 
again  to  £gypt,  and  tltat  they  would  send  for  another.  This  soon 
made  the  gentleman  quite  calm,  and  he  immediately  sent  for  me  to 
make  it  up,  owning  that  he  himself  had  not  done  right,  and  we  are 
at  prese&t  on  eood  terms.'' 

Soon  after  this  the  old  Ras  died ;  his  relations  endeavoured  to 
succeed  him,  but  in  consequence  of  dissentions  among  themselves 
they  were  defeated ;  a  civil  war  extended  throughout  the  country, 
which  became  a  miserable  scene  of  plunder  and  desolation,  with 
the  exception  of  tiie  cities  and  holy  places,*  which  are  never  plun* 
dered  by  the  Abyssinians,  but  enjoy  safety  and  afford  protection 
to  those  who  take  refuge  in  them.  Civil  war  continues  to  ra^ ; 
Abyssinia  is  without  a  ruler  and  without  laws  or  police.  The  chief 
combatants  are  Subbersardis,  (who,  Pearce  says,  is  the  bravest  man 
in  Abyssinia,). and  a  chief  namedt  Wolder  Kaphel.  Wolder  Ra- 
phel  marched  two  days  to  meet  Subbergardis,  but  he  was  defeated 
and  his  army  cut  to  pieces:  for  about  fourteen  miles  there  were  so 
many  killed  in  the  retreat  that  scarcely  twu  hundred  yards  through- 
out the  whole  distance  was  clear  of  a  dead  body.  After  the  vic- 
torious army  entered  Chaliicut,  some  of  the  troops  approached 
Pearce's  house,  cutting  down  the  cane  doors,  and  entering  like  a 
pack  of  tired  hounds;  many  of  them  having  susjpended  from  their 
arms  those  barbarous  and  indecent  trophies  to  wnich  he  alludes  in 
the  body  of  this  paper:  1970  of  thesej  trophies  he  says  were  thrown  • 
down  before  the  conqueror  Subbereardis.  Pearce,  Coffin,  and  the 
inmates  of  the  house  were  saved  by  the  interposition  of  some 

*  The  Muflselmen  have  the  same  veneration  for  the  sanctuaries  and  hoU 
places  in  the  Muhamcdan  countries  of  Africa;  they  afford  reflige  and  protec- 
tion to  the  guilty. 

f  From  the  Arabic  words  Wofd  Raphel,  i.  e.  the  Son  of  Raphel. 

t  Thi»  practice  is  similar  to  that  of  giving  a  reward  for  the  heads  of  enemies, 
ft  is  the  custom  among  the  neighbouring  Musselmen;  for  it  is  presumed  thai 
the  man  is  kifled  or  uniiblc  to  oH'cr  re^stance  when  he  suffers  another  in  batt  le 
to  clrcitoicisc  him. 
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Christian  soldiers,  with  whom  he  had  been  acquainted^  bnt  fifty- 
six  of  their  neighbours  were  killed  before  their  faces.  Soon  after 
another  hard  battle  was  fought,  and  SuUi>ergard]s,  throu^  some 
treacherous  chiefs  was  defeated,  taken  prisoner,  and  given  up  to 
Wolder  Raphel,  who  sent  him  in  chains  to  the  mountain  Arraner. 

Mr.  Pearce  afterwards,  in  1817,  writes  that  the  Aboon  is  still  at 
Challicut,  that  he  is  ver j  friendl  j  to  hira,  that  he  has  been  severely 
reprimanded  by  Mahomet  Ali,  pasha  of  Cairo,  for  his  former  un- 
just treatment  of  him,  which  was  reported  to  the  pasha  by  Mr.  Salt 
He  then  gives  us  a  trait  of  Abyssinian  Christianit]r,  interestinff  to 
those  who  seek  to  refuse  the  pure  principles  of  Christianity  in  uiat 
barbarous,  superstitious,  and  ill-fated  country.  ^  I  have  <ii5trt^tl^ 
ect,"  he  says,  ^  a  great  numher  of  the  books  of  Psalms  in  Eti^iopic, 
sent  here  by  Mr.  Salt  from  the  Bible  Society,  to  the  different  dmrehes 
in  the  Ammerret  and  THgri  provinces;  but  those  people  find*  many 
faults  in  them;  not  in  the  ej^aetness  of  the  explanaHon^  but  in  the 
smallntss  of  the  print,  the  thin  strokes,  the  pale  iidc,  the  letters 
crowded  too  mudi  together,  and  no  red  ink  at  the  name  of  €hd,  ^c; 
but  in  exactness  they  allow  them  to  be  superior  to  their  own  ftrit- 
ings,^^ 

The  civil  dtssentions  in  Abyssinia  have  weakened  the  ChristiiaD 
government,  producing  a  great  dereliction  of  principles  and  morals 
'among  the  people.  The  continual  wars  have  given  the  Mahame- 
dans  ereat  power  among  them ;  and  at  present  Christiaiis  frequently 
turn  Muhamedans,  ana  nothing  is  thought  of  it;  ^ere  being  no 
king,  no  head,  no  laws  to  punish  the  most  abominable  crimes. 
Pearce  receives  a  supply  of  money,  forwarded  to  bim  by  that  so* 
cietyt  which  reflects  unsullied  honour  on  Great  Britain,  and  of 
which  his  Majesty  George  the  Fourth  is  the  munificent  patron  aad 
support.  After  which,  again  alluding  to  the  distributioa  of  Bthio- 
pic  Bibles,  he  says,  '*  I  am  sorry  to  sav  that  the  population  find 
many  faults  in  them,  and  many  refuse  them  as  a  present;  however, 
I  give  them  to  the  lower  sort  of  churches  and  to  the  monks;  they 

*  The  Bible  Society  would  do  well  to  attend  vexy  minutely  to  the  tnnsbidons 
of  the  Scripture,  into  the  Etliiopic  or  Abyssinian  language;  for  if  they  are  trans- 
lated from  the  English  vulgate  version  they  will  not  agree  with  the  Arabic 
translation  now  in  Abyssinia,  a  circumstance  which  might  tend  to  depredate 
the  authenticity  of  the  original;  for  example,  some  venes  of  the  13th  chapter 
of  the  First  Book  of  Samuel,  in  the  Arabic  venion  in  Africa,  are  mateciaUy  dif- 
ferent from  all  the  English  veruons;  and  the  Muhamedans  in  Abyssinia  would 
avail  themselves  of  such  circumstances  as  this,  to  abuse  the  authenticity  of  the 
original,  and  to  give  a  preference  to  tlie  Koran.  The  translation  of  the  Deca- 
logue also,  as  in  the  Arabic  version  now  in  Abyssinia,  diifers  from  our  Eng^i^^ 
translation,  and  has  more  resemblance  to  the  translation  lately  made  diff^y 
from  the  Hebrew  by  Mr.  John  BeUamy.  Moreover,  it  is  well  known  or  gene- 
rally believed  in  Africa,  that  Ben  Hakim,  the  son  of  Solomon,  took  the  pro- 
verbs of  his  father  to  Abyssinia,  and  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  he  also  took  the 
Pentateuch,  the  Books  of  the  Prophets,  and  the  Psalms,  which  were  translated 
into  the  ^thiopic  tongue.  This  being  premised,  we  my  presume  that  the 
Scriptures  when  read  by  the  eunuch  of  Candace,  queen  of  Bthtopia,  (vide  Acts, 
chap.  8.  verse  37di)  were  in  the  Ethiopie-ton^e,  translated,  if  not  in  the  days 
of  Ben  Hakim,  at  least  long  before  the  Christian  xra ! 

f  Tlift  I  jtomry  Society,  for  the  relief  of  men  of  talent  in  adversity,  fix. 
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are  iiH>re  expense  to  fttt  them  from  Margftw.  than  they  fi«t  me 
credit.  I  declare  that  I  distributed  fortj-nine  books  of  the  rsalms 
to  the  difierent  churches  near  here,  without  any  individual  giving 
me  a  grain  of  com  for  mj  support  in  return ;  indeed  the  amval  of 
those  Dooks  created  mat  jealousy  in  the  mind  of  the  Egyptian 
patriarchy  who  tells  the  population  the  Feringas  are  working  cun- 
ninmess  among  them!"     ^  , 

The  preceding  account  is  extracted  from  what  is  a  kind  of  in- 
troduction to  Pearce's  small  but  true  Account  of  the  Ways  and 
MiuiDers  of  the  Abyssinians,  read  before  the  Literary  Society  at 
Bombay,  30  April,  1816,  and  dated  Abyssinia,  Oct  1814.  We 
shall  now  proceed  to  the  body  of  the  work,  giving  ihe  intelligent 
reader  an  account,  as  far  as  our  limits  will  admit,  of  a  paper  which 
we  can  safely  recommend  to  the  jperusal  of  our  numerous  readers, 
as  containing  a  fund  df  authentic  information  respecting  an  African 
country  much  talked  of  but  little  known. 

"  The  inhabitants  of  Abyssinia  are  of  many  tribes  and  religions ; 
they  are  also  of  all  colours  of  people  excepting  white,  though  there 
are  some  few  very  near  white  in  the  Ammerrer  and  Tegri  and  other 
Christian  countries ;  there  are  some  very  black,  some  finir,  and  some 
of  a  cqiper  colour ;  they  differ  very  little  in  their  manner,  which  is 
presumptuous.  Their  Christian  names  are  in  general  as  under- 
mentioned ;  Walder  Serlassy,  Walder  Isgare,  Walder  Munfusku- 
duB,  Walder  Cristos,  Walder  Mariun,  i.  e.  the  Son  of  the  Trinity, 
the  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  Son  of  Christ,  the 
Son  of  the  Virgin  Mary.  Some  are  Gabru  instead  of  Walder,  as 
Gabm  Serlassy,  Slave  to  the  Trinity,  &c.  Although  tliey  are 
Christians  they  resemble  the  Jews,  in  that  they  keep  holy  the  sab- 
baoth  or  seventh  day  as  well  as  the  Sundav.  They  resemble  sa- 
vages, in  that  they  eat  the  flesh  of  an  animal  before  it  is  dead.  Al- 
though they  do  not  drink  the  blood,  like  the  Garler,  they  eat  the 
flesh  while  the  blood  is  still  wai*m  in  the  veind.  They  have  a  hoU- 
day  yearly  for  Abraham  and  Sarah." 

fiy  this  view  of  the  Abyssinians  it  appears,  that  they  resemble 
the  various  inhabitants  of  the  different  states  of  Barbary  in  the  va- 
riety of  their  complexions.  All  white  nations^  indeed,  that  inter- 
marry with  negroes,  will  necessarily  exhibit  in  the  countenances 
of  their  descendants  all  shades  and  gradations  from  black  to  white. 
Their  names  also  resemble  those  of  the  Mussulmen  nations  of  North 
Africa,  who  are  named  Wold  Abdallah,  Wold  Muhamed,  &c.  i.  e. 
the  Son  of  the  Servant  of  God,  the  Son  of  Muhamed,  &c.  • 

"  They  keep  their  fasts  very  strictly.  The  fast  of  Nineveh,  or 
Jonah  the  prophet,  is  the  four  days  preceding  Lent,  or  the  fast  of 
our  Saviour,  which  is  fifty -six  days,  beginning  in  March  and  end- 
ing in  May;  the  fast  of  Apostles,  which  is  in  one  year  fifteen  days 
and  in  others  tliirty,  beginning  in  June  and  ending  in  July;  tne 
fast  for  the  death  of  the  virgin  Mary,  fifteen  days  in  August;  also 
all  Wednesdays  and  Fridays  throughout  the  year,  excepting  Christ- 
mas-day, when  they  fast  the  day  before.  The  priests  and  deacons 
fast  only  on  the  undermentioned  days:  the  fast  called  Consquan, 
Vol.  n.  No.  9.— 1821.  2  K 
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which  is  for  the  Virgin  Mar  j»  when  she  fled  with  Joseph  and  her 
son  to  Egjrpt;  this  lasts  thirty  days  (begins  in  September,  ends  in 
October) ;  the  fast  for  the  birth  of  Christ,  which  tiiey  call  the  fast 
of  Ledet,*  bj  order  of  the  prophets,  is  forty  days.  It  begins  in 
November,  and  ends  the  day  before  Christmas-day." 

Hence  it  appears  that  if  the  service  of  God  consists  in  fasting, 
the  Abyssinians  are  the  most  religious  people  in  the  universe ;  for 
the  people  fast  by  this  account  209  days  in  the  year,  exclusive  of 
Saturdays  and  Sundays,  and  the  priests  fast  seventy  days. 

**  The  priests  of  their  separate  pai-ishes  have  a  great  feast  at  the 
end  of  every  fast;  they  all  meet  in  the  forenoon  after  taking  and 
administering  the  body  and  blood  of  Christ  to  those  who  come  to 
the  church  for  that  purpose ;  they  afterwards  go  to  the  house  of  the 
head  priest,  where  they  sit  down  according  to  their  rank  in  the 
church;  they  then  kill  one  or  two  cows  according  to  their  number, 
close  to  the  door,  and  before  the  animal  has  done  kicking  and  the 
blood  still  running  from  his  throat,  the  skin  is  nearly  off  on  one 
side,  and  the  prime  flesh  cut  oft*  and  with  all  haste  held  before  the 
elders,  or  heads  of  the  church,  who  cut  a  large  portion  each,  and 
eat  it  with  such  greediness,  that  those  who  did  not  know  them 
would  thbk  tiicy  were  starved.  They  at  all  times  prefer  the  raw 
mieat  to  cooked  victuals.  After  they  have  finished  their  brindo, 
as  they  call  it,  they  take  a  little  of  the  fattest  parts  of  the  cow, 
just  warmed  on  the  fire,  to  settle  their  stomachs,  and  then  one  or 
two  large  horns  full  of  sewnr  or  beer,  which  is  very  strong  and  made 
of  several  sorts  of  com.  They  then  have  the  table  brought  in  and 
covered  with  bread  and  cooked  victuals,  where  those  that  are  not 
satisfied  with  the  raw  meat,  eat  until  they  are  of  the  cooked.'^ 

Afterwards  the  lower  class  of  priests  and  deacons  are  called  in, 
and  the  raw  meat  or  brindo  is  laid  upon  the  bread,  of  which  tiiey 
cut  and  eat  widi  as  much  eagerness  (thou^  quite  cold}  as  their  su- 
periors did  when  hot  After  they  are  satisfied,  the  third  class  are 
called  in,  and  so  on  in  turns  until  they  devour  all  the  bread  and 
victuals,  more  like  a  pack  of  hounds  than  intellectual  beings. 
When  all  is  cleared  away,  the  greater  and  middling;  ranks  drink 
maize,  until  they  begin  to  sing  psalms  or  hymns,  and  at  lastget  so 
intoxicated,  that  they  at  times  quarrel  and  entirely  lose  their  senses. 
Having  proceeded  tiius  far,  we  shall  conclude  our  observations  in 
afnturemmben 


OH  THB  STUOT  OF  POLITICAL  ECOlfOMT. 

PnoFEssoRs  of  Political  Economy  maintain  that  its  first  prin- 
ciples are  as  sure  as  those  of  the  exactest  sciences,  and  this  per- 
haps is  true  in  the  abstract ;  but  even  the  first  principle  of  hy- 
drostatics, into  which  all  maxims  of  Political  Economy  may  be 
resolved,  is  only  true  with  reference  to  a  certain  ststte  of  things. 
Water  will  find  its  own  level;  yes,  provided  there  are  neither 
dams  nor  dykes  to  obstruct  it.  The  admission  of  this  law,  then, 

*  From  the  Arabic  IVrcfAlsah;  £/^</ the  ^V/Zi,  Ais»h,  of  Esuah,  or  Jesus. 
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must  surely  be  as  provisional  in  Political  Economy  as  it  is  in  hy« 
drostatics.  We  consider  the  first  of  these  sciences  as  an  entirely 
new  study — as  the  growth  of  the  age;  and  so  it  is,  aiid  so  it 
may  well  be;  for  its  maxims  are  only  practicable  in  such  an 
age  as  the  present:  yet  we  commonly  consider  ourselves  to 
have  made  some  wonderful  discovery,  which  our  ancestors  had 
missed.  Under  this  impression,  we  consider  the  law  which 
restrained  the  traffic  of  grain  within  the  different  counties  of 
England,  not  suffering  either  export  or  import  between  them,  as 
a  perverse  and  barbarous  prohmition.  Yet  it  may  be  doubted 
whethei;;  our  ancestors  were  as  improvident  in  this,  as  we,  their 
civilized  successors,  who  have  fish  by  land-K:arriage,  are,  in  the 
plenitude  of  our  wisdom,  disposed  to  believe.  llet  us  try  this 
by  something  .of  a  parallel  text.  I  was  some  years  ago  m  Si- 
cily, a  eountry  whose  state  at  that  time  perhaps  agreed,  with 
respect  to  its  laws  of  domestic  traffic,  in  some  degree,  with  that 
of  En^and  at  the  period  to  which  I  have  referred.  I  remember 
hearing  the  policy  of  the  Government  most  bitterly  arraigned  at 
a  mess  of  travelled  English,  in  that  it  did  not  suffer  the  export  of 

?-ain  from  one  province  to  another,  without  an  especial  license* 
et  a  considerate  man  might  have  found  reasons  for  suspecting 
such  a  censure,  in  weighing^the  inconveniences  of  a  free  domestic 
trade  in  grain.  ^ 

For,  &rst  having  premised  that  the  sea  was  infested  by  the 
Algerines,  and  the  roads  often  and  long  impassable  from  win- 
ter-torrents, we  might  suppose  the  case  of  one  province  having 
poured  her  plenty  into  the  lap  of  another,  with  more  regard  to 
immediate  profit  than  to  her  own  future  necessities.  Now,  with- 
out questioning  a  single  principle  of  Political  Economy,  and 
believing  that  produce  follows  the  demand  as  certainly  (though 
not  as  regularly)  as  the  waters  obey  the  moon,  he  might  ask 
how  a  reflux  could  have  place,  and  how  this  wealth  was  to  be 
remitted  to  the  province  that  had  drained  itself,  when  the  chan- 
nels were  all  dammed  through  which  it  could  only  find  its  way. 
If  it  is,  however,  clear  that  the  truths  of  Political  Economy 
could  only  be  verified  in  a  very  refined  age,  it  is  curious  that 
they  should  never  have  been  established  in  eras  of  civilization, 
nearly  equal  to  our  own.  It  is  peculiarly  curious  that  no  light 
of  this  description  should  have  broken  in  upon  ancient  Rome; 
since,  though  her  high  notions  of  honour  and  domineering  policy 
might  have  led  her  to  despise  what  at  first  sight  may  appear 
mere  mercantile,  and  in  her  eyes,  perhaps,  degrading,  consider- 
ations; yet  her  utter  neglect  of  die  science  we  are  treating  of 
was  at  variance  with  her  own  maxims  of  military  policy,  and 
may  be  considered  as  one  main  and  immediate  occasion  of  the 
ruin  of  Italy.  I,  of  course,  allude  to  the  Annona  laws — a  code 
enforcing  a  supply  of  food  at  fixed  prices ;  and,  above  all,  the 
provisionment  of  the  capital  from  distant  and  tributary  provinces. 


We  have  a  8ad  picture  of  the  decay  of  Italian  agriculture  in 
many  later  authors,  who,  however,  do  not  seem  to  have  hit  upon 
the  cause.  Now,  it  may  be  said,  that  in  what  I  will  call  the 
heroic  ages,  the  absence  of  husbandmen  brought  with  it  absence 
of  soldiers.  Lord  Bacon  well  observes,  in  spealcing  of  the  pro- 
tection of  tillage  by  Henry  the  Seventh :  "  This  did  wonderfully 
concern  the  might  and  manhood  of  the  kingdom:  for  it  hath 
been  held  by  the  general  opinion  of  men  of  best  judgment  in  the 
wars,  ^howsoever  some  few  have  varied,  and  that  it  may  receive 
some  aistinction  of  case)  that  the  principal  strength  of  an  army 
consisteth  in  the  infantry  or  foot;  and  to  make  good  infsuitry,  it 
risquireth  men  bred  not  in  a  servile  or  indigent  fashion,  but  in 
some  free  and  plentiful  manner;"  and  afterwards**-^^  Thus  did 
the  king  secretly  sow  hydras^  teeth,  wherefirom  (according  to  the 
poet's  fiction)  diould  rise  up  armed  men,  for  the  service  of  this 
kingdom." 

It  is,  however,  less  surprising  that  the  Romans  should  have 
been  blind  to  the  immediate  or  consequential  eifects  of  their  sys- 
tem, than  that  historians  in  an  age  like  the  present,  which  has 
indeed  been  styled  the  age  of  economists,  should  have  so  neg- 
lected a  theme,  which  modem  discoveries  might  peculiarly  enable 
them  to  winnow  and  illustrate.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  no  modem 
historian  of  Rome  seems  to  have  watched  die  operations  of  this 
code,  or  sought  to  reconcile  the  seemingly  contradictory  effects 
which  it  produced;  and  though  this  is  an  unbeaten  part  of  his- 
tory, no  one  is  disposed  to  make  good  that  small  and  single 
portion  of  the  field  which  remains  to  be  explored.  O. 


NOISE. 

**Now  learn,  my  8ons»  the  wondrous  power  of  noise.'* 

DuHciADy  Book  2. 

Man  is  naturallv  a  noisy  animal.  To  make  a  noise  is  the 
only  lesson  in  whicn  Nature  herself  has  instructed  him  :  and  he 
is  master  of  the  art  before  he  is  even  conscious  of  existence. 
High  and  low,  good  and  bad,  attain  nearly  the  same  proficiency 
in  it.  She  recognises  no  other  patrimony  in  behalf  of  the  most 
superior  of  all  her  works — ^she  cuts  off  man  with  a  shilling  (the 
art  or  mystery  of  noise-making  being  apparently  but  of  equally 
insignificant  value,)  whilst  she  fortunes  off  the  most  profligate 
of  her  offspring — ^the  wild-beasts  themselves— with  a  rich  and 
plentiful  wardrobe,  and,  in  a  great  number  of  instances,  the  fee 
of  very  considerable  estates  in  land  and  water.  Short-sighted 
sag^s  mistake  this  gift  of  parental  economy  to  man,  as  a  piece  of 
wrong-dealing  on  the  part  of  Nature,  accusing  her  of  the  partia- 
lities of  a  step  mother  m  the  general  administration  of  her  famil}' 
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affairs.    **  Homincm  tantum,"  says  Pliny,*  "  nudum  et  in  nuda 
humo  natali  die  (Natura)  abjicit,  advagttua  station  et ploratumJ*^ 
Man's  inclination  to  make  noise  assumes  tlie  authority  of  a. pas- 
sion at  his  birth,  and  it  prevails  in  every  modification  of  humanity. 
It  is  equipollent  in  a  state  of  nature,  and  in  the  capricious  com- 
munities of  artificial  life.  It  is  the  appetite  which  fashion  has  not 
at  any  time  repealed ;  and  hitherto  it  has  been  safe  even  from  the 
freaks  of  a  fine  lady.  Philosophers  seeing  the  force  of  the  passion, 
have  been  beating  about  for  an  explanation:-— one  of  themf  says 
that  our  love  of  noise  proceeds  from  an  insdnctive  aversion  to  our 
own  thoughts,  and  that,  if  every  wish  we  form  could  be  analyzed, 
they  would  be  traced,  without  exception,  to  that  source.   There 
may  be  reason  in  this;  melancholy  is  the  natural  ally  of  medi- 
tation^oy,  on  the  contrary,  is  made  up  of  noise ;  it  thunders 
forth  in  a  cannonade  of  laughter,  and  exorcises  the  neighbour- 
hood round  of  pale  f;ogitation  and  her  pensive  train.     Signor 
TAlIegro^s  life  is  nothing  but  a  round  of  visits  from  the  mem- 
ber of  the  great  family  of  noise.     It  would  be  impossible,  and 
even  if  otherwise  it  would  be  useless,  to  number  up  the  proofs 
of  the  force  of  this  passion  over  the  human  heart.     Even  when 
*^  the  senses  are  steeped  in  forgetfulness"  we  do  involuntary  ho- 
mage to  the  goddess  of  noise;  and  like  the  Wogultzoi,  that 
worship  their  idols  by  howling,  acknowledge  her  supremacy  in 
the  most  sonorous  accents.    The  whole  business  of  life  is  to 
make  a  noise  in  the  world.     The  statesman  sacrifices  to  it  his 
health,  and,  not  seldom,  something  that  ought  to  be  dearer.  The 
professional  man  builds  all  his  hopes  on  making  a  noise.     It  is 
the  only  point,  I  believe,  in  which  the  Whig  and  Tory  agree : 
and  ^*  the  Bridsh  public"  may  thank  the  force  of  this  passion 
over  mankind,  or  they  might  go  whistle  for  a  parliament.     It  is 
not  to  be  doubted  that  routs,  rackets,  and  concerts,  with  all  the 
other  awful  amusements  of  fashionable  life,  had  their  origin  in 
the  universal  passion  for  noise.     But  alas !  Lady  Mary  is  no 
longer  contented  with  the  ^^  sweet  thunder"  of  the  night— ^^  still 
would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong" — still  must  the  compliant 
nionung  journal  give  back  the  dreadfid  din — 

And  in  a  low  expiring  strain 
Play  all  the  concert  o'er  again. 

But,  haply,  should  this  creature  of  noise  come  forth  from  her 
Pandaemonium,  what  a  stir  it  makes !  I  speak  not  of  the  ^^  dread- 
ful note  of  preparation"  throughout  the  forenoon,  nor  of  the  civil 
war  of  carriage-wheels  raging  through  the  streets — ^these  are 
pastimes  to  the  awful  rap  of  her  bullying  footman,  which,  like  a 
"  rattling  peal  of  thunder,"  rouses  the  echoes  in  the  mansion  of 
some  congenial  clamourcrs.    Well  might  the  poet  that  delighted 

•  Prefat.  Hist.  lib.  7.  t  Paschal— Miseries  of  Man. 
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in  fire-side  enjoyments,  set  his  ban  upon  all  such  doings,  and  fix 
hb  choice  of  a  winter'^  evening  in  some  retired  social  circle 
sacred  from  their  intrusion. 

No  rattling  wheels  stop  short  before  these  gates. 
No  powdered,  pert  proficient  in*  the  art 
Of  sounding  an  alarm,  assaults  these  doors 
Till  the  stKet  nng»— 

This,  however,  is  the  abuse  of  the  passion.  In  the  country  the 
indulgence  of  it  is  carried  to  a  very  reasonable  extent.  The 
rustic  squire,  condemned  to  a  low  diet  on  sound,  far  from  the 
luxurious  clamour  of  the  metropolis,  gives  up  his  dajrs  to 
^  fetching  shrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth."  And  when 
evening  has  called  the  child  of  Nimrod  and  his  fellows  to  ^  halls 
of  grey  renown,"  the  still  unsated  appetite  for  noise,' victorious 
over  all  restraint,  is  heard  in  full-mouthed  mimicry  of  ^  the 
music  of  the  day.''  In  short,  the  passion.is  known  to  survive 
almost  every  other  inhabitant  of  the  human  heart.  It  stuck  to 
the  Greeks  after  their  liberty  and  their  love  of  liberty  were 
gone.  The  war  of  the  Romans,  as  every  body  knows,  with  the 
people  of  Achaia,  ended  in  their  subjugation,  and  of  course  the 
tender  of  their  liberties  by  the  victonous  consul*  A  fine  oppor- 
tunity it  was,  no  doubt,  for  the  noise-loving  cities.*  They 
managed  to  have  their  fill  of  noise  out  of  the  thing,  and  left  it 
there— nrc  aliter  illi  consulari  sententia,  quft  libertas  Achais 
pronunciabatur,  quam  modulatissimo  tJiquo  tiUantm^  outfiAum 
cantUj  fruebantur.^  We  are  naturally  much  aifected  by  noise. 
The  power  of  mutiic  (which  is  essentially  but  noise^)  over  the 
passions,  cannot  be  exaggerated  by  poetry.  There  may  be 
those  who  are  dead  to  the  concord  of  sweet  sounds,  but  no 
heart  can  be  indifferent  to  a  loud  shock  of  noise.  The  most 
awful  sensations  are  created  by  the  noise  of  thunder,  of  cata- 
racts, &c.$  and  a  man's  mind  may  be  so  confounded  by  the 
shouting  of  multitudes,  as  that  he  will  involuntarily  join  m  the 
swelL  rhilosophers  have  endeavoured  even  to  trace  me  univer- 
sal acknowledgment  of  a.  presiding  spirit,  found  in  every  state 
of  man,  to  the  impression  of  terror  produced  on  him  by  the 
noise  of  the  great  convulsions  of  nature.|  Ccelo  tonantem  ere- 
didimus  Jovem  regnare,  is  the  opinion  of  Pagan  philosophy. 

*  The  irords  of  Floras  are— qus  gaudia— que  Tociferadones  fueiunt— quo 
plausu  certavere ! 
t  Floras,  lib.  3.  cap.  7. 
%  Waller  thus  addresses  a  lady  nnging : 

WhUe  I  listen  to  thy  voice 

Chloris !  I  feel  my  life  decay, 
Thatpjarwerful  imte 

Calls  my  flitting  soid  away. 
§  Burke  on  the  Sublime. 
]  Lucretius,  lib.  5. 
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Some  savage  nations  propitiate  their  gods  by  the  noise  of  drums  ' 
and  trumpets* 

But  noise  is  the  poet^s  world,  and  he  has  celebrated  its  versa- 
tile influence.  The  eifect  of  the  sound  of  bells  over  the  human 
heart  appears  to  have  been  understood  in  the  remotest  antiquity. 
The  High  Priest  among  the  Jews  wore  a  little  bell  attached  to 
his  uppermost  garment,  and  the  sound  was  supposed  to  enliven 
die  devotion  of  the  people.  The  noise  of  bells  was  even  thought 
to  nourish  the  most  amiable  sentiments.  Orlando  introduces 
his  appeal  to  the  pity  of  the  Duke  by  the  following  tender  ad^ 

juration : 

If  ever  vou  have  look'd  on  better  days; 

If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoU'd  to  church ; 

Ami  know  what  tis  to  pity  and  be  pitied.— 

Msecenas,  it  is  said,  was  cured  of  perpetual  watchfulness  by  the 
falling  of  water;  and  Pliny  relates  the  story  of  a  Roman  noble- 
man who  used  to  be  lulled  to  sleep  by  the  noise  of  rain.  With- 
out rural  sounds,  the  Muses  would  scarcely  patronise  a  country 
life;  and  whatever  the  poets  may  say  in  praise  of  solitude,  they 
always  betray  in  their  retreats  a  lurking  partiality  to  the  neigh- 
bouiiiood  of  some  choice  cascade  or  vocal  grove.  The  poet  who 
celebrated  the  glories  of  Grongar  Hill,  opens  by  an  invitation 
to  the  "  silent  nymph''  who  lay 

On  the  mountain's  lonely  van. 
Beyond  the  noise  of  busy  num. 

The  charms  of  the  nymph  do  not  appear  to  be  of  the  lasting 
kind;  and  thus  the  poet,  in  the  conclusion,  acknowledges  the 
superior  influence  of  nature  and  noise : —  < 

Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  ran  high. 
As  on  the  mountain  tarf  I  lie. 
While  the  wanton  zephyr  ungs. 
And  in  the  vale  pernunes  his  wings; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep, 
While  the  shepherd  charms  his  sheep, 
While  the  biius  unbounded  fly, 
And  with  music  fill  the  sky ; 
Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Cowper,  however,  carries  the  matter  further  than  this.  In  his 
fine  description  of  the  effects  of  natural  sounds,  he  says,  that  the 
^^  cawing  rooks,"  the  kites,  the  jay,  the  pie,  and  eve^  the  boding 
owl,  have  charms  |br  him. 

Every  strong  excitement  impels  us  to  nuJce  noise.  Savages 
go  to  battle  with  loud  shouts  and  outcries.  The  armies  of 
civilized  nations  do  the  same,  partly  with  the  view  of  striking 
terror  in  their  enemies ;  and  artificial  noise  is  employed  to  keep 
up  the  courage  of  the  soldiers.  The  Bohemian  warrior  (Zisca) 
who  left  his  skin  for  a  drum,  saying  that  the  enemy  would  fly 
at  the  sound  of  it.  is  a  good  authority  in  favour  of  the  virtues 
of  noise.     Cato  the  Elder  boasted  that  he  had  gained  more 
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victories  by  the  throats  of  his  army  than  by  their  swo?da;  and 
Csesar  mentions  the  shouts  of  his  regiments  as  one  of  the  things 
that  rendered  them  superior  to  the  troops  of  Pompey.  Mili- 
xxry  men  admit  that  the  noise  of  the  artillery  does  as  much  to- 
wards the  victor}'  as  the  shots  themselves;  and  a  certain  cap- 
tain was  wont  to  call  the  mouth  of  a  great  gun  heil-mouthy  and 
said  that,  he  who  trembled  not  when  one  of  them  thundered, 
feared  neither  God  nor  the  devil.  But  so  naturally  agreeable  is 
the  sound  of  noise  to  the  ear,  that  even  its  most  terrific  notes 
have  a  proportion  of  the  pleasing  in  them.  Every  variet}'  of 
noise  has  its  votary,  either  from  taste  or  from  habit.  Dr.  John- 
son could  not  survive  a  yearns  exile  from  the  noises  of  the  me- 
tropolis :  all  his  bliss  was  centered  in  the  tempestuous  conflu- 
ence of  Temple-bar,  and  he  has  been  known  to  «  expire"  at  the 
rattling  of  a  coach  in  which  he  was  driven  furiously  along.  The 
Doctor's  humour  in  this  respect  is  quite  irreconcilable  with  his 
indiiFerence  to  the  conjugal  state."*^  Montaigne  tells  the  story 
of  a  learned  man  who  could  not  study  conveniently  except  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  noise.  He  never  could  be  solitary  by 
himself,  and  found  it  necessary  to  fix  his  retreat  amidst  the  up- 
roar of  the  servants'-hall.  But  it  has  been  found  that  noise  of 
whatever  kind  (the  rudest  has  been  generally  preferred)  is  a 
specific  against  the  approach  of  evil  spirits.  The  wagoners  of 
Spain  look  entirely  to  the  grating  of  their  axle-trees  for  protec- 
tion against  their  airy  opponents.  A  greased  axle-tree,  there- 
fore, or  one  likely  to  work  in  peace  and  ease,  might  rot  in  neg- 
lect. The  virtues  of  Adam's  voice  have  been  celebrated  by  a 
virgin  saint  of  the  12th  century  (St.  Hildegardis)  in  a  Latin 
sermon  preached  at  Mentz.  She  says  that  if  it  had  remained 
the  same,  after  his  fall,  that  it  was  on  his  creation,  the  infirmity 
of  human  nature  could  not  withstand  it;  and  we  are  indebted  to 
her  for  an  account  of  the  reasons  that  led  the  tempter  to  make 
his  fatal  experiment  on  our  "  general  mother."  "  Cum  autem," 
she  says,  *'  deceptor  audisset  quod  homo  tarn  sonore  cantare 
coRpissetj  exterritus  est."  No  doubt,  a  noisy,  storming  manner 
carries  vast  authority  with  it.  Lord  Pembroke  whispered  it  of 
Johnson,  that  his  sayings  would  not  appear  half  so  extraordinary 
but  for  his  borv-worv  way.  Fame  herself,  indeed,  is  represented 
by  the  poets  to  be  a  **  noisy  monster."  Tragedy-writers  are 
very  particularly  beholden  to  noise.  I  have  heard  a  stout  stage- 
trumpeter  put  five  or  six  of  the  Muses  to  the  blush  of  a  night; 
and  the  reign  of  many  a  worthy  emperor  has  been  prolonged  for 
a  week  by  a  timely  storm ;  but  thunder  is,  perhaps,  the  safest 
antiseptic  yet  discovered. 

♦  The  reader  is  requested  to  bear  in  mind  the  answer  which  Socrateagave  to 
one  of  his  friend^  when  asked  how  he  could  endure  the  pexpetual  noise  of  his 
wife. 
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Upon  all  other  occasions  dulness  and  noise  maintain  a  strict 
enmity.  ^  Giant  Handel"  introduced  drums  and  cannons  into 
his  chorusses  for  the  greater  effect, — 

To  stir,  to  rouse,  to  shake  the  soul  he  comes. 

And  Jove's  own  tfaiindeTS  follow  Ifsrs's  dnuns.  Duneiad, 

And  for  his  attachment  to  the  cause  of  noise  he  was  banished 
by  the  leaden  queen,  to  the  Hibernian  shore.  Guilt  has  a  simi- 
lar antipathy  to  noise.  Confessions  of  crimes  have  been  ex- 
torted ere  now  by  a  sudden  shock  of  noise.  When  Macbeth  has 
effected  the  bloody  deed,  the  least  sound  fills  him  with  sdarms. 
The  knocking  from  without  petrifies  him  with  fear.  ^  How  is't 
with  me,"  he  says,  ^^  when  every  noise  appals  meV^  When  Lear 
hears  the  tempest  rattling  over  his  head,  he  in  the  most  natural 
manner  exclaims, 

*   lYexnble,  thou  wretch. 
That  hast  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice. 

I  cannot  better  conclude  than  by  correcting  a  popular  error 
respecting  the  comparative  ages  of  Noise  and  Silence.  This  no- 
tion has  been  insidiously  countenanced  by  Pope,  in  his  Address 
to  Silence,  in  imitation  of  Rochester.  The  following  lines  make 
out  Silence  to  be  senior  to  the  creation. 

Thine  was  the  sway  ere  heaven  was  fonn'^  or  earth. 

Ere  fruitful  thought  conceived  creation's  birth. 

Or  midwife  word  gave  aid,  and  spoke  the  infant  forth. 

Milton,  however,  settles  the  matter  otherwise,  in  his  description 

of  the  appearance  before  creation  :•— 

niiroitable  ocean!  without  bound, 

' where  eldest  Night 

«  And  Chaos,  ancestors  of  Nature,  hold 

Eternal  anarchtf^  anddtt  the  nmte 
Of  endless  wars,  and  by  confii^on  stand. 

P.  L,  kb,  2.  Une  895. 
W. 


OK  ENTHUSIASM. 

«*  Who  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  we  press, 
This  speck  of  life  in  time's  great  wilderness. 
This  narrow  isthmus  'twixt  two  boundless  seaa^ 
The  past--4he  future— two  eternities- 
Would  sully  the  bright  spot,  or  leave  it  bare, 
Whenhe  miriit  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 
A  njmie  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  space. 
And  be  each  purer  soul's  high  resting  place  ?"  Moomx. 

It  is  not  wonderful  that  men  should  be  enthusiastic,  for  who 
can  propose  to  himself  an  object  worthy  of  his  eager  pursuit 
without  ambition  to  attain  it?  The  matter  of  surprise  is,  when 
a  man  of  sound  intellect  and  good  principle  can  move  through 
life  without  the  apparent  predominance  of  any  one  interest.^ 
Vox.  n.  No.  9.— 1821.  2  L 
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There  is  such  ^  wearisome  dukiess  about  ourselves  when  we 
cannot  find  any  particular  object  upon  which  to  exercise  our 
various  faculties— there  is  such  a  revolting  from  the  idea  of  be- 
ing nothing  in  the  world-*the  burden  of  thought  on  our  minds, 
unrelieved  by  the  active  exertions  of  our  bodies,  does  so  heavily 
press  upon  the  animal  spirits,  that  we  had  a  thousand  times  rather 
see  our  fellow  creatures  transformed  into  good-humoured  pe- 
dants, each  supremely  intent  upon  one  thing,  however  insignifi- 
cant, than  be  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  beings  who  have  not  the 
fewer  cares  because  they  are  almost  without  pleasures.  The 
bustling  housewife,  her  heart  and  soul  intent  upon  pickles  and 
preserves, — Mrs.  Battle  devoted  to  her  rubber  at  whist, — gram- 
marians, intent  upon  the  formation  of  past  participles, — antiqua- 
rians, looking  with  ineffable  disdain  on  the  living,  and  for  ever 
communing  with  the  dead,— -entomologists,  speculating  on  the 
wings  of  a  fly,-^we  like  them  all — they  are  all  happy  beings. 
Each  loves  at  least  one  thing.  There  may  be  a  vast  diflPerencc 
in  the  comparative  value  of  their  several  undertakings.  The 
benevolent  ardour  of  a  Howard,  the  Christian  fervour  of  a  mis- 
sionary, may  wonderfully  overshadow  the  value  of  such  pursuits 
as  we  have  mentioned ;  but  still  the  principle  of  exertion,  to 
whatever  object  directed,  is  to  be  hailed  as  an  omen  of  good — 
good  to  the  mdividual  himself,  and,  in  general,  eventually  so  to 
the  community.  Good  humour,  that  sweetener  of  our  real  cares, 
that  best  preventive  against  imaginary  ones,  is  at  least  fostered 
by  this  active  turn  of  mind;  and  that  is  but  a  short-sighted 
ofiiciousness  which  would  rob  the  bustler  of  his  joys,  in  order 
to  show  him  their  unreasonableness.  Any  thing — we  repeat  it 
— ^any  thing  is  better  than  the  dull,  melancholy,  morose  apathy 
of  human  creatures,  who  are  bom  and  educated,  and  live  and 
die  without  desiring  or  shunning  one  thing  more  than  another, 
without  love  or  hatred,  \vithout  fear  or  hope.  For  this  reason 
chiefly,  when  we  review  the  character  of  the  present  age,  we 
take  heart  and  are  comforted,  amid  the  consciousness  of  finding 
much  folly,  in  the  belief  that  a  great  deal  of  powerful  feeling  is 
abroad,  that  sluggishness  is  not  the  reigning  evil  of  our  time; 
but  that  we  are  on  the  whole  an  active,  stirring,  busy  nation. 
Our  ladies  too  have  caught  the  spirit  of  the  age.  We  meet 
them,  not  merely  at  balls,  prettily  equipped  for  the  sprighdy 
dance,  nor  in  a  morning  weaving  with  indefatigable  fingers  their 
evening  robe;  but  at  our  public  meetings,  at  our  committees, 
in  our  schools,  and  in  our  prisons,  we  find  them  occupying  no 
subordinate  station  in  the  ranks  of  the  busy  labourers  in  the  cause 
of  humanity.  It  has  been  whispered  that  on  such  occasions 
they  have  of  late  years  been,  indeed,  rather  too  active ;  and  this 
is  likely  enough.  But  yet  we  cannot  help  believing,  on  our 
own  principles,  that  the  good-humour  of  their  domestic  circles 
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is  on  the  whole  increased  by  the  life  and  spirits  which  these 
exertions  produce  and  promote.  It  is  true,  that  the  same  period 
which  produces  a  nation  of  great  doers,  will  almost  unavoidably 
bring  forth  a  people  of  talkers.     Energy  of  one  sort  calls  out 
energy  of  another.    High-sounding  expressions,  violent  admira- 
tion and  abuse  of  people  and  thmgs,  is  inseparsible  from  a  state 
of  strong  mental  and  bodily  excitement.     Hence  the  sharpness 
of  our  controversies,  the  unreasonable  warmth  of  our  language 
on  subjects  purely  literary,  the  vehemence  of  our  passionate 
poetry.     We  have  carried  all  these  things  a  great  deal  too  far; 
and  people  of  the  good  old  school  look  upon  us  sometimes  with 
wonder  and  contempt.     We  appear  in  their  eyes  to  be  fighting 
with  prodigious  vehemence  about  straws.    Looking  forward, 
however,  some  twentj'  or  thirty  years,  we  see  great  reason  to 
hope  that  we  shall  be  much  the  better  by  and  by,  in  spite  of  our 
present  excesses.    Things  will  be  called  by  their  right  names, 
one  time  or  other;  and  the  sober  severity  of  truth  will  adorn 
our  characters,  when  some  of  the  glow  of  enthusiasm  in  her 
cause  has  passed  away.    Even  now,  few  of  the  members  of  con- 
tending literary  parties  dislike  each  other  half  so  much  as  their 
words  literally  taken  would  imply ;  and  few  of  the  busy  actors 
in  political  or  religious  matters  appear,  in  their  own  private 
circles,  such  zealots  as  we  are  apt  to  fancy.    When  a  man  has 
gauned  reputation  by  ardour  in  one  particular  cause,  we  cannot 
give  him  crtdit  for  being  ardent  in  any  thing  else;  though  in 
many  cases  mere  accident  has  coupled  his  name  with  one  pursuit, 
and  he  may  have  been  all  the  while  to  the  fiill  as  eager  in  quest 
of  some  other.     At  any  rate  there  is  no  stagnation  in  a  mind 
like  this.     It  is  carried  away,  indeed,  rather  too  rapidly;  but 
time,  experience,  and  the  inflexible  application  of  its  powers  in 
that  direction  to  which  man^s  better  wisdom  points,  will  finally 
preserve  it  from  destruction. 

Even  decidedly  lighjt,  irreligious,  volatile  spirits  are  more 
hopeful  subjects  of  speculation  than  the  apathetic  beings  from 
whom  no  power  can  extract  a  tear  of  sympathy,  or  a  burst  of 
generous  feeling.  Quiet  dulness  often  odls  itself  religious ; 
but  of  conscience  it  has  none.  It  keeps  imder  regulation  the 
already  sober  passions ;  but  as  to  rousing  the  active  principle 
within  us,  towards  this  it  does  nothing. 

Religious  principle  is  of  little  value  indeed,  if  it  merely  keep 
us  in  the  slavish  fear  of  going  notoriously  wrong,  without  spur- 
ring us  on  to  right  action.  It  was  not  for  an  end  so  poor  and 
circumscribed  that  the  Divine  Being  created  us,  and  stamped 
upon  our  minds  his  own  image.  It  was  not  for  this  that  he  has 
called  us  to  the  hope  of  a  better  inheritance.  It  was  to  rouse 
us  to  act  with  him  and^br  him;  to  translate  us  from  the  domi- 
nion of  fear  to  the  empire  of  hope ;  from  passive  submission  to 
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active  service;  from  awe  to  love,  and  from  death  to  life :  up  to 
this  beautiful  idea  should  we  endeavour  always  to  lift  our  minds* 
JVe  may  faint  and  fall  short ;  but  our  motives  and  principles  are 
stronger  than  ourselves. 

We  are  getting  out  of  our  depth ;  and,  having  begun  in  a 
light  mood,  are  in  danger  of  ending  in  too  serious  a  one.  Ex- 
amples, bright  examples,  of  tempered  and  well-directed  enthu- 
siasm crowd  upon  our  minds  as  we  write;  and  if  we  dared,  we 
could  mention  some  which  would  illustrate  and  confirm  the 
bright  view  we  are  disposed  to  take  of  this  error  of  noble  minds. 
Here  and  there  an  individual  may  put  our  cheerful  faith  to  the 
test ;  for  what  can  be  more  annoying  than  to  meet  with  the  fol- 
lies of  youth  in  an  aged  breast,  which  possesses  not  one  merit 
but  that  of  having  retained  its  childishness  through  a  long  life ! 
In  general,  however,  we  are  satisfied  that  enthusiasm  is  a  bless- 
ing to  individuals,  and  a  blessing  to  society;  and  from  the  bot- 
tom of  our  hearts  we  say, "  Longmay  it  dwell  amongst  us !"  E.  T. 


THE  NORTH  6EBMAN  PEASANTRY. 

Our  acquaintance  with  all  parts  of  the  European  continent  has  of 
late  years  been  gradually  improving  both  in  extent  and  aocuracj, 
and  the  various  stages  of  society  which  its  different  nations  exhUut 
have,  since  the  French  revolution,  attracted  a  far  deeper  scrutiny 
than  at  any  former  period.  The  public  gaze  has  indeed  Mfcn  chiefly 
directed  towards  its  southern  inhabitants-~the  French,  the  Spa- 
niards, the  Italians,  and  the  Portuguese.  The  sense  of  deficient 
administration  which  these  nations  have  manifested,  and  that  geim 
of  splendid  results  and  permanent  amelioration  which  in  some  of 
them  has  broken  forth,  have  undoubtedly  a  pre-eminent  claim  upon 
our  attention.  But  there  are  yet  countries  m  the  North  of  the  Con- 
tinent, which,  though  destitute  of  any  striking  and  sudden  efforts  <rf 
awakened  man,  such  as  those  which  the  South  has  witnessed,  pre- 
sent matter  highly  instructive  and  interesting  to  an  observer  of 
human  society.  The  northern  parts  of  Germany,  bordering  npon 
the  Baltic,  as  they  are  outlying  provinces,  not  inhabited  by  any 
court  or  sovereign,  and  possessing  no  attractions  of  climate  or 
scenery,  have  been  comparatively  hut  little  noticed.  They  have 
been  hardly  visited  at  all  by  English  or  French  travellers;  and  the 
German  language  is  so  slenderly  diffused  in  this  country,  that  the 
native  accounts  of  them  are  inaccessible  to  all  but  a  few.  For  this 
reason  it  may  not  be  unacceptable  to  lay  before  the  English  reader 
a  short  sketcn  of  the  state  oi  society  there,  and  principally  of  the 
condition  of  the  peasantry — to  deliver  an  abridged  summary  of  the 
changes  which  nave  influenced  the  happiness  of  the  numerous 
classes  in  that  country,  interspersing  some  reflections  on  their  gene- 
ral process  throughout  other  more  advanced  European  kingdoms. 
The  prmcipal  facts  relative  to  the  present  state  of  the  lalK>uring 
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classes  in  that  countrj,  may  be  found  in  a  "  View  of  Villenage  in 
Pomeranii  and  Rusen,"  wntten  by  Arndt,  an  tiuthor  whose  liberal 
spirit  has  reodered  him  deserredfj  popular  among  all  the  friends 
of  German  liberty  and  improvement. 

If  human  happiness  be  tne  only  true  and  legitimate  end  of  history, 
and  indeed  ot  all  knowledge,  a  minute  acquaintance  with  those 
causes  which  either  promote  or  obstruct  the  well-being  of  the  most 
numerous  portion  of  every  society,  must  be  deemed  the  most  valuable 
of  all  acquisitions.  Yet,  if  we  inspect  nearly  every  historical  re- 
cord extant,  how  rarely  is  this  proposed  as  the  object  of  research ! 

"  History,  so  wann  on  meaner  themes. 

Is  cold  on  this."  Cowpxb. 

We  listen  to  a  minute  detail  of  the  most  insignificant  quarrels, 
amours,  and  enjoyments  of  kings  and  nobles,  while  the  condition 
and  progress  of  the  people  is  usuallj  postponed  to  the  appendix,  or 
occupies  a  paragraph  at  the  end  of  a  reign,  of  much  about  the  same 
lengUi  as  the  description  of  the  king's  person.  It  is  at  best  treat- 
ed as  a  curious  accessary,  which  it  would  be  improper  wholly  to 
pass  over,  like  the  animal  and  vegetable  productions  of  the  coun- 
try. Reflections  upon  this  grievous  distortion  of  the  historical  pen 
might  be  pushed  to  some  extent,  and  not  without  advantage;  out 
on  the  present  occasion  it  will  be  sufficient  to  vindicate  what  might 
wear  the  aspect  of  minute  detail,  by  a  reference  to  that  ^and  pur- 
pose towaros  which  all  scientific  research  should  be  made  subser- 
vient 

Tbat  great  recoina^  (refante)  of  the  human  race,  (to  use  the  elo- 
auent  expression  of  Sismondi)  which  Europe  has  witnessed  since 
tne  Christian  era,  traces  its  ori^n  to  the  incorporation  of  the 
Gothic  tribes  with  the  declining  Roman  empire  in  the  South,  to 
the  Gothic  tribes  alone  in  the  middle,  and  to  their  admixture  with 
the  Slavi  or  Sclavonians  in  the  North  of  Europe.  Russia  and  Po- 
land, inhibited  only  by  Sclavonians,  may  be  considered  as  situated 
without  the  pale  of  this  classification,  as  their  influence  upon  the 
frame  of  European  society  is  but  of  recent  date. 

At  the  period  when  the  Gothic  tribes  had  acquired  firm  posses- 
sion of  the  Roman  territories  in  the  South,  the  northern  and  east- 
em  parts  of  Europe  (including  Holstein,  Mecklenbure,  Pomerania, 
Lusafia,  Silesia,  Bohemia*  and  Hungary)  were  peopled  by  Slkvu 
From  the  9th  to  the  13 th  century,  the  Gothic  and  Saxon  tribes  ex- 
tended their  inroads  into  all  these  countries,  and  incorporated 
themselves  with  the  inhabitants,  partly  by  way  of  conquest,  partly 
bj  way  of  settlement*  In  some,  however,  they  appear  to  have  set- 
tled in  much  greater  number,  and  to  have  acquired  a  far  greater 
suprenaacy,  than  in  others,  and  the  current  language  affords  an  in- 
contestable standard  by  which  their  comparative  superiority  may 
be  measured.  In  Holstein,  Mecklenburg,  and  Pomerania,  tne  al- 
most complete  introduction  of  the  Grerman  language  attests  the 
entire  predominance  of  the  new  settlers  over  the  old  inhabitants, 
whom  indeed  the  meagre  accounts  which  remain  describe  as  equal- 
ly rude  and  thinly  scattered.    Previous  to  the  year  1200,  when 


270  The  Xorih  German  Peasantry* 

llenrj  the  Lion  was  Duke  of  Saxonj,  and  when  the  Ensligh  were 
just  conquering  Ireland,  this  settlement  was  firmly  ma£»  but  not 
without  much  contest  and  bloodshed.  It  was  by  no  means  how- 
ever effected  wholly  by  conquest ;  for  Pomerania  was  governed  by 
her  native  princes,  of  Sclavonian  family,  until  the  country  was  di- 
vided by  the  extinction  of  that  race,  in  tiie  time  of  the  thirty  year» 
war.  The  Germans  owed  their  predominance  partly  to  the  supe- 
riority which  they  possessed  in  arts  and  cultivation,  and  nartly  to 
the  influence  of  Christianity  which  they  introduced  into  tne  coun- 

The  scanty  accounts  which  we  possess  of  Pomerania  from  the 
l£th  to  the  I6th  century  eidiibit  the  same  comfortless  and  unat- 
tractive features  which  mark  at  the  same  period  the  more  southern 
countries  of  Europe.  We  observe  an  utter  absence  of  all  sense  of 
union,  and  of  that  respect  for  public  authority  which  is  the  visible 
sign  of  this  feeling.  The  kings  of  Pomerania  possessed  little  more 
than  a  nominal  authority  over  their  refractory  nobles.  The  country 
was  split  into  a  varietur  of  separate  associations,  consisting  either 
of  territorial  lordships,  or  ot  the  different  town-corporations  aod 
their  demesnes.  Between  these  there  existed  interminable  war- 
fare, and  these  petty  feuds  seem  to  have  spread  constant  desola- 
tion throughout  the  whole  land.  It  is  indeed  scarcely  possible  to 
imagine  the  distress  which  must  have  frequently  reisned  in  a 
country  where  we  hear  the  price  of  corn  recorded  as  higher  by  six- 
fold one  year  than  it  had  been  in  the  preceding,  in  consequence  of 
which  many  persoi^  died  of  absolute  nunger. 

About  the  16th  century,  however,  we  begin  to  be  more  accurately 
informed  as  to  the  state  of  Pomerania  anoRugen.  The  chronicler 
Kanzow  lived  at  this  period ;  and  there  is  extant  a  curious  compila- 
tion of  the  country  customs  and  laws  {land-gebrauche)  of  the  i&Ie 
of  Rugen,  made  about  the  year  1550  by  Matthias  von  Normaun,— 
a  man  who  was  orig^inally  scribe  in  the  judiciaf  court  of  Beiigen. 
and  afterwards  administered  iustice  there  himself  in  the  capacity 
of  provincial  judge  (Xamfvp^O. 

From  both  these  accounts  Uie  condition  of  the  peasants  in  Po- 
merania and  Rueen  appears  in  the  16th  century  to  have  been 
tolerably  free  anucomrortable.  Like  the  villeins  in  England,  their 
tenures  were  different  Some  possessed  an  hereditary  tenure  upoo 
their  farms,  on  condition  of  performing  certain  fixed  services  upon 
the  manor-farm  of  the  lord,  and  in  some  cases  of  paying  a  fixed 
money-tribute.  Others,  ag^,  had  only  a  life-tenure,  and  were  sub- 
ject to  indeterminate  services.  But,  m  Rugen  particularly,  nearly 
all  the  peasants  appear  to  have  stood  upon  a  fixed  annual  tribute, 
and  to  nave  possessed  an  hereditary  tenure  in  their  farms.  Thej 
are  described  as  rich,  spirited,  and  warlike,  as  unwilling  to  yield 
in  point  of  precedence  to  the  poorer  members  of  the  noblessf, 
among  whom  their  daughters  are  said  to  have  frequently  inter- 
married. They  went  almost  always  armed,  even  to  feasts  and  to 
church.  They  were  fond  of  huntmg,  and  kept  good  dogs  far  ih^ 
purpose.    They  mig^t  sell  their  farms  whenever  they  pleased^  and 


The  jy'arih  German  Feasaniry.  271 

remove,  on  condition  of  delivering  to  tke  lord  a  tenth  part  of  the 
purchase-monej,  together  with  an  heriot  and  other  small  burdens. 
The  lord  could  not  turn  them  out  except  upon  some  specific  and 
satisfactory  ground,  and  even  then  the  peasant  was  permitted  to 
sell  the  wnoie  of  his  farming-stock,  ana  to  carry  away  the  pro- 
ceeds free.  Occasional  fees  due  to  the  lord,  such  as  wardship,  re- 
lief, &c.  are  defined  with  considerable  precision  by  Normann. 

But  even  durine  the  time  of  the  latter,  this  moderate  and  easy 
tenure  appears  to  nave  been  gradually  Reclining.  Normann  con- 
cludes his  compilation  with  a  complaint,  that  the  lords  were  daily 
becoming  more  harsh  and  0}>pressive  in  their  exactions,  and  that 
the  decisions  of  the  provincial  courts  were  decidedly  increasing 
in  severity  towards  the  peasants.  And  even  before  the  16th  cen- 
tury had  expired,  instances  occurred  of  a  practice  to  which  the 
annals  of  lordly  exaction,  in  southern  Europe,  ao  not  afford  a  parallel. 

The  usual  mode  of  residence  of  the  peasants  was  in  villages,  or 
small  assemblages  of  ten  or  a  dozen  cabins  upon  an  average,  to  each 
of  which  there  was  annexed  a  portion  of  arable  land,  amounting 
commonly,  according  to  Arndt,  to  about  thirty  acres.    Besides  this 
there  was  a  certain  c^uantity  of  pasture  and  woodlands  which  the 
vitlaee  seemed  to  use  in  common.    Out  of  the  produce  of  this  vil- 
lage-land the  residing  peasants  were  compelled  to  maintain  the  - 
farming  capital,  and  the  labourers  with  whom  they  were  to  cul- 
tivate the  demesne-farm  of  the  lord — ^to  pay  tiie  taille  or  state- 
contribution,  from  which  the  lord's  land  is  exempt — ^to  furnish  the 
support  of  the  priests,  and  other  duties,  besides  beine  called  upon 
to  labour  upon  the  roads,  and  to  aid  in  repairing  churches  whenever 
it  was  required.    It  may  be  readily  conjectured  that  this  list  of  de- 
mands, supposing  them  even  to  be  exacted  with  moderation  and 
humanity,  would  leave  to  the  peasant  a  very  scanty  per  centage 
out  of  the  fruits  of  his  Idbour,  and  would  extinguish  all  stimulus  to 
effort  and  activity.    The  cultivation  of  his  lord's  land  would  be 
wretchedly  performed,  where  nothing  was  to  be  eained  by  execut- 
ing it  well.    This  very  obvious  consideration  induced  many  of  the 
lonls,  in  the  beginning  of  the  17th  century,  to  adopt  the  plan  of  lay- 
ing down  the  peasant-villages  {das  Bauemlegen),    They  took  the 
small  farming  capital  of  the  peasants  into  their  own  management, 
reducing  the  latter,  without  the  most  trifling  compensation,  to  the 
state  of  day-labourers.    Under  pretence  that  the  fanning  capital 
in  reality  belonged  to  them,  and  thatthey  might,  at  pleasure,  resume 
that  which  they  had  partially  entrusted  to  the  management  of  their 
dependant,  they  robbed  the  peasant' of  all  his  little  semblance  of 
proprietorship,  and  degraded  nim  to  a  level  with  those  labourers  to 
whom  he  had  previously  appeared  in  the  light  of  an  employer  and 
a  superior.  They  con  vertea  the  village-land  into  one  great  demesne- 
farm,  which  they  cultivated  by  means  of  the  farming  capital  taken 
from  the  peasants,  and  employed  under  their  own  management, 
and  by  means  of  the  manual  labour  of  its  former  possessors.* 

*  When  the  Ai^lo4ndian  government  made  the  Zemindars  proprietors  of  the 
land  in  Bengal,  under  Lord  Comwallis,  in  1789,  the  extinction  of  the  hereditary 
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Amdt  mentions  numerous  demesne-farmB*  within  his  own  know- 
ledge, which  had  been  in  that  condition  for  a  very  Ions  period,  but 
which  are  stated  as  peasant-villa^s  in  the  accounts  at  me  beginning 
of  the  1 7th  century.  The  growing  seventy  of  treatment  seems  to 
have  materially  increased  the  number  of  runaway  peasants ;  for 
about  this  epoch  we  meet  with  numerous  edicts  to  prevent  their 
flight  Even  in  these  edicts,  the  peasants  are  mentioned  in  a  tone 
which  decisively  indicates  how  much  their  importance  had  declined 
since  the  time  of  Normann. 

But  the  hardship  of  th%ir  treatment  seems  to  have  been  per- 
petually on  the  increase  even  up  to  the  latest  years  of  the  18th  cen- 
tury. The  practice  of  laying  down  the  villages  continued  to  be 
venr  frequent  during  the  17th  and  18th  centuries,  and  more  so  from 
17d3  to  1790  than  at  any  former  period.  In  the  twenty  years  just 
following  the  seven  years'  war,  many  villages  were  laid  down  not 
only  in  me  estates  of  the  nobles,  but  m  those  of  the  cities  and  cor- 
porations, and  in  the  kingly  domains.  But  it  has  within  the  last 
forty  years  been  exclusively  confined  to  the  nobles.  The  increased 
demand  for  Baltic  corn,  which  has  arisen  in  southern  Europe  during 
l3iis  latter  period,  has  been  the  means  of  creating  this  additiond 
anxiety  for  a  better  system  of  cultivation  than  me  poor  peasants 
could  be  expected  to  apply.  The  proprietors  of  land  have  been 
srowing  n4>idly  wealthy,  and  the  augmentation  of  capital  cannot 
be  better  attested  than  by  the  universal  complaint,  throughout 
Pomerania  and  Rugen,  of  the  scarcity  of  workmep. 

To  exhibit  the  iSit  in  which  these  unhappy  peasants  have  been 
considered  during  tne  period  just  alluded  to,  it  is  only  necessary  to 
inspect  a  book  published  at  Wismar  in  1779,  by  Balthasar,  a  jurist 
of  some  celebritVf  and  vice-president  of  the  Supreme  Court  in  that 
town.  In  this  book  (entitled  "  Be  hominibus  prapriis  in  Pome- 
rania'^) the  author  treats  the  peasants  with  the  same  unfeeling 
brutality  with  which  a  Kentucky  lawyer  would  probably  speak  of 
a  niggar.  *'  Peasants,"  says  he,  "  must  serve  their  lord  when  and 
where  he  will,  bv  day  and  by  night,  for  they,  the  cattle,  and  the 
furniture,  are  all  his.  They  must  perform  all  services  without 
limitation  or  certainty.  In  any  difference  between  the  lord  and 
his  peasant,  the  presumption  must  always  be  in  favour  of  the  for- 
mer; for  it  cannot  be  imagined  that  he  would  wish  to  injure  his 
OWN  PROPERTY.  Baulshment  is  never  to  be  employed  in  punishing 
a  villein ;  for  banishment  would  be  a  blessing  to  Mm."  He  defines 
a  villein,  res  immobilis.  Runaways  are  publicly  advertised  in  the 
Stralsund  newspapers,  and  a  reward  offered  to  any  one  who  will 
forcibly  detain  and  bring  them  back. 

However,  it  appears  that  the  movement  which,  during  the  last 
ten  years  of  the  18th  century,  imprinted  itself  upon  almost  eveiy 
member  of  European  society,  has  not  been  wholly  lost  even  u|K>n 
the  remote  and  aebased  Pomeranian.    He  no  longer  submits  with 

ri^ts  of  the  ryots  seems  to  have  been  very  similar  to  the  practice  here  de- 
tailed. See  the  account  of  the  reforms  oi'  Lord  ComvwHis,  in  Hr.  IfiU's  <^ei- 
lent  «<  Histoiy  of  British  India,"  book  6.  cap.  5. 
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the  same  tranquillitj  to  see  his  village  laid  down,  and  himself  de- 
graded, without  compensation,  into  the  post  of  a  labourer.  In- 
Btances  have  happened  in  which  the  peasants  have  made  active  re- 
sistance to  the  attempt  And  the  lords  have  of  iate  scarcely  ever 
been  able  to  carry  it  through  without  the  oiler  of  some  pecuniary 
recompense,  which  offer,  however,  Artidt  states  to  have  been  more 
frequently  disre^rded  than  fulfilled,  and  the  poor  peasant  had  no 
means  of  enforcing  payment. 

It  is  remarkable  that  in  Rugen,  where  both  Kanzow  and  Nor- 
mann  declare  the  state  of  the  peasants  to  have  been  incomparably 
more  easy  in  their  time  than  it  was  in  Pomeranta,  the  oppression 
of  this  unhappy  class  has,  in  modem  vears,  far  exceeded  that  which 
is  practised  m  tiie  latter.  In  Rugen,  the  number  of  villeins  is  to  that 
of  free  inhabitants  as  tiiree  to  one :  in  Pomerania  the  numbers  are 
nearly  equal.  In  consequence  of  tiiis  harsher  and  more  ni^ardly 
treatment,  the  population  of  Rugen  has  rather  declined  during  the 
last  twenty  years  of  the  18th  century;  in  Pomerania  it  soiyiewhat 
increased.  The  scarcity  of  labourers  is,  tiierefore,  gjreater  in  the 
fiirmer  than  in  the  latter,  and  their  wages  proportionally  high, 
amounting  to  21  rix-dollars  per  annum,  besides  certain  other  per- 
quisites, while  the  villein-labourer  receives  only  9  or  10.  In  Po- 
roersnia  the  villein-labourer  receives  about  11  or  12  rix-dollars, 
while  the  wages  of  the  free-labourer  do  not  amount  to  above  15 
or  16. 

It  is  both  curious  and  important  to  ascertain,  if  possible,  what 
has  occasioned  the  gradual  increase  of  rieour  and  oppression  to- 
wards this  unhappy  people,  during  a  period  when  the  peasantry  of 
other  European  nations  has  been,  if  any  thin^,  acquiring  relief  and 
importance  in  the  scale  of  society.  Speculations  upon  tiiis  subject 
present  unusual  difficulties ;  ana  when  we  have  obtained  a  princi- 
ple which  appears  to  solve  the  problem  in  one  country,  we  are  dis- 
appointed to  find,  on  applying  it  to  another,  that  although  the  very 
same  principle  appears  to  have  operated,  the  results  are  neverthe- 
less totally  opposite.  Millar,  for  instance,  in  his  remarks  on  the 
English  Government,  (book  1.  cap.  5.  p.  1S6.  8vo.^  explains  the 
gradual  extinction  of  villenage  from  the  Extensive  landed  estates 
acquired  by  the  German  settlers  in  the  Roman  provinces,  who 
were  thus  prevented  from  maintaining  a  vigilant  inspection  over 
their  slaves,  and  consequently  oblieed  to  abandon  the  idea  of  for- 
cibly compelling  them  to  work,  it  was  necessary,  he  says,  to 
allure  them  to  limour  by  the  possession  of  a  fixed  portion  of  what 
they  produced,  and  thus  the  slaves  gradually  acquired  property, 
and  became  more  independent  of  their  masters.  Now,  if  we  turn 
our  attention  from  England  to  the  eastern  parts  of  Europe,  the  fact 
manifests  that  a  thin  population,  scatterea  over  an  immense  ter- 
ritory, is  in  circumstances  the  most  favourable  to  a  perpetual  and 
unmitigated  villenage.  Such  is  the  state  of  Poland  and  Russia, 
where  the  estates  ofgreat  proprietors  are  of  an  extent  unknown  to 
the  more  bounded  territories  of  western  Europe.  Millar's  theory, 
tterefore,  even  if  it  were  more  unexceptionable  in  point  of  argu 
Vol.  I.  No.  9^1821.  2M 
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mcnt  than  it  really  is,  would  be  wholly  overthrown  by  an  enlarged 
survey  and  comparison  of  different  countries. 

A  ^w  general  considerations*  drawn  from  an  analysis  of  human 
nature,  will  tend  to  elucidate  the  changes  which  atfect  the  happi- 
ness of  the  poorer  classes. 

The  motive  which  impels  one  man  to  injure  anotiier  is  the  love 
of  enjoyment;  and  the  love  of  dominion,  for  the  purpose  of  attain- 
ing this  enjoyment  as  easily  and  quickly  as  possible.^  The  great 
mass  of  injury  inflicted,  therefore,  consists  m  privation,  and  in 
that  coercive  system  which  is  necessary,  in  oraer  to  enforce  the 
production  and  surrender  of  the  desirable  objects.  And  if  this 
mass  of  injury  is  greater  in  one  state  of  society  than  in  another^ 
the  reason  must  be,  that  motives  have  arisen  determining  tiie  op- 
pressors to  push  their  system  of  engrossment  and  coercion  to  a 
greater  extremity,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  capacity  of  resist- 
ance, on  the  part  of  the  oppressed,  has  been  diminished. 

Now  the  progress  of  society  uniformly  imparts  additional  stren^ 
to  ail  these  motives  for  exaction.  In  a  ruae  age  the  stimulus  ana- 
inf  from  them  is  feeble  and  inefficient.  When  the  chief  eiyoys 
neither  a  more  luxurious  fare  nor  a  more  sumptuous  clothine  than 
the  dependant,  and  when  both  are  abundantly  supplied  wiui  that 
coarse  comfort  beyond  which  their  ideas  do  not  extend,  the  former 
has  little  to  gain  by  forcibly  pushing  the  services  of  the  latter  to 
tiieir  most  productive  result.  A  numerous  and  warlike  tetinue  is 
usually  the  pride  of  the  chief,  and  plentiful  subsistence  may  be 
obtained  for  them  without  much  oppression.  Under  these  circum- 
stances he  may  occasionally  maltreat,  or  even  destroy,  his  depend- 
ants, in  a  fit  of  passion,  but  he  will  practise  no  habitual  extortion 
or  cruelty  towards  them.  **  Occidere  solent,"  %nj%  Tacitus  of  the 
ancient  Germans,  *'  servos,  non  discipUnil  ac  severitate,  sed  impetu 
et  ir&,  ut  inimicum,  nisi  auod  impune."^I>«  Mor.  61f€m.) 

Nor  does  the  love  of  dominion  stimulate  the  rude  chieftain  to 
oppress  his  dependants,  any  more  than  the  love  of  enjoyment.  His 
power  rests  upon  a  basis  so  secure  and  irresistible,  that  he  has  but 
little  temptation  to  extend  it  by  depressing  still  lower  those  who 
are  subject  to  it.  In  that  universal  simplicity  of  fare  and  habits 
which  prevails,  he  has  no  other  mode  of  aistinguishing  himself  ex- 
cept by  personal  superiority:  and  the  circumstances  of  mankind 
during  sudi  a  period,  distributed  into  small  tribes  continually  at 
war  with  each  other,  conspire  to  render  his  acauisition  of  these 
qualities,  in  some  degree  of  perfection,  imperiously  necessary. 
Accordingly,  we  find  that  in  rude  times,  the  men  of  the  his^est 
birth  and  opulence  are  uniformly  the  first  men  of  their  day.  They 
shine  pre-eminently  in  all  the  qualities  which  are  then  in  esteem. 
They  are  the  most  courageous  and  skilful  combatants,  the  most 
capuile  of  supporting  fatigue,  the  most  distinguished  in  wrestling, 
boxing,  and  all  other  exercises  of  strength.  A  tribe  never  dream 
of  opposing  the  mandates  of  one  who  excels  in  every  accomplish- 
ment which  their  circumstances  teach  them  to  appreciate  and  ad- 
mire.   The  constant  necessity  of  employing  them  in  miUtery  ser- 


The  MMk  Berman  Peasantry.  *        SSrs 

vices  woiftd,  betides,  render  the  cUef  indttposed  to  oppressive 
and  extortionate  acts,  even  if  he  bad  more  motive  to  such  conduct 
than  be  really  has. 

But  in  process  of  time  these  simple  habits  gradually  give  place 
to  ease  and  luxury.  Personal  enjoyments  are  discovered  or  in* 
vented,  which  it  requires  long  and  assiduous  labour  to  procure.  . 
They  are  of  course  expensive,  and  can  become  the  property  only 
of  a  few.  The  possession  of  them,  therefore,  at  once  creates  a 
visible  mark  whicn  distinguishes  the  chief  from  the  rest  of  his  tribe, 
or  from  other  less  power^l  chiefs;  and  he  is  consequently  relieved 
from  the  necessity  of  that  fatiguing  personal  pre-eminence  which 
he  had  before  been  obliged  to  maintain.  The  military  halnts  are 
usually  laid  aside,  and  the  superiority  of  great  proprietors  is  dis- 
plaved,  not  in  tbe  field,  but  in  exhibitions  of  comparative  opulence 
and  splendour.  Thus  the  thirst  for  personal  enjoj^ment,  the  de- 
sire of  distinction,  and  the  love  of  ease,  all  unite  in  inspiring  an 
ardent  demand  for  expensive  luxuries.  And  this  taste  can  only 
be  ^tified  by  obtaining  from  the  peasants  as  large  a  produce  as 
their  labour  can  possibly  be  made  to  furnish.  The  strongest  motive 
would  be  createa  for  the  acquisition  of  a  larger  money-revenue.* 

In  consequence  of  this  alteration  of  taste,  those  arrangements  for 
production,  which  had  been  established  during  the  previous  era  of 
rudeness  and  simplicity,  would  at  once  be  perceived  to  be  clumsy 
and  incompetent.  The  lord's  farm,  cultivated  by  the  partial  and  in- 
termittent exertibns  of  peasants  who  were  engaged  in  tillage  else- 
where upon  their  own  account,  would  meet  with  careless  and  unskil- 
ful treatment.  Under  these  circumstances,  there  would  be  two  modes 
of  augmenting  the  money  revenue  of  the  lord.  It  might  be  aug- 
mented either  by  placing  the  peasant  upon  a  fixed  and  independent 
tenure,  hj  exacting^  from  him  a  definite  portion  of  produce,  and 
bribing  him  to  a  stricter  effort  and  attention  by  the  prospect  of  se- 
curely appropriating  the  remainder.  Or  it  mi^ht  be  augmented  i( 
the  lord  could  seize  and  employ  solely  for  his  own  purposes  the 
farming  capital,  the  services  of  which  had  before  partially  belon^d 
to  him ;  and  if,  by  the  use  of  skilful  and  methodized  compulsion, 
like  that  exercised  over  a  negro  slave,  he  could  oblige  the  peasant 

•  We  are  apt  to  overrate  the*degree  of  evU  inflicted  by  <me  individual  upon 
another  during  a  rude  age,  because,  in  perusing  the  history  of  such  a  pefiod, 
occasional  acts  of  excessive  cruelty  and  brutality  are  presented  to  us,  which  a 
dvifized  society  would  not  have  tolerated.  The  bancjuet  of  Thyestes  wouldneyer 
have  oceuned  even  in  the  sUve  plantatioi#  of  Carohna.  But  deeds  which  origi- 
nate entirely  in  disinterested  revenge  or  fuiy  cannever  be  very  frequent,  because 
the  motive  to  perpetrate  them  must  of  necesaty  be  confined  to  a  few.  The  whole 
mass  of  injuiy  brought  about  in  this  manner  is  always  trifling,  when  compared 
with  that  which  arises  from  applying  only  just  as  much  of  the  painful  stimulus  as 
is  necessaiy  to  ensure  complete  privation.  Self-interest,  the  motive  to  the  latter 
acts,  is  univeisal  in  its  operation,  and  therefore  the  frequency  and  continuity  of 
sodi  a  system  of  force  more  than  compensaterfor  the  slighter  injury  which  each 
individual  application  of  it  may  oaose.  Compare  the  present  situation  of  negro 
slaves  with  that  which  it  would  be,  if  their  masters  onl^  demanded  of  them  as 
much  as  could  be  produced  by  the  labour  off  two  days  m  the  week,  and  if  they 
had  onlyrtD  dread  ttkf  effects  of  casusl  fuiy  and  intemperance. 
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to  work  in  the  inott  efficient  manner  Whidi  terror  can  secure,  re- 
serving to  himself  the  whole  of  the  produce,  except  what  might  be 
barely  sufficient  to  maintain  the  life  and  strength  of  the  lalMurer. 
Either  of  these  two  modes  of  proceediw  would  supply  the  lord  with 
a  laiiger  revenue  than  he  could  obtain  by  a  medium  between  them. 
In  tlie  former  case,  the  stimulus  to  exertion  springs  up  spontane- 
ously within  the  bc«om  of  the  peasant ;  in  the  latter  case,  it  is  pro- 
vided from  without  But  if  by  vexatious  and  indefinite  exactions, 
his  native  enetgies  are  crippled  and  repressed,  while  this  deficieucj 
of  motive  is  not  supplied  Djr  external  compulsion,  it  seema  evident 
that  the  whole  pn>duce  of  his  labour,  as  well  as  the  share  which  the 
lord  received  of  it,  would  decline  to  the  lowest  possible  point. 

Thouffh,  however,  the  revenue  of  the  lord  might  be  augmented  in 
eidier  of  these  two  ways,  it  appears  undeniable  that  the  latter  would 
be  the  more  lucrative  of  the  two.  The  lord  was  before  a  partner  in  the 
proprietorship  of  the  farming  capital.  To  encross  the  whole  of  it, 
and  to  mal^e  nimself  the  sole  possessor,  would  be  the  most  profitable 
path  which  he  could  pursue. 

But  we  need  not  inquire  whether  this  method  of  compulsory  ap- 
propriation would  reaAy  be  more  lucrative  than  that  of  settling  the 
peasant  upon  a  certain  and  undisturbed  tenure,  in  order  to  deter* 
mine  which  of  the  two  the  lords  would  probably  adopt,  supposing 
both  to  be  ei]ually  easy  and  practicable.  Were  the  former  method 
attended  with  only  equal  gain,  or  perhaps  with  somewhat  less,  it 
would  infallibly  be  preferred,  from  the  extension  of  power  and  su- 
premacy which  accompanies  it.  To  barter  away  dominion  is  at  all 
timer  highly  odious  and  humiliating  \  and  experience  attests,  that 
wherever  a  choice  is  offered,  mankind  invariably  employ  the  compul- 
80^  process,from  the  flattering  sense  of  superiority  which  it  involves. 

The  same  motive,  therefore,  which  under  one  set  of  circumstances 
would  lead  a  proprietor  to  lay  down  his  peasant-villaces,  would  un- 
.der  another  set  induce  him  to  place  them  on  fixed  and  independent 
tenures.  Both  steps  would  be  dictated  by  his  desire  of  raising  a 
lareer  revenue;  but  as  the  former  process  is  both  more  attractive 
and  effectual,  it  may  be  assumed,  that  nothing  but  want  of  povrer  to 
realise  its  conditions  could  have  brought  proprietors  to  adopt  the 
latter.  Instead,  therefore,  of  inquiring  what  occasioned  propnetors 
to  adopt  it  in  the  North  of  Europe,  we  ought  rather  to  ask  what 
prevented  them  from  adopting  it  in  the  ^uth;  in  other  words, 
what  imparted  to  the  peasants  in  the  South  an  additional  capacity 
of  resistance. 

(To  he  concluded  in  our  next.) 


'  / 


YOUTH  AH D  I.OVB. 
Wbtlb  Youth  o'er  Fancy's  gay  domain 
Roved  heedless  of  approaching  pw» 


Young  Cupid,  with  his  wonted  art, 
Slilv  stole  his  easy  heart, 
And  bore  it,  jofiuig  in  his  guile. 
On  Zephyi9  to  the  Cypoan  itk: 
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Tlkere  to  a  roae-bod's  nQKn  AnAnie 

Did  he  his  throbbing  prize  consigpn; 
With  witchery'  and  magic  spell. 
For  heart  to  feel,  not  tongtie  to  tell, 
Re  folded  it  from  mortal  view. 
And  seal'd  it  tip  with  mcxrning  dew. 
There  steep'd  m  bEss  full  long  it  slept. 
While  o'er  it  Love  his  vigil  kept^- 
In  vain,  for  when,  with  anient  ray, 
The  radiant  planet  of  the  day 
In  fulness  of  meridian  power 
Shown  on  the  faidiless  guaidian  flower. 
The  opentnflT  petals  of  uie  rose 
Their  trembling  captive  soon  disclose. 
And  Youth,  who  long  had  sought  in  vain, 
Found,  ne'er  to  lose,  his  heart  again. 
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GmiiTs  not,  dear  love,  although  we  often  parte, 
But  know,  that  Nature  genSy  doth  us  sever, 

Thereby  to  traine  us  up  vnth  tender  arte 
To  brooke  that  day  when  we  must  part  for  ever. 

For  Nature,  doubting  we  should  be  surprized 
Bv  that  sad  day,  whose  dread  doth  chiefly  feare  us 

Dotn  keepe  us  daylv  schofded  and  exerdsed,* 
Lest  that  the  fnght  thereof  should  overbeare  us. 


FOSTERITT. 

I  DiN£D  the  other  day  with  a  friend  who  lives  at  Hampstead, 
and  returned  to  town  in  the  evening  (for  my  friend  has  the 
good  sense  to  dine  at  four  o'clock)  by  the  pathway  that  .leads 
across  the  fields  to  the  Regent's  Park.  As  I  walked  along,  con- 
gratulating myself  upon  residing  in  a  quarter  of  London  to 
which  so  rural  a  scene  is  contiguous,  I  observed  a  board  an- 
nouncing that  the  adjoining  ground  was  to  be  let  on  a  building 
leasew  This  notice  reminded  me  of  what  I  had  lately  heard 
with  much  regret,  that  there  was  some  intention  of  converting 
the  whole  of  the  beautiful  prospect  between  the  New  Road 
and  the  hills  into  a  mass  of  brickwork.  The  slightest  impulse 
will  send  the  mind  on  a  long  journey.  From  reflections  thus 
casually  suggested  upon  a  change  that  I  might  yet  live  to  wit- 
ness, I  soon  passed  on  to  speculate  upon  the  many  stranger  re- 
volutions that  may  be  expected  to  occur,  as  well  in  the  surface 
of  the  soil,  as  in  the  moral  and  political  condition  of  the  inha- 
bitants, when  I,  and  all  that  belongs  to  me,  shall  be  ^^  among 
forgotten  things."  Without  stopping  to  inquire  what  forms 
the  surroimding  scene  may  assume  to  my  children  and  their 
children,  I  at  once  pushed  on  to  a  remoter  point,  and  asked. 
What  will  London  be  three  or  four  centuries  hence?.   What 
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will  England  be? — ^whatlier  power,  and  virtues,  and  opinioiis' 
Will  the  men  of  that  day  look  back  upon  us  their  ancestors  with 
pride,  or  with. contempt?  or  will  they  disgrace  us  by  their  de- 
generacy? Will  they  still  be  for  ever  waging  war  upon  the 
French,  and  taxes  upon  themselves?  Will  such  things  as  Holy 
Alliances  be  known  or  tolerated?  America  too,  what  will  she 
have  become?  Are  there  yet  in  store  a  couple  of  dozen  pro- 
tracted wars,  aQ4  some  hundred  sea-fights,  to  sefde  the  rival 
claims  of  her  and  England?  Will  the  predictions  of  th^  phi- 
landiropist  be  realized  in  Africa?  Will  New  South  Wales, 
after  passing  through  successive  generations  of  pick-pockets, 
colonists,  rebels,  and  republicans— -will  she  0  last,  starting  up 
in  the  spirit  of  ambitious  insubordination,  and  girding  her  loins 
with  her  federal  compact,  become  the  seat  of  empire  and  re- 
nown, the  seeds  of  which  now  lie  ready  for  exportation  in  our 
gaols  and  transport-hulks?  These,  and  similar  meditations, 
occupied  me  during  the  remainder  of  my  walk;  and  before  I 
reached  my  own  door,  I  had  more  than  once  heaved  a  wish, 
with  the  Macedonian  conqueror,  that,  choosing  my  own  time, 
I  might  be  allowed  to  take  just  one  interesting  peep  from  my 
grave,  in  order  to  ascertain,  not  what  the  then  world  would  say 
of  me,  but  what  I  should  think  of  it.  The  last  Number  of  the 
New  Monthly  lay  upon  my  table — I  took  it  up,  and  having 
read  the  continuation  of  ^^  Jonathan  Kentucky's  Journal,^'  re- 
tired to  rest.  My  brain  was  still  busy  with  the  thoughts  of  the 
evening — I  was  no  sooner  asleep  than  I  became,  instanter^  the 
Editor  of  *^  The  New  Monthly  Magazine."  In  that  capacity 
I  fancied  myself  to  be  in  the  act  of  inspecting  some  papers 
offered  for  insertion,  when  a  person  of  a  strange  and  indescrib- 
able appearance,  whom  I  had  not  observed  entering  the  room, 
touched  my  elbow,  and  presented  a  letter,  which,  he  said,  he 
had  particular  instructions  to  deliver  into  my  own  hands. 
Having  broken  the  seal,  I  turned  round  to  ask  if  an  immedi- 
ate answer  was  required;  but  the  messenger  had  vanished.  The 
following  were  the  contents  of  this  mysterious  communication:— 

To  the  Editor  of  the  ^Tltw  Monthly  Magazine. 

FuturUy-Hall,Jlug.S,SSOO. 
Ma.  EorroR^— I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  intruding  myself  on  the 

Sublic;  I  am>  on  the  contrary,  by  nature,  of  a  proverbially  retiring 
isposition— yet  it  is  well  known,  that  if  flattery  could  have  made 
me  vain,  I  ought  to  entertain  no  mean  opinion  of  myself;  for  not 
only  did  Shakspeare,  Milton,  Bacon,  and  die  few  other  British 
writers  with  whom  I  am  acquainted,  compose  their  works  profes- 
sedly rather  for  me  than  for  their  contemporaries,  but  I  am  credi- 
bly mformed,  that  myriads  of  authors  besides,  of  every  age  and 
country,  but  whose  names  have  never  reaqhed  me,  kave  had  the 
kindness  to  express  themselves  as  peculiarljt  ambitious,  of  my  ap^ 
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prtbati«fr-p-«nd  ia  att  the  cmttrayersieB  upon  their  retpectiTe  me- 
rits, have  invariably  referred  the  question  to  me  as  sole  and  final 
arbitrator.  I  have  no  doubt  that  several  of  your  literary  friends, 
both  poets  and  others,  entertain  the  same  favourable  opinion  of  m  j 
taste  and  j  advent,  and  are  generously  devoting  their  time  and 
talents  for  my  instruction  and  amusement.  Pray  present  my  com> 
pliments  to  them  (I  wish  I  knew  their  names),  and  say  from  me, 
that  I  am  fully  sensible  of  their  liberality,  though  I  may  never  feel 
the  benefits  of  it.  However,  as  a  small  mark  of  my  gratitude,  I 
have  determined,  for  once,  to  depart  from  my  usual  habits  of  silence 
and  reserve ;  and  as  you  and  mv  other  ancestors  must  doubtless 
be  curious  to  get  a  glimpse  of  Old  England  in  the  23d  century, 
and  to  have  an  authentic  specimen,  however  trifling,  of  the  literary 
and  social  opinions  of  us  modems,  I  bes  leave  to  enclose  for  your 
and  tiieir  perusal,  a  few  extracts  from  me  last  number  of  one  of 
our  monthly  magazines— the  "  Old  Hampstead."  It  is  considered 
as  one  of  the  best-conducted  of  our  periodical  publications,  and  far 
sunerior  to  its  inveterate  rival,  the  "  Highsate  Critic."  In  this 
judgment  I  am  impartial,  for  I  occasionally  £row  off  an  article  for 
both  ;  but  the  *'  Old  Hampstead"  has  jeally  more  talent,  and,  be- 
sides, it  is  venerable  to  my  imagination  from  its  antiquity.  It  was 
established  as  far  back  as  the  year  3050,  when  the  Hampstead  side 
of  the  metropolis  was  first  becoming,  what  it  npw  unquestionably 
is,  the  centre  of  fashion  and  intellect.  The  first  editor  was  Mr. 
Stapleton  Scott— a  very  worthy  and  intellectual  person  by  all 
accounts— and  who  claimed  to  be  lineally  descended  from  a  Sir 
Walter  of  the  same  name,  who  flourished  in  literature  (as  Staple- 
ton  used  often  to  boast)  between  two  and  three  hundred  years  be- 
fore. This  Sir  Walter,  by  the  by,  wrote  some  pleasing  noems,  as 
far  as  I  can  judge  from  one  or  two  extracts  preserved  in  the  lately- 
published  <*  Specimens  of  the  ancient  Schools  of  English  Poetryt" 
His  descendant  also  asserted  that  the  old  Baronet  had  amassed  a 
large  fortune,  and  acquired  great  reputation  in  his  day  (the  latter 
of  which  alone  devolved  upon  Stapleton,)  by  a  series  of  novels  and 
romances;  but  hearing  that  they  all  were  written  in  the  Scotch 
dialect  of  the  time,  and  dealt  too  much  in  diaic^es  between  hags 
and  marauders,  I  never  felt  inclined  to  read  them. 

I  hope  that  what  I  write  is  perfectly  intelligible  to  you.  In  fact, 
I  have  taken  some  pains  to  hit  upon  the  exact  degree  of  antiquation 
that  may  acconl  with  the  style  of  your  age — a  task  for  which,  I 
flatter  myself,  I  am  not  entirely  unnt,  as  I  often  take  up  a  volume 
of  old  Fielding,  Goldsmith,  Junius,  and  that  venerable  dame  of 
blessed  memory  to  the  lovers  of  the  marvellous,  Anne  Radcliffe.  1 
have  done  the  same  with  the  following  extracts — expunging  modern- 
isms, and  substituting  the  ancient  phraseology  wherever  I  considered 
the  alteration  requisite.  But,  on  the  whole,  our  sturdy  language 
wears  well,  and  has  been  less  affected  by  the  shocks  of  time  than 
many  of  your  day  predicted. 

S\  ith  compliments  to  the  19th  century,  I  am, 
Mr.  editor. 

Ever  yourjs,  Posterit\  . 
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"  MISCELLANEOUS. 

**  When  I  reside  in  the  country,  I  am  seldom  thrown  into  trains 
of  melancholy  reflection  upon  die  evanescence  of  human  hopes  and 
concerns— or  (what  is  hut  an  extension  of  the  same  sentiment)  upoii 
the  general  tendency  to  decay  in  all  the  visible  productions  of  na- 
ture. The  reason,  I  take  it,  is,  that  in  the  case  of  vefi;etable  mortality, 
the  season  of  reproduction  so  regularly  and  rapidly  succeeds— or, 
to  adopt  the  expression  of  a  celebrated  living  poet,"  die  death  of 
the  year"  is  so  quickly  followed  by  a  glorious  resurrection,  that  it 
were  an  idle  and  fastidious  sorrow  to  mourn  over  what  is  less  a  loss 
than  a  temporary  separation.  It  were  as  rational  to  pass  every 
night  of  our  lives  in  bewailing  the  decease  of  the  sun.  It  is  only 
where  the  spectator  himself  is  on  the  eve  of  a  final  removal,  either 
to  another  world,  or  to  some  distant  land  whence  he  may  never 
return,  that  such  a  feeling  should  be  indulged ;  and  then,  I  allow, 
it  is  both  natural  and  relieving,  as  we  look  for  the  last  time  upon 
the  homeliest  of  the  familiar  objects  around  us,  to  heave  a  fiu^well 
sigh,  and  shed  a  parting  tear.  But  I  never  pass  many  days  in  a 
large  city,  more  especially  in  this  gigantic  metropolis,  where  every 
street  and  edifice  reminds  me  of  past  ages,  and  is  itself,  as  it  were, 
the  monument  of  some  dead  generation,  without  bein^  forcibly  re- 
minded of  the  lapse  of  time,  and  the  vicissitudes  it  bnngs  upon  ^e 
affairs  of  men.  Considered  In  this  view,  a  stately  capitel,  with  its 
grand  spires,  and  palaces,  and  squares,  all  in  the  most  complete 
repair,  becomes  as  strong  and  affecting  an  evidence  of  mortalitv,  as 
if,  with  old  Babylon,  it  lay  in  ruins  and  desolation,  with  nothing 
save  a  hu^  mound,  like  an  ancient  g;iant's  grave,  to  mark  the  spot 
where  all  its  glory  was  buried.  In  either  case,  the  imagination  will 
equally  ask — Where  are  the  builders  ?  Where  are  the  old  joys,  and 
hopes,  and  projects,  that  once  revelled  within  these  walls?  Where 
the  now-forgotten  poet,  that  strutted  in  the  prophetic  assurance  of 
immortal  renown^or  the  young  enthusiast,  with  nis  burning  vows  of 
eternal  constancy  and  love— or  the  founders  of  the  many  races  of 
extinct  opinions,  which  they  fondly  imagined  had  been  immovably 
fixed  upon  a  time-proof  basis  P — Alas,  even  their  epitaphs  are  gone ! 
and  the  sole  remnants  of  their  former  existence,  could  we  discover 
where  they  lay,  would  be  a  few  hand  fu  Is  of  nameless  dust! 

**  Such  were  the  reflections  that  passed  through  my  mind  in>a]Nd 
but  mournful  procession,  as  I  looked  down  the  other  day  from  the 
steenle  of  Primrose  church  upon  the  circumjacent  wilderness  of 
builainss.  (This  noble  structure,  if  I  recollect  ri^tt,  was  com* 
menced  in  the  last  year  of  the  reign  of  Stephen  tiie  Third,  of  glori- 
ous memory,  A.  D.  2096,  and  completed  in  the  following  year  by 
his  illustrious  successor,  Henry  the  TwelfUi,  the  wisest  aira  most 
accomnlished  prince,  excepting  his  tfresent^racious  Majesty,  that 
ever  aaorned  the  British  Throne.)  I  nad  ascended  to  this  eminence 
in  company  with  a  friend,  his  wife,  and  tiieir  youne  fanuly,  who  had 
lately  arrived  from  Devonshire,  and  being  suddenly  recalled,  were 
anxious  to  be  enabled  to  say,  on  dieir  return  h^me,  that  they  had 
seen  the  whole  of  London.  We  were  accompanied  by  my  ingenioui 
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Beighbour»  the  author  of  "  Isaac's  Letters  to  his  Great-Grandchil- 
dren/' a  writer  who,  in  addition  to  his  being  a  profound  antiquarian, 
gossesses  the  happy  talent  of  enlivening  every  topic  that  he  touches, 
y  that  style  of  genuine  humour,  in  which  we  are  confessedly  so 
superior  to  any  preceding  age. 

**  The  view  was  a  glorious  one ;  yet  my  constitutional  melancholy 
besan  to  break  out,  and  I  could  not  refrain  from  moralizing  upon  it. 
'  I  have  a  painting  (said  I,  turning  to  my  Devonshire  friend,)  of  the 
scene  beneath  us,  as  ancient  as  the  beginning  of  the  nineteenth 
century — ^the  good  old  days  of  Wellington  and  Nelson.  It  was  then 
a  rural  scene.  The  mound  over  which  we  stand  was,  as  the  name 
imports,  covered  with  primroses.  Hither,  on  Sundays  and  holidays, 
the  citizens  of  London,  or,  to  adopt  the  simple  phraseology  of  the 
time  ''numerous  well-dressed  persons  of  both  sexes,"  delighted  to 
resort.  Happy  and  innocent  times !  Methinks  I  still  can  see  the 
cheerful  groups  moving  along  in  tranquil  procession,  to  enjoy  their 
homely  recreation,  their  little  children  trotting  by  their  side,  or 
sporting  in  the  new-made  hay  upon  the  plain,  or  gaily  clambering 
up  the  yellow  mount,  and  returning,  each  with  a  glorious  bunch  of 
primrosea  in  his  hand.  Alas!  they  little  imagined  what  a  change 
a  few  generations  of  bricklayers  were  destined  to  work  upon  this 
spo^  The  site  of  yonder  murky  brewhouse  was  then  a  delicious 
tea-garden.  In  the  adjacent  lane,  then  a  shady  sequestered  avenue, 
in  wnich  the  grasshopper  chirped  a  welcome  to  the  strolling  lovers, 
the  la^y  wagon  now  growls  along.  For  the  lowing  herd  we  have 
now  the  bawling  watchmen — to  shrubberies  and  hedgerows  have 
succeeded  files  of  hackney-coaches — and  the  very  spot,  perhaps, 
upon  which  the  coy  maiden  of  those  days  blushed  her  acceptance 
of  the  plighted  vow,  is  now  usurped  by  anti-pastoral  barrels  of 
pickled  beef  for  exportation,  or  "  all  articles  in  the  hardware  line, 
for  ready  money  only."  These  changes  make  me  sad.  The 
enormous  corpulency  of  our  metropolis  is,  doubtless,  a  proud  test  of 
our  opulence  and  power;  still  I  can  never  recur  to  its  effects  upon 
our  rural  habits,  without  envying  those  simpler  times,  when  the 
humblest  and  most  central  citizen  could  sally  forth  once  a  week  to 
refresh  his  senses,  and  ventilate  himself  and.  his  little  ones,  in  a 
country  excursion ;  but  now  interminable  streets  and  squares  fence 
him  in  on  every  point,  and  nature  and  fresh  air  have  become  a  day's 
journey  from  Cheapside.' 

"  « And  yet  (returned  my  antiquarian  friend,  taking  un  the  con- 
versation) I  have  never  repined  at  being  condemned  to  live  in  the 
present  age.  I  know  something  of  the  "  good  old  times"  of  which 
yon  speak.  Let  not  a  sounding  phrase  impose  upon  us.  Our  an- 
cestors of  the  nineteenth  century  may  have  had  a  few  wise  and  vir- 
tuous men  among  them;  but  as  a  generation,  they  were  barbarous 
and  perverse.  With  what  contempt  do  the  philosophers  of  our 
days  refer  to  their  maxims  of  state  and  legislation — their,  eternal 
wars^their  senseless  restrictions  upon  commerce — ^their  criminal 
code — ^their  laws  for  killing  men  and  preserving  pheasants-— their 
taxation,  the  child  of  glory  and  the  parent  of  grumbling — their  sine- 
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cures— their  legal  fictions — ^their  special  action  on  the  case  for 
calling  a  scoundrel  by  his  proper  name.  What  trifling  with  com^ 
mon  sense!  what  tampering  witli  human  life!  The  same  act  in 
those  days  was  murder  in  a  court  of  justice,  and  honour  in  a  ball- 
room. I  ou  see  that  spot  beneath  us  which  still  retains  its  primacTal 
name,  the  once  famous  Chalk  Farm.  It  was  there  that  our  •*  good 
old  forefathers"  used  to  meet  and  pistol  one  another  upon  principles 
which  we  are  unable  to  comprehend.  I  shall  not  go  in  detail  through 
thefolly  of  their  institutions:  let  a  single  fact  sufRce.  The  youth  of 
those  times  were  taiight  their  first  notions  of  government  in  the 
Republican  writers  of  Greece  and  Rome;  and  when  they  came  to 
man's  estate,  were  certain  of  being  pilloried  or  hanged  if  they  ven- 
tured, in  word  or  act,  to  manifest  a  distaste  to  monarchical  establish- 
ments. The  same  spirit  of  perverseness  disgraced  their  literature. 
I  have  sometimes  taten  up  a  volume  of  their  now-forgotten  poetry, 
but  at  the  first  page  have  been  compelled  to  fling  away  the  unnatu- 
ral trash  in  disgust.  Their  most  popular  poetry  was  the  apotheosis 
of  all  that  can  be  conceived  most  loathsome  or  abominable  in  wretch- 
edness or  in  crime.  Reprobates,  who  even  then  would  not  have 
been  admitted  into  decent  society,  and  who,  if  indicted  at  the 

Suarter-sessions,  must  have  been  sentenced  to  whipping  and  low 
iet,  were  versified  into  right  good  poetical  heroes ;  and  the  records 
of  their  misdemeanors  were  (to  use  the  critical  cant  of  the  day) 
'*  to  last  as  long  as  the  English  language."  What  a  complimentary 
presentiment  m  our  morals  and  our  taste !  Nor  was  this  generation 
only  irrational  J  it  appears  to  have  been  completely  miserable*  1 
read  that  suicide  was  one  of  the  customs  of  the  country.  Only 
imagine  what  a  fearful  and  precarious  tenure  must  have  been  ex- 
istence, when  a  man,  though  he  should  escape  the  vengeance  of  the 
laws,  and  his  neighbour's  spring-guns,  and  his  friend's  bullet,  was, 
after  all,  in  hourly  danger  of  blowing  out  his  own  brains.  We  laugh 
or  shudder  at  these  things ;  but  they  called  themselves  enlighten^, 
and  would  have  denounced  as  a  fantastic  speculator,  any  one  who 
should  hold  (what  we  admit  as  self-evident  truths)  that  capital 

fmnishments  may  be  abolished  without  increasing  crimes— that  the 
aws  should  not  favour  partridges — that  it  is  wiser  to  spend  our 
money  in  drinking  French  wine,  than  in  shedding  French  and 
English  blood — that  an  appetite  for  military  glory  is  the  test  of  a 
barbarous  age— that  the  democratic  writers  of  antiquity  are  not  Ac 
fittest  manuals  of  allegiance — that  poetry  should  not  countenance 
beldames  and  rufiians— and,  finally,  that  it  was  very  unthinking  in 
those  who  denied  all  this,  to  call  themselves  "  a  thinking  people^"  ' 

*«  Music. — Mamaboo,  the  celebrated  violin  player  from  Timbnc- 
too,  who  for  the  last  four  years  has  been  performing  in  the  principal 
capitals  of  Africa  and  Europe,  made  his  first  appearance  before  a 
British  audience  on  the  30th  ult.  We  found  that  fame  had  not 
belied  his  powers.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  brilliancy  of  his  execu- 
tion. He  was  frequently  and  rapturously  encored.  Mamaboo  i? 
ndt  only  one  of  the  most  admirable  musicians  of  his  age,  but  we  have 
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it  from  cpod  authority  that  he  possessed  the  mind  and  manners  of  an 
accomplished  gentleman.  He  speaks  his  own  language  >Yith  great 
elegance^  and  French  and  English  with  considerate  fluency.  One 
little  trait  of.  him  is  worth  celating.  The  day  after  his  arrival  in 
London,  when  asked  what  national  object  of  curiosity  he  was  most 
desirous  to  visit,  he  feelingly  replied.  *  The  grave  of  Clarkson.* 
He  con&rms  our  late  statement,  tliat  a  splendid  monument  to  the 
memory  of  that  illustrious  philanthropist  has  been  erected  in  the 
capital  of  Timbuctoo.  The  following  is  the  inscription,  as  trans- 
lated by  Mamaboo.  '  The  Africans,  now  free  and  happy,  remem- 
ber the  benefits  conferred  four  hundred  years  aeo  upon  their  suf- 
fering ancestors  by  Thomas  Clarkson,  an  Englishman.'  And  jet 
perhaps  the  single  specimen  of  the  civilization  of  modern  Africa, 
as  manifested  in  the  talents  of  this  interesting  stranger,  should  be 
contemplated  as  a  more  valuable  and  affecting  memorial  of  our  coun- 
tryman's merits,  than  the  most  gorgeous  tribute  that  architecture 
could  bestow." 

**  Jhdiquities.  Velocipede.  A  fellow  of  Cambridge  has  Just  pub- 
lished an  interesting  Treatise  upon  the  origin  and  use  of  this  curious 
instrument,  respecting  which  the  opinions  of  antiquarians  have 
been  ao  long  divided.  The  prevailing  notion  of  late  has  been,  that 
it  was  a  mere  play  thing  of  our  ancestors ;  but  the  present  writer 
advances  a  different  theory,  which  he  certainly  supports  with  con- 
siderable ability  and  research.  The  substance  of  his  doctrine  may 
be  shortly  stated :  He  produces  incontestable  documents  to  show, 
that  tiie  period  when  the  Velocipede  first  appeared  in  England  was 
in  the  nineteenth  century,  towards  the  close  of  what  was  denomi- 
nated the  '  Peninsular  war.'  (It  may  be  necessary  to  inform  some 
of  our  reader^,  that  this  war  was  conducted  in  Spain,  under  the 
auspices  of  Wellington,  a  well-knowu  general  of  his  day;  and  that 
its  successful  result  was  to  give  a  timely  check  to  the  ambitious 
encroachments  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.)  '  Now,'  says  our  author, 
the  enemy  being,  at  the  commencement  of  the  contest,  superior  in 
cavalry,  (an  historical  fact)  is  it  not  quite  natural  to  assume,  that 
the  Government  would  buy-  up  all  the  spare  horses  in  the  kingdom, 
and  ship  them  off  to  reinforce  the  British  army  ?  My  conclusion, 
therefore,  is,  that  in  the  ^neral  scarcity  of  horses,  caused  by  this 
necessary  measure.  Velocipedes  were  invented  to  supply  their  place. 
This  conclusion  is  corroborated  by  three  most  powerful  circum- 
stances: First,  There  is  extant  a  coloured  eneraving;,  bearing  date 
about  the  period  in  question,  in  which  a  RoyalDuke  is  represented 
as  travelling  from  t<ondon*to  Windsor  on  a  velocipede.  Is  it  to 
be  ima^ned,  that  a  prince  of  the  blood  would  not  have  procured  a 
horse,  if  the  substitute  were  not  the  familiar  vehicle  of  the  higher 
classes?  Secondly,  Velocipedes  fell  into  disuse  shortly  after  the 
conclusion  of  the  war;  and,  Thirdly,  I  find,  by  the  parliamentary 
records,  that  about  the  same  time  the  agricultural  tax  was  repealed— 
a  tax,  let  me  say,  which  our  ancestors,  notwithstanding  their  igno- 
rance of  the  first  principles  of  political  economy,  would  never  have 
imposed,  had  not  the  pressing  demands  of  the  state  for  those  ani- 
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mals  been  such  as  to  justify  the  apparent  impolicjr  of  the  measare/ 
On  the  whole,  we  are  rather  disposed  to  concur  with  this  ingenious 
antiquarian." 

**  AMERICA. 

**  To  the  Editor  of  the  Old  ffampstead  Magazine. 

London^July  17,  2200. 

<<  Mr.  Editor,— I  cannot  refrain  from  making  a  few  observations 
upon  a  letter  signed  Columbus,  inserted  in  your  last,  wherein  the 
writer,  as  it  appears  to  me,  has  been  seduced  by  his  national  pre-' 
possessions  into  a  strain  of  very  invidious  comparison,  and  into 
many  unfounded  conclusions  upon  the  subject  of  the  respiective 
merits  of  America  and  England. 

*'  The  first  point  that  he  introduces,  and  on  which  he  seems  espe- 
cially to  pique  himself,  is, '  the  superior  courtesy  and  refinement  of 
manners,  which  so  pre-eminently  distinguish  tlie  American  gentle- 
man from  the  less  fortunate  inhabitant  of  every  other  quarter  of  the 
globe.'  Really,  Mr.  Editor,  this  is  ^oing  rather  too  far.  This  is 
the  first  time  I  ever  heard  it  was  a  misfortune  to  have  been  bom  an 
Englishman ;  and  even  if  it  were  so,  I  should  not  deem  it  '  pre- 
eminently courteous'  in  this  American  'gentleman,'  to  make  a 
voyage  across  the  Atlantic  for  the  purpose  of  telling  me  so.  I  know 
not  what  Columbus's  notions  of  refinement  may  be,  but  I  sincerely 
pray,  that  the  youth  of  Old  England  may  long  continue  uninfected 
by  the  finical  airs  and  jaunty  gait,  and  efteminate  babble,  and  sen- 
timental languor,  and  superhuman  grimace,  of  the  Transatlantic 
coxcombs  that  infest  our  drawing-rooms. 

"  He  goes  on :  *  Even  the  boasted  "  British  fair"  consider  their 
attractions  incomplete,  unless  their  minds  have  received  a  final 
polish  in  the  brilliant  circles  of  Washington  and  Philadelphia,  and 
their  persons  a  final  fascination  from  the  unrivalled  productions  of 
the  American  loom.'  Mr.  Editor,  in  answer  to  this  pretended  su- 
periority of  American  manners  and  manufactures,  I  appeal  to  all 
(except  the  ladies,  who  will  never  listen  to  reason)  whetner  English 
conversation  and  English  stuflfs  have  not  always  been  allowed,  by 
the  most  competent  judges,  to  be  fully  equal  (in  mv  opinion  they 
are  far  superior)  to  any  thing  in  that  way  that  we  have  seen  im- 
ported from  America— and  if  the  '  British  fair'  have  had  the  folly  to 
think  otherwise,  does  not  Columbus  see  that  it  is,  and  has  been  from 
time  immemorial,  a  part  of  woman's  nature  to  despise  evety  thing 
native,  and  to  dote  upon  whatever  is  foreign.  They  must  have 
foreign  fashions,  foreign  phrases,  foreign  attitudes,  foreign  per- 
fumes, foreign  shrubs  and  flowers ;  even  in  daily  conversation,  the 
indelible  character  of  their  sex  breaks  out,  and,  try  to  fix  their 
minds  upon  what  jou  will,  they  are  sure  to  fly  off  to  something 
foreign  to  the  subject.  It  is  hence,  believe  me,  and  not  from  the 
intrinsic  beauty  or  value  of  the  articles,  that  we  see  our  wives  and 
daughters  bedia^ned  in  Kentucky  gauze,  and  East  Florida  satin, 
a,nd  Susquehannah  lace,  and  head-dresses  a  PlUinoU,  and  the  vari- 
ous other  items  of  Transatlantic  frippery. 
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'*  Colvmbiis  complaina  of  our  travelling:  he  rails  at  the  insolence 
ef  oor  waiters  and  hostlers,  and  descants  in  a  strain  of  sensitive 
sublimity  upon  the  transcendent  horrors  of  a  double  bedded  room, 
'  an  abomination  never  heard  of  in  his  native  land.'  In  answer  to 
this  exquisite  tirade,  I  shall  merely  ask  him,  if  he  ever  chanced  to 
hear  of  the  homely  Jonathan  of  days  of  yore,  who  never  grum- 
bled at  making  one  of  three-in-a-bed,  and  would  have  been  affronted 
at  its  being  hinted  to  him  that  he  was  not  enjoying  substantial  com- 
fort. I  shall  not  follow  Columbus  through  his  pompous  detail  of  the 
political  importance  and  resources  of  the  American  empire,  nor 
throu^  his  rapturous  euloffiums  upon  the  American  schools  of 
paintipg  and  sculpture,  and  upon  <  the  generations  of  statesmen, 
philosophers,  and  poets,  whose  names  have  shed  a  lustre  upon  the 
land  that  producea  them.'  As  to  some  of  the  facts  asserted,  I  shall 
only  say,  that,  judging  from  a  single  specimen,  I  must  allow  his 
countrymen  to  possess  the  inventive  faculty  in  a  high  degree,  while 
his  reasonings  and  general  views  seem  to  savour  more  of  the  ex< 
ploded  absurdities  of  three  or  four  centuries  ago,  than  of  the  juster 
notions  that  distinguish  the  present  philosophic  and  enlightened  age« 

"  Your  constant  Reader, 

BRrrANNious." 

"  LrrERATURE. 

**  To  the  Editor  of  the  Old  Hampstead  Magazine. 

^  Sir— Tour  inhuman  allusion  to  me  in  your  late  strictures  upoii 
modern  poetry  was  too  palpable  to  be  misunderstood.  I  have 
therefore  to  inform  you,  that  my  poem  was  submitted  to  the  public 
at  the  ardent  solicitations  of  several  literary  friends,  whose  judg- 
ments are  not  inferior  tq  that  of  any  periodical  critic  in  the  King- 
dom. But  I  never  expected  that  it  could  please  the  present  de- 
generate taste.  I  told  them  what  I  now  tell  you,  that  it  was  written 
for  posterity,  and  4o  the  decision  of  an  impartial  posterity  I  confi- 
dently appeal.  Yours, 

July  5,  2200.  "  Anthony  Sanguine.'' 


TO  THE  DAISY.* 

SwsET  aimple  flower,  though  lost  to  fiune. 

And  Bcorn'd  by  every  thoughtless  wight} 
How  proud  the  orb  which  gave  thy  name — 

That  splendid  orb  Which  yields  us  light! 
Surely  thou  *rt  Nature's  fiivour'd  flower! 

She  fpnn'd  thy  peerless  virgin  ray, 
Then  baide  thee  grace  young  Spring's  new  pover» 

And,  with  him,  hail  the  God  of  Day. 
The  glowinfi^  God  beheld  thee  fair. 

As  bright^  glandng  from  the  sky. 
And,  pleas'd  at  Nature's  friendlv  care. 

He  said,  **  Henceforth  be  cau'd  mine  eye." 

*  **  Thus  the  word  *  daisy'  is  a  thousand  times  pronounced,  without  our  ad- 
verting to  the  beauty  of  its  etymology,  viz.  *  die  eye  of  day.* "  Nbw  MoivimLT 
Mas.  vol.  i.  p.  133.  art.  Camfbsu.'8  Lxctvbis. 
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Now  each  returning  seasoa  brings 

Thy  little  silv'ry  form  to  li^t, 
liV'heii  Nature's  fairy  finger  flings 
Her  gifts,  all  teeming  with  delight? 

Wiy  valued  leas,  because  not  rare 

Thy  beauty  meets  the  common  eye  f 
The  day's  blest  ^rb  on  each  his  share 

Of  wannth  bestow»-^on  low  and  high! 
Thy  modest  mien,  thy  lowly  sphere. 

Shall  to  my  footsteps  sacred  be* 
And  as  I  view  that  on>  so  dear. 

Sweet  flow^er!  Ill  still  remember  thee. 


LETTERS  FROM  SPA IX. 
ar  S09  LtvcAmo  sobUlOO. 

LETTER  V. 

Dear  Madam,  Seville, 1T99. 

I  NOW  forward  to  you  the  conclusion  of  my  friend's  narrative 
•'On  the  formation  of  the  intellectual  ami  moral  character  of  a 
Spanish  Clergyman.''*  My  next  letter  will  introduce  you  to  ^  na- 
tional spectacle  peculiarly  our  own, — to  the  arena  of  a  bull-fi^t 

L.  D. 

*'  The  Spanish  universities  had  continued  in  a  state  worthy  of  the 
thirteenth  century,  till  Campomanes,  an  enlightened  minister  of 
Charles  III.,  gave  them  an  amended  plan  of  studies,  which,  though 
far  below  the  level  of  knowledge  over  the  rest  of  Europe,  seems  at 
least  to  recosnise  the  progress  of  the  human  mind  since  the  revival 
of  letters.  The  present  plan  forbids  the  study  of  the  Aristotelic 
philosophy,  and  attempts  tiie  introduction  of  the  inductive  system 
of  Bacon;  but  is  shamefuUjr  deficient  in  the  department  of  litera- 
ture. Three  years  successive  attendance  in  the  schools  of  logic, 
natural  philosophy,  and  metaphysics,  is  the  only  requisite  for  a 
master's  degree ;  and,  though  the  examinations  are  both  long  and 
severe,  few  of  the  Spanish  universities  have  yet  altered  the  old 
statute,  which  obliges  the  candidates  to  draw  their  theses  from  Aris- 
totle's lopes  and  physics,  and  deliver  a  long  discourse  upon  one 
chapter  oteach ;  thus  leaving  their  daily  lectures  perfectly  at  vari- 
ance with  the  final  examinations.  Besides  these  preparatory  schools, 
every  university  has  threes  or  four  professors  ot  divinity,  as  many 
of  civil  and  canon  law,  and  seldom  less  of  medicine.  Tne  students 
are  not  required  to  live  in  colleges.  There  are,  however,  establish- 
ments of  uiis  kind  for  under-graduates ;  but  being,  for  the  most 
part,  intended  for  a  limited  number  of  poor  boys,  they  make  no  part 
of  the  Academic  system.  Yet  some  of  Aese  colleges  have,  by  a 
stranee  combination  of  circumstances,  risen  to  such  a  height  of 

Slendour  and  influence,  that  I  must  digress  into  a  short  sketch  of 
eirhistorj. 
**  The  onginal  division  of  Spanish  colleges  into  minor  and  major, 

•Page  165. 
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arose  from  the  branches  of  learning  for  which  they  were  intended. 
Grammar  and  rhetoric  alone  were  taught  in  the  first ;  divinity,  law» 
and  medicine,  in  the  last.    Most  of  the  major  colleges  were,  by 
papal  bulls  and  royal  decrees,  erected  into  universities,  where,  be- 
sines  the  fellows,  students  might  repair  daily  to  hear  the  public  lec- 
tures, and  finally  take  their  degrees.    Thus  the  university  of  this 
town  (Seville^  was,  till  lately,  attached  to  this  major  college,  the 
rector  or  heaa  of  which,  elected  annually  by  the  fellows,  was,  by 
virtue  of  his  office,  rector  of  the  university.    This,  and  four  other 
colleges  at  Salamanca,  enjoying  similar  privileges,  but  far  exceeding 
ours  in  wealth  and  influence,  formed  the  literary  aristocracy  of 
Spain.  Though  the  statutes  gave  no  exclusion  to  plebeians,  the  cir- 
cumstances required  in  the  candidates  for  fellowships,  together  with 
the  esprit  de  carps  actuating  the  electors,  confined  such  places  to 
the  noblesse.    Anxious  to  increase  their  influence,  none  oi  the  five 
major  colleges  of  Spain  could  ever  be  induced  to  elect  any  one 
wlio  was  not  connected  with  some  of  the  best  families.    This, 
however,  was  but  a  prudential  step,  to  avoid  the  public  disgrace  to 
which  the  pruebas,  or  interrogatories  relative  to  blood,  might  other- 
wise expose  the  candidates.    One  of  the  fellows  was,  and  is  still, 
at  Seville,  according  to  the  statutes,  to  repair  to  the  birth-place  of 
the  parents  of  the  elected  member,  as  well  as  to  those  of  nis  two 
grandfathers  and  grandmothers^— except  when  any  of  them  is  a 
foreigner,  a  circumstance  which  prevents  the  journey,  though  not 
the  inquiry— in  order  to  examine  upon  oath,  from  fifteen  to  thirty 
witnesses  at  each  place,  who,  either  from  their  own  knowledge,  or 
the  current  report  of  the  town,  must  swear  that  the  ancestor  in 
question  never  was  a  menial  servant,  a  shopkeeper  or  petty  trades- 
man, a  mechanic,  had  neither  himself,  nor  any  of  his  relations,  been 
punished  by  the  Inquisition,  nor  was  descended  from  Jews,  Moors, 
Africans,  Indians,  or  Guanchos,  i.  e.  the  aborigines  of  the  Canary 
Islands.    It  is  evident  that  none  but  the  hereditary  gentry  could 
expose  themselves  to  this  ordeal :  and,  as  the  pride  of  the  reporter, 
together  with  the  character  of  his  college,  were  highly  interested 
in  the  purity  of  blood  of  every  member,  no  room  was  left  for  the 
evasions  commonly  resorted  to  for  the  admission  of  knights  in  the 
military  orders. 

•*  Thus,  in  the  course  of  years,  the  five  major  colleges*  could> 
command  the  influence  of  the  first  Spanish  families  all  over  the 
kin^om.  It  was  besides  a  point  of  honour  amon^  such  as  had 
obtained  a  fellowship,  never  to  desert  the  interest  of  their  college: 
and,  as  every  cathearal  in  Spain  has  three  canonries,  which  must 
be  obtained  by  a  literary  competition,  of  which  the  canons  them^ 
selves  are  the  judges,  wherever  a  vMtjor  collegian  had  obtained  a 
stall,  he  was  aole  to  secure  a  strong  party  to  any  one  of  his  college 

•  **  There  exist  in  Spsuh  »ome  other  colleges  which  are  also  called  major  :  but 
none,  except  four  at  Salamanca,  and  one  at  Seville,  were  reckoned  as  a  part  of 
the  literaiy  aristocraqy  of  the  country.  None  but  these  had  the  privilege  of 
referring'  aU  their  interests  and  concerns  to  a  committee  of  the  suj>rcmc  coun- 
cil of  the  nation,  expressly  named  for  that  purpose." 
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¥rho  should  offer  himself  as  a  champion  at  those  literary  jousts.  The 
chapters,  on  the  other  hand,  were  generally  inclined  to  strengthen 
their  own  importance  by  the  accession  of  people  of  rank,  leaving 
poor  and  unknown  scholars  to  grovel  in  their  native  obscurity.  No 
place  of  honour  in  the  church  and  law  was  left  unoccupied  by  the 
eoUegians;  and  even  the  distribution  which  those  powerful  bodies 
made  of  their  members—as  if  not  only  all  the  best  offices  and  situa- 
tions, but  even  a  choice  of  them,  were  in  their  hands — ^was  no  se- 
cret to  the  country  at  large.  Fellows  in  orders,  who  possessed 
abilities,  were  kept  in  reserve  for  the  literary  eompetitio'ns^  Such 
as  could  not  appear  to  advantage  at  those  public  trials  were,  by 
means  of  court  favour,  provided  for  with  stalls  in  the  wealthiest 
cathedrals.  The  absolutely  dull  and  ignorant  were  made  inquisi- 
tors, who,  passing  judgment  in  their  secret  halls,  could  not  disgrace 
the  college  by  their  blunders.  Medicine  not  being  in  honour, 
there  were  no  fellows  of  that  profession.  The  lay  members  of  the 
major  colleges  belonged  exclusively  to  the  law,  but  they  would 
never  quit  Uieir  fellowships  except  for  a  place  amonz  the  judges. 
Even  in  the  present  low  eob  of  collegiate  influence,  the  College  of 
Seville  would  disown  any  of  the  fellows  who  should  act  as  a  mere 
advocate. 

•'  While  the  colleges  were  still  at  the  height  of  their  power, 
Campomanes,  a  young  lawyer,  whose  great  abilities  were  his  only 
recommendation,  offered  himself  as  a  candidate  for  one  of  the  fel- 
lowships at  Salamanca,  and  was  disdainfully  rejected.  By  an  ex- 
traordinary combination  of  circumstances,  he  rose  to  be  prime 
minister  of  state,  under  Charles  III.  The  extraordinary  success 
he  had  met  with  in  public  life,  could  not,  however,  heal  tfie  wound 
his  pride  had  received  in  his  youth.  But,  besides  the  inducement 
of  his  private  feelings,  he  seems  to  have  been  an  enemy  to  all  in- 
fluence which  was  not  exerted  by  the  king  and  his  ministers.  Two 
powerful  bodies,  the  Jesuits  and  the  colleges,  engrossed  so  forcibly, 
and,  I  may  say,  painfully,  his  attention,  that  it  was  wittily  observ- 
ed, 'that  the  spectacles  he  wore  had  painted  glasses,  one  repre- 
senting a  Jesuit,  the  other  a  collegian'— he  was  so  intent  against 
both.  The  destruction  to  which  he  had  doomed  them  was,  at 
length,  accomplished  by  his  means.  His  main  triumph  was,  indeed, 
over  the  Jesuits:  yet  his  success  against  the  colleges,  though  cer- 
tainly less  splendid,  was  the  more  gratifying  to  his  personal  feel- 
ings. The  method  he  employed  in  the  downfall  of  tne  last  is  not 
unworthy  of  notice,  both  lor  its  perfect  simplicity,  and  the  light  it 
throws  upon  the  state  and  character  of  the  country.  Having  the 
whole  patronage  of  the  Crown  in  his  hands,  he  placed,  within  a 
short  time,  all  the  existing  members  of  the  Salamanca  colleges,  in 
the  most  desirable  situations  both  of  the  church  and  law,  filling 
their  vacancies  with  young  men  of  no  family.  Thus  the  bond  of 
collegiate  influence  was  suddenly  snapped  asunder:  the  old  mem- 
bers disowned  their  successors,  and  such  as  a  few  days  before 
looked  upon  a  fellowship  as  an  object  of  ambition,  would  have 
felt  mortified  at  the  sight  of  a  relative  wearing  the  gown  of  a  re- 


LOtersfrmn  Bpai^  M9 

formed  college*  The  major  college  of  Bevilie  wa«  attacked  bv  • 
other  means.  Without  enforcing  the  admission  of  the  unprivi- 
leged classes,  the  minister,  by  an  arbitrary  order,  deprived  it  of  its 
right,  to  confer  degrees.  The  convention  of  doctors  and  masters 
vere  empowered  to  elect  tlieir  own  rector,  and  name  professors 
for  the  acliools,  which  were  subsequently  opened  to  the  public  in 
one  of  the  deserted  houses  that  had  belonged  to  the  Jesuits.  Such 
is  the  Iiistory  of  the  university  where  I  received  my  education. 

''Slight,  however,  are  the  advantages  which  a  young  mind  can 
derive  from  academical  studies  in  Spain.  To  expect  a  rational 
system  of  education  where  the  Inquisition  is  constantly  on  the 
watch  to  keep  the  human  mind  within  the  boundaries  which  the 
church  of  Rome,  witli  her  host  of  divines,  has  set  to  its  process, 
would  show  a  perfect  ignorance  of  the  character  of  our  religion* 
Thanks  to  the  league  between  our  church  and  state,  the  Catholic 
divines  have  nearly  succeeded  in  keeping  down  knowledge  to 
their  own  level.  Even  such  branches  of  science  as  seem  least 
connected  with  religion,  cannot  escape  the  theological  rod ;  and 
the  spirit  which  made  Galileo  recant  upon  his  knees  his  discove- 
ries in  astronomy,  still  compels  our  professors  to  teach  the  Coper- 
nican  system  as  an  hypothesis.  The  truth  is  that,  with  Catholic 
divines,  no  one  pursuit  of  the  human  mind  is  independent  of  reli- 
gion. Since  the  tirst  appearance  of  Christianity,  its  doctrines  have 
ever  been  blended  with  the  philosophical  views  of  their  teachers. 
The  scriptures  themselves,  invaluable  as  they  are  in  forming  the  ' 
moral  character,  frequently  touch,  by  incident,  upon  subjects  un- 
connected with  their  main  object,  and  treat  of  Natui-e  and  civil 
society  according  to  the  notions  of  a  rude  people  in  a  very  primi- 
tive period.  Hence  the  encroachments  of  divines  upon  every  branch 
of  human  knowledge,  which  are  still  supported  by  the  hand  of  power 
in  a  great  part  ot  Europe,  but  in  none  so  outrageously  as  in  Spain. 
Astronomy  must  ask  the  inquisitors'  leave  to  see  with  her  own  eyes. 
Geography  was  long  compelled  to  shrink  before  them.  Divines  were 
made  the  judges  of  Columbus's  plans  of  discovery,  as  well  as  to  allot 
a  species  to  the  Americans.  A  spectre  monk  haunts  the  Geologist 
in  the  lowest  cavities  of  the  earth;  and  one  of  flesh  and  blood 
watches  the  steps  of  the  Philosopher  on  its  surface.  Anatomy  is 
suspected  and  watched  closely,  whenever  she  takes  up  the  scalpel ; 
ana  Medicine  had  many  a  pang  to  endure  while  enaeavouring  to 
expojige  the  use  of  bark  and  inoculation  from  the  catalogue  of  mor- 
tal sins.  You  must  not  only  believe  what  the  Inquisition  believes, 
but  yield  implicit  £eiith  to  the  theories  and  explanations  of  their 
divines.  To  acknowledge,  on  the  authority  of  revelation,  that  man- 
kind will  rise  from  their  gi*aves,  is  not  sufficient  to  protect  the 
unfortunate  Metaphysician,  who  should  deny  that  man  is  a  com- 
pound of  two  substances,  one  of  which  is  naturally  immortal.  It 
was  long  a  great  obstacle  to  the  rejection  of  the  Aristotelic  philoso- 
phy, that  the  Muhgtantial  forms  of  the  schools  were  found  an  exceed- 
ingly convenient  veil  for  the  invisible  work  of  transubstantiation  ; 
for  our  good  divines  shrewdly  suspected,  that  if  colour,  taste,  smell* 
and  all  the  other  properties  of  bodies,  were  allowed  to  be  mere 
Vol.  n.  No.  9.-.ia21.  2  O 
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aceidentS'^ikt  bare  impressions  on  our  sense  of  one  variouslj  modi- 
fied substance — ^it  might  be  plausibl  y  urged  that,  in  the  consecrated 
Host,  the  object  of  their  adoration  tiad  been  converted  into  bread, 
not  the  bread  into  the  body.  But  it  would  be  endless  and  tedious 
to  trace  all  the  links/of  which  the  Inquisition  has  formed  the  chain 
that  binds  and  weighs  down  the  human  mind  among  us.  Acquies- 
cence in  the  voluminous  and  multifarious  creed  of  the  Roman 
church  is  by  no  means  sufficient  for  safety.  A  man  who  closes 
his  work  with  the  O.  S.  C.  S.  R.  £.  (Omnia  sub  correctione  Sanctce 
Romanm  Ecclesi4B)  may  yet  rue  the  moment  when  he  took  pen  in 
hand.  Hetei*odoxy  may  be  easily  avoided  in  writing;  but  who  can 
be  sure  that  none  of  his  periods  sma4:k8  of  heresy  (sapiens  hseresim)— - 
none  of  his  sentences  are  of  that  uncouth  species  which  is  apt  to 
grate  pious  ears  (piarum  aurium  offensivas^  ?  W  ho  then  will  venture 
upon  the  path  of  Knowledge,  where  it  leans  straight  to  the  Inquisi- 
tion?* 

*'  Yet  such  is  the  energy  of  the  human  mind,  when  once  acquainted 
with  its  own  powers,  that  the  best  organized  system  of  intellectual 
tyranny,  though  so  far  successful  as  to  prevent  Spanish  talent  from 
bringing  any  fruit  to  maturity,  fails  most  completely  of  checking 
its  activity.  Could  I  but  draw  accurately  the  picture  of  an  ingenu- 
ous young  mind  struggling  with  the  obstacles  which  Spanish  edu- 
cation opposes  to  its  improvement — the  a^arm  at  the  springing 
suspicions  of  being  purposely  betrayed  into  error — the  superstitious 
fears  that  check  its  earliest  longings  after  liberty— the  honest  and 
ingenious  casuistry  by  which  it  encourages  itself  to  strike  out  of  the 
prescribed  path— the  maiden  joy  and  fear  of  the  first  transgression — 
the  rapid  1 J  growing  love  of  new-discovered  truth,  and  consequent 
hatrecf  of  its  tyrants — the  final  despair  and  wild  despite  that  pos- 
sess it  on  finding  its  doom  inevitable,  on  seeing,  with  an  appalling 
evidence,  that  its  best  exertions  are  lost,  that  ignorance,  bigotry, 
and  superstition  claim  and  can  enforce  its  homage — ^no  plot  of  ro- 
mance would  be  read  with  more  interest  by  such  as  are  not  indif- 
ferent to  the  noblest  concerns  of  mankind.  As  I  cannot,  however, 
present  an  animated  picture,  I  shall  proceed  with  a  statement  of  facts. 

'<  An  imperfect  knowledge  of  logic  and  natural  philosophy  was 
all  I  acquired  at  the  university  before  I  began  the  study  of  aivinity ; 
and,  like  most  of  my  countrymen,  I  should  have  completed  my 
studies  without  so  much  as  suspecting  the  existence  of  elegant  lite- 
rature, had  it  not  been  for  my  acquaintance  with  an  excellent  youne 
man,  much  my  senior  at  the  university,  who,  by  his  own  unassisted 
industry,  had  made  some  prepress  in  the  study  and  imitation  of  the 
classics.  To  him  I  owed  my  first  acquaintance  with  Spanish  poetrv, 
and  my  earliest  attempts  at  composition  in  my  own  language,  lay 
good  fortune  led  me,  but  a  short  time  after,  to  a  member  of  the 
major  college  of  this  town— another  self-improved  man,  whose  ex- 

•  ....  n  8*est  ^tabli  dans  Mftdridun  sygtf  me  de  liberty  sur  la  rente  des  pro- 
ductions, qui  s'^tend  m^me  ^  ceUes  de  la  presse ;  et  que,  pourvu  que  je  ne  parie 
en  mes  £cnta  ni  de  I'autorit^,  ni  du  culte,  ni  de  la  politique,  ni  de  la  mmle,  ni 
des  gens  en  place,  ni  des  corps  en  credit,  ni  de  TOpera,  ni  des  autres  spectacles, 
ni  de  personne  qui  tienne  a  quelque  cliose,  je  puis  tout  impiimer  kbr^nent^ 
sous  I'tnspection  de  deux  ou  trois  cenaeun.— ^Moma^  de  /^^,  Ad  5,  Sc,  3. 
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traordinary  talents  having  enabled  him,  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  to 
cast  a  gleam  of  good  taste  over  the  system  of  his  own  university  of 
Osana,  was,  subsequently,  at  Seville,  the  centre  of  a  small  elub  of 
atitdents,  who,  through  the  influence  of  his  genius,  rose  so  far  above 
the  mass  of  their  academical  fellows,  as  to  show,  by  the  fair,  though 
scanty,  produce  of  their  minds,  the  rich  promise  which  the  state  of 
their  country  had  blasted. 

"  In  all  the  Spanish  universities  with  which  I  am  accjuainted  I  have 
observed  a  similar  struggle  between  enterprising  genius  and  consti- 
tuted ignorance*  Valencia,  Granada,  the  college  of  San  Fulgencio, 
at  Murcia;  Salamanca,  above  all,  and  Seville,  the  least  among 
them,  have  exhibited  symptoms  of  reform,  arising  from  the  undaunt- 
ed ardour  of  some  young  members,  who,  having  opened  for  them- 
selves a  path  to  knowledge,  would,  at  some  time  or  other,  make  a 
desperate  effort  to  allure  the  risine  generation  to  follow  their  steps* 
The  boldest  champions  in  this  hopeless  contest  have  generally 
started  among  the  professors  of  moral  philosophy.  Government  had 
confined  them  to  the  'puny  Elements  of  Jacquier  and  Heineccius  ; 
but  a  mind,  once  set  on  '*  the  proper  study  of  mankind,"  must  be 
weak  indeed  not  to  extend  its  views  bejrond  the  limits  prescribed 
by  the  ignorance  of  a  despot  or  his  ministers.  To»the  alarm  and 
consternation  of  the  white-tassdUd  heads,*  and  the  thrilling  hopes 
of  their  secret  enemies,  connected  series  of  Theses  have  of  hie  ap- 
peared among  us,  which,  in  spite  of  the  studied  caution  of  their 
laji^age,  betrayed  both  their  origin  and  tendencjr.  Genuine  off- 
spring of  the  French  school,  the  very  turn  of  their  phrases  gave 
strong  indications  of  a  style  formed  in  defiance  of  the  Holy  Inqui- 
sition. But  these  fits  of  restiess  impatience  have  only  secured  the 
joke  tliey  were  intended  to  loosen.  I  have  visited  Salamanca 
after  the  great  defeat  of  the  philosophical  party,  the  strongest  that 
ever  was  formed  in  Spain.  A  man  of  first  rate  literary  cnaracter 
among  us,  whom  merit  and  court  favour  had  raised  to  one  of  thjB 
chief  seats  in  tiie  judicature  of  the  country,  but  whom  court  caprice 
had,  about  this  time,  sent  to  rusticate  at  Salamanca,  was  doing  me, 
the  honours  of  the  place,  when,  approaching  the  convocation-hall 
of  the  university,  we  perceived  the  members  of  the  faculty  of  di- 
vinity strolUne  about  previous  to  a  meetine  of  their  body-  A  run- 
away slave,  still  bearing  the  marks  of  the  lash  on  his  return,  could 
not  have  shrunk  more  instinctively  at  the  sieht  of  the  planters 
meeting  at  the  council-room,  than  my  friend  did  at  the  view  of  the 
cowls, '  white,  black,  and  grey,'  which  partially  hid  the  sleek  faces 
of  his  offended  masters.  Reliad,  it  is  true,  been  lucky  enough  to 
escape  tlie  imprisonment  and  subseouent  penance  in  a  monastery, 
which  was  the  sad  lot  of  the  chief  ot  his  routed  party ;  but  he  him- 
self was  still  suspected  and  watched  closely,  'fhe  rest  of  his 
friends,  the  flower  of  the  university,  had  been  kept  for  three  or  four 
years,  in  constant  fear  for  their  personal  liberty,  being  often  called 

*  Acok>ured  tas»el  on  the  cap  Is,  in  Spun,  the  peculiar  distinction  of  doctors 
and  mssters.  Hliite,  denotes  divinity :  green,  canon  law:  crimson,  civil  law: 
jeUow,  medidne;  and  blue,  arts,  i.  e.  philosopby.  These  caps  are  worn  enly 
on  public  occanons  at  the  universities. 
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before  the  secret  tribunal  to  answer  the  most  captious  interri^to* 
ries  about  thetnseltes  and  their  friends,  but  never  put  in  possession 
of  every  count  of  the  indictment.  After  this  and  a  few  such  ex- 
ample.8,  we  have,  at  last,  perceived  theVolly  of  engaging  in  a  des- 
perate game,  where  no  possible  combination  can,  lor  the  present, 
give  the  dissenting  party  a  single  chance  of  success.  .    . 

"  French  philosophy  had  not  found  its  way  to  the  university  of 
Seville,  at  the  time  when  I  was  studying  divinity.  Even  the  know- 
ledge of  the  French  language  was  a  rare  acquirement  both  among 
the  professors  and  their  hearers.  I  have  mentioned  at  the  begin- 
ning of  this  sketch  that  one  of  the  few  books  which  delighted  my 
childhood  was  a  Spanish  translation  of  Telemachus.  A  fortunate 
ificident  had  now  thrown  into  my  hands  the  original  of  my  old 
favourite,  and  I  attempted  to  understand  a  few  lines  by  comparing 
it  with  the  version.  My  success  exceeded  my  hopes.  In  a  few 
weeks  I  could  read  on  without  either  grammar  or  dictionary,  guess- 
ing, it  is  true,  a  great  deal,  but  visibly  improving  my  knowledge  of 
tlie  idiom  by  comparing  the  force  of  unknoi/^n  words  in  different 
passages.  A  single  volume  of  Racine's  tragedies  was  my  next 
French  bobk.  Imperfectly  as  I  must  have  understood  that  tender 
poet,  his  plays  gave  me  so  much  pleasure,  that  by  repeated  read- 
ings I  found  myself  able  to  understand  French  poetry.  It  was 
al^ut  this  time  that  I  made  my  invaluable  acquaintance  at  the 
major  college.  My  friend  had  learned  both  French  and  Italian  in 
a  similar  manner  with  me.  He  was  acquainted  with  one  of  the 
judges  of  our  Audiencia,  or  provincial  court  of  judicature,  a  man 
of  great  literary  celebrity,  who  possessed  a  very  good  library,  from 
whence  I  was  indulged  with  French  books,  as  well  as  Italian,  when 
by  a  little  ingenuity  and  the  analogy  of  my  own  language,  I  had 
also  enabled  myself  to  read  the  language  of  Petrarch. 

'*  Hitherto  I  had  never  had  coura^  enough  to  take  a  forbidden 
book  in  my  hands.  The  excommunication  impending  over  me  by 
the  words  ipso  facto  was  indeed  too  terrific  an  object  for  my  inex- 
j»erienced  mind.    Delighted  with  the  taste  for  poetry  and  elo- 

Juence  which  I  had  acquired,  I  had  never  brooded  over  any  religious 
oubts— or  rather,  sincerely  adhering  to  the  Roman  Catholic  law, 
which  makes  the  examination  of  sucn  doubts  as  great  a  crime  as 
the  denial  of  the  article  of  belief  it  affects,  I  had  always  shrunk 
with  terror  from  every  heterodox  suggestion.  But  my  now  inti- 
mate friend  and  guide  had  made  canon  law  his  profession.  Eccle- 
siastical history,  in  which  he  was  deeply  versed,  had,  without 
weakening  his  Catholic  principles,  made  him  apui>il  of  that  school 
of  canonists  who,  both  in  Germany  and  Italy,  naving  exposed  the 
forgeries  by  means  of  which  papal  power  had  made  itself  para* 
mount  to  every  human  authority,  were  but  too  visibly  disposed  to 
a  separation  from  Rome.  My  triend  denied  the  existence  of  any 
power  in  the  Church  to  inflict  excommunication  for  a  breach  of 
discipline,  without  a  declaratory  sentence  in  consequence  of  the 
trial  of  the  offender.  Upon  the  strength  of  this  doctrine,  he  made 
me  read  the  •  Discourses  on  Ecclesiastical  History,'  by  the  Abbe 
Fleury->-a  work  teeming  with  invi^ctive  against  monks  and  ffiars, 
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doubts  on  modern  miracles,  and  strictures  on  tke  virtues  of  mo- 
dem saints.    Eve's  heart,  I  confess,  when 

— —  her  rash  band  in  evil  hour  , 

Forth  reaching  to  the  fruit,  she  plucked,  slie  ate, 

conld  not  beat  more  convulsively  than  mine,  as  I  opened  the  for- 
bidden book.  Vague  fears  and  doubts  haunted  my  conscience  for 
many  days.  But  my  friend,  besides  a  sound  Catholic,  was  a  de- 
vout man.  He  had  lately  taken  priest's  orders,  and  was  now  not 
only  my  literary  but  my  spiritual  director.  His  abilities  and  his 
affection  to  me  had  obtained  a  most  perfect  command  over  my 
mind,  and  it  was  not  long  before  I  could  match  him  in  mental  bold- 
ness, on  points  unconnected  with  articles  of  faith. 

'^  This  was,  indeed,  the  happiest  period  of  my  life.  The  greatest 
part  of  my  time,  with  the  exception  of  that  required  for  my  daily 
attendance  at  the  dull  lectures  of  the  divinity  professors,  was  de- 
voted to  the  French  critics  Andr6,  Le  Bossu,  Batteux,  RoUin,  L]| 
Harpe,  and  many  others  of  less  note.  The  habit  of  analyzing  lan- 
guage and  ideas,  which  I  acquired  in  the  perusal  of  such  works, 
soon  led  me  to  some  of  the  French  metaphysicians,  especially  Con- 
dillac. 

**  It  was  the  favourite  amusement  of  myself  and  those  constant 
associates  of  my  youth  that  formed  the  knot  of  friends,  of  whom 
the  often-mentioned  major  collegian  was  the  centre  and  guide,  to 
examine  all  our  feelings,  in  order  to  resolve  them  into  some  general 
law,  and  trace  them  to  their  simple  elements.  This  habit  of  analysis 
and  generalization  extended  itself  to  the  customs  and  habits  ot  the 
country,  and  the  daily  incidents  of  life,  till  in  the  course  of  time  it 
produced  in  me  the  deceitful,  though  not  uncommon  notion,  that  all 
knowledge  is  the  result  of  developed  principles,  and  gave  me  a  dis- 
taste for  every  book  that  was  not  cast  into  a  regular  theory. 

"  While  I  was  thus  amused  and  deceived  by  the  activity  of  my 
mind,  without  endeavouring  to  give  it  the  weight  and  steadiness 
which  depends  upon  the  knowledge  of  facts,  Catholicism,  with  its 
ten  thousand  rules  and  practices,  was  mechanically  keeping  up  the 
ill-contrived  structure  of  devotion,  which  it  had  raised  more  in  my 
fancy  than  my  heart.  It  had  now  to  contend,  however,  with  an 
enemy  whom  nothing  but  fixed  hope  can  keep  within  bounda--but 
reli^on  had  left  me  no  hope.  Instead  of  engaging  love  on  her  side, 
she liad  forced  him  into  an  inseparable  league  with  immorality.  I 
will  not  describe  the  misery  tnat  embittered  my  youth,  and  de- 
stroyed the  peace  of  my  maturcr  years — the  struggles,  perhaps  the 
crimes,  certainly  the  remorse,  that  were  in  me  the  consequence  of 
the  barbarous  laws  of  my  country.  They  arc  too  intimately  blended 
with  self,  too  intricately  entwined  with  the  feelings  of  others,  to  be 
left  exposed  for  ever  to  the  cold  indifference  of  such  as  live  on, 
wicked,  or  innocent  by  rote.  Whatever  on  this  point  is  connected 
with  the  general  state  of  Spain,  has  already  been  touched  upon. 
Mine^  indeed,  is  the  lot  of  thousands.  Often  did  I  recoil  at  the 
approach  of  the  moment  when  I  was  to  bind  myself  for  ever  to  the 
clerical  profession,  and  as  often  my  heart  failed  me  at  the  sight  of 
a  mother  in  tears.    It  was  not  worldly  interests — ^it  was  the  eternal 
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welfare  of  my  soul,  which  she  believed  to  depend  on  my  following 
the  call  of  Heaven,  that  made  the  best  of  mothers  a  snare  to  her 
dearest  child.  The  persuasions  of  my  confessor,  and,  above  all» 
the  happiness  I  experienced  in  restoring  cheerfulness  to  my  family, 
deludecl  me  into  the  hope  of  preserving  the  same  feeliug  through 
life.  A  very  short  time,  however,  was  sufficient  to  open  my  eyes. 
The  inexorable  law  that  bound  me  was  the  bitterest  foe  to  my  virtue. 
Yet  devotion  had  not  lost  her  power  over  my  fancy,  and  I  broke 
loose,  more  tiian  once,  from  her  thraldom,  and  was  as  often  reclaimed 
before  the  awful  period  which  was  to  raise  me  to  the  priesthood. 

<<  If  mental  incitement,  attended  with  the  most  thrilliDg  and  sub- 
lime sensations,  though  arising  froth  deception,  could  be  indulged 
without  injury  to  our  noblest  faculties — ^if  life  could  be  made  a  long 
dream  without  the  painful  startings  produced  .by  the  din  and  col* 
lision  of  the  world — if  the  opium  of  delusion  could  be  largely  ad- 
ministered without  a  complete  enervation  of  our  rational  energies 
— the  lot  of  a  man  of  feeling,  broujght  up  in  the  undisturbed  belief 
of  the  Catholic  doctrines,  and  raised  to  be  a  dispenser  of  its  mys- 
teries, would  be  enviable  above  all  others.  No  abstract  persuasions, 
if  I  am  to  trust  my  experience,  can  either  soothe  our  fears  or  feed 
our  hopes,  independent  of  the  imagination ;  and  I  am  strongly  in- 
clined to  assert  that  no  genuine  persuasion  exists  upon  unearthly 
subjects,  without  the  co-operation  of  tlie  imaginative  faculty.  Hence 
the  powerful  effects  of  the  splendid  and  striking  system  of  worship 
adopted  by  the  Roman  churches.  A  foreigner  may  be  inclined  to 
laugh  at  the  strange  ceremonies  performed  in  a  Spanish  cathedral, 
because  tliese  ceremonies  are  a  conventional  language  to  which  he 
attaches  no  ideas.  But  he  that  from  the  cradle  has  been  accustomed 
to  kiss  the  hand  of  every  priest,  and  receive  his  blessing — ^that  has 
associated  the  name  and  attributes  of  the  Deity  with  the  consecrated 
bread — that  has  observed  the  awe  with  which  it  is  handled — how 
none  but  a  priest  dare  touch  it — what  clouds  of  incense,  what  bril- 
liancy of  gems  surround  it  when  exposed  to  the  view — with  what 
heart-felt  anxiety  the  glare  of  lights,  the  sound  of  music,  and  the 
uninterrupted  adoration  of  the  priests  in  waiting — are  made  to 
evince  the  overpowering  feeling  of  a  God  dwelling  among  men — 
such  a  man  alone  can  conceive  the  state  of  a  warm-hearted  youth, 
who,  for  the  first  time,  approaches  the  altar,  not  as  a  mere  attendant, 
but  as  the  sole  worker  of^the  greatest  of  miracles. 

"  No  language  can  do  justice  to  my  own  feelings  at  the  ceremony 
of  ordination,  the  performance  of  the  first  mass,  and  during  the  in- 
ter^  al  which  elapsed  between  this  fever  of  enthusiasm  and  the  cold 
scepticism  that  soon  followed  it.  For  some  months  previous  to  the 
awiul  ceremony  I  voluntai-ily  secluded  myself  from  the  worid, 
making  religious  reading  and  meditation  the  sole  employment  of 
my  time.  The  Exercises  of  Saint  Ignatius,  which  immediately 
preceded  the  day  of  ordination,  filled  my  heart  with  what  appeared 
to  me  a  settled  distaste  for  every  worldly  pleasure.  When 
the  consecrating  rites  had  been  performed — ^when  my  bancia  bad 
been  anointed — the  sacred  vesture,  at  first  folded  on  my  shoul- 
ders, let  drop  around  me  by  the  hands  of  the  bishop— m  sub- 
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• 
^ime  hymn  to  the  all-creating  Spirit  uttered  in  solemn  strains,  and 
the  power  of  restoring  sinners  to  innocence  conferred  apon  me — 
when,  at  length,  raised  to  the  dignity  of  a  •  fellow-worker  with 
God,'  the  bishop  addressed  me,  in  the  name  of  the  Saviour :  <  Hence- 
forth I  call  you  not  servant^,..but  I  have  called  you  friend ;'  I  truly 
felt  as  if,  freed  from  the  material  part  of  my  being,  I  belonged  to  a 
higher  rank  of  existence.  I  had  still  a  heart,  it  is  true — a  heart 
ready  to  burst  at  the  sight  of  my  parents,  on  their  knees,  while  im- 
pressing the  first  kiss  on  my  newly-consecrated  hands ;  but  it  was 
dead  to  the  charms  of  beauty.  Among  the  friendly  crowd  that  sur- 
rounded me  for  the  same  purpose  were  those  lips  which  a  few 
months  before  I  would  have  died  to  press ;  yet  I  could  but  just 
mark  their  superior  softness.  In  vain  did  I  exert  myself  to  check 
exuberance  of  feelings  at  my  first  mass.  Mv  tei^rs  bedewed  the 
torporals  on  which,  with  the  eyes  of  faith,  I  Deheld  the  disguised 
lover  of  mankind  whom  I  had  drawn  from  heaven  to  my  hands. 
These  are  dreams,  indeed, — ^the  illusions  of  an  over-heated  fancy ; 
but  dreams  they  are  which  some  of  the  noblest  minds  have  dreamt 
through  life  without  waking — dreams  which,  while  passing  vividly 
before  the  mental  eye,  roust  entirely  wrap  up  the  soul  of  every  one 
who  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  man. 

*•  To  exercise  the  privileges  of  my  ofiice  for  the  benefit  of  my 
fellow  creatures,  was  now  my  exclusive  aim  and  purpose.  I  daily 
celebrated  mass,  with  due  preparation,  preached  otten,  and  rejected 
none  that' applied  to  me  for  confession.  The  best  ascetic  writers  of 
the  Church  of  Rome  were  constantly  in  my  hands.  I  made  a  study 
of  the  Fathers;  but,  though  I  had  the  Scriptures  among  my  books, 
it  was,  according  to  custom,  more  for  reference  than  perusal.  These 
feeling,  this  state  of  mental  abstraction,  is  by  no  means  uncommon, 
for  a  time,  among  young  priests  whose  hearts  nave  not  been  withered 
by  a  course  of  premature  profligacy.  It  would  be  absurd  to  expect 
it  in  such  as  embrace  the  clerical  state  as  a  trade,  or  are  led  to  the 
church  by  ambition,  and  least  of  all  among  the  few  that  would  never 
bind  themselves  with  the  law  of  celibacy,  had  they  not  previously 
freed  their  minds  from  all  religious  fears.  Yet,  among  my  numerous 
acquaintance  in  the  Spanish  clergy,  I  have  never  met  with  any  one, 
possessed  of  bold  talents,  who  has  not,  sooner  or  later,  changed  from 
the  most  sincere  piety  to  a  state  of  unbelief.*  Were  every  indivi- 
dual who  has  undergone  this  internal  transformation  to  describe  the 
steps  by  which  it  was  accomplished,  I  doubt  not  but  the  general 
ouUine  would  prove  alike  in  all.  I  shall,  however,  conclude  my 
narrative  by  faithfully  relating  the  origin  and  progress  of  the  total 

*  This  is  not  peculiar  to  the  Spanish  clerg)'.  I  once  heard  an  Engtish  gentle- 
man, who  had  resided  a  long  time  in  Italy,  where  he  obtained  lodging^  in  a  con- 
vent, relate  his  surprise  at  the  termination  of  a  friendly'  discussion  which  he  Iiad 
with  the  most  able  individuals  of  the  bouse,  on  the  points  of  difference  between 
the  Churches  of  England  and  Rome.  Hie  dispute  had  been  animated,  and 
supported  with  great  ability  on  the  Catholic  side  by  one  of  tlic  youngest  monks. 
When,  at  length,  all  except  the  chief  disputants  had  retired,  the  young  monk, 
tuminr  to  bis  English  guest,  asked  him  whether  he  really  believed  what  he  had 
been  ^fending?  Upon  receiving  a  serious  answer  in  the  aflirmatire,  he  could 
not  help  exclain^ing,  Allor  Id  credc  pitt  che  tutto  il  convent o,  B. 
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change  that  took  place  in  my  mind  witliin  little  more  tlian  a  year 
after  taking  priest's  orders. 

"  The  ideas  of  consistency  and  perfection  must  be  strongly  at- 
tached by  every  sincere  Catholic  to  nis  system  of  faith.  The  Church 
of  Rome  has  played  for  man;^  centuries  a  desperate,  though,  till 
lately,  successful  game.  Having  once  proclaimed  the  necessity  of 
an  abstract  creed  for  salvation,  and  made  herself  the  infallible 
framer  and  expounder  of  that  creed,  she  leaves  her  votaries  no  alter- 
native but  that  of  receiving  or  rejecting  the  whole  of  her  doctrines. 
Luckily  for  her  interests,  men  seldom  go  beyond  a  certain  link  in 
the  chain  of  thought,  or  allow  themselves  to  look  into  the  sources  of 
traditionary  doctrines.  Her  theological  system,  on  the  other  hand, 
having  so  shaped  its  gradual  gi'owth  as  to  fill  up  deficiencies  as 
they  were  perceived,  affords  an  ample  range  to  every  mind  that, 
without  venturing  to  examine  the  foundations,  shall  lie  contented 
with  the  symmetry,  of  the  structure.  I  have  often  heard  the  ques- 
tion, how  could  such  men  as  Bossuet  and  Fenelon  adhere  to  the 
Church  of  Rome  and  reject  the  Protestant  faith  ?  The  answer  ap- 
pears to  me  obvious.  Because,  according  to  their  undoubted  prin- 
ciples on  this  matter,  they  must  havp  been  eitlier  Catliolics  or  Infi- 
dels. Laying  it  down  a^  an  axiom,  that  Christianitv  was  chiefly 
intended  to  reveal  a  system  of  doctrines  necessary  for  salvation, 
they  naturally  and  consistently  inferred  the  existence  of  an  autho- 
rized judge  upon  questions  of  faith,  otherwise  tlie  inevitable  doubts 
arising  from  private  judgment  would  defeat  the  object  of  revelation. 
Thus  it  is  that  Bossuet  thought  he  had  triumphantly  confuted  the 
Protestants  by  merely  showing  that  they  could  not  agree  in  their 
Articles.  Like  Bossuet,  most  Catholic  divines  can  see  no  medium 
between  denying  the  infallible  authority  of  the  Church  and  reject- 
ing revelation. 

"  No  nroposition  in  Euclid  could  convey  stronger  conviction  to 
my  mind  than  that  which  I  found  in  this  dilemma.  Let  me  but 
prove,  said  I  to  myself,  that  there  exists  a  single  flaw  in  the  system, 
and  it  will  all  crumble  into  dust.  Yet,  as  in  a  Catholic  'once  to 
doubt  is  once  to  be  resolved,'  I  might  have,  like  many  others,  eter- 
nally closed  my  eyes  aeainst  the  impression  of  the  most  glaring 
falsehoods ;  for  how  could  I  retrieve  the  rash  step  of  holding  my 
judgment  in  suspense  while  I  examined  ?  The  most  hideous  crimes 
fall  within  the  jurisdiction  of  a  confessor ;  but  the  mortal  taint  of 
heresy  cannot  be  removed  except  by  the  Pope's  delegated  authority, 
which,  in  Spain,  he  has  deposited  in  the  hands  of  the  Inquisition. 
Should  I  deliberately  indulge  my  doubts  for  a  moment,  what  a 
mountain  of  crime  and  misery  I  should  bring  upon  my  head !  My 
oflhse  would,  probably,  lay  me  under  the  necessity  of  celebratinr 
mass  the  next  day,  which,  to  do  with  a  consciousness  of  unabsolved 
sin,  is  sacrilege,  while  this  particular  offence  would  besides  involve 
me  in  the  ecclesiastical  sentence  of  suspension  and  interdicL  The 
recurring  necessity  of  officiating  at  the  altar,  before  I  could  remove 
these  inabilities,  would  increase  them  every  day  ten-fold,  and  pve 
my  life  a  foretaste  of  the  torturing  fire  to  which  I  should  be  doomed 
by  the  sentence  of  my  church.  These  fears  are  not  peculiar  to  timid 


Letters  from  Spain^  297 

or  freak  characters:  they  are  the  legitimate  consequences  of  a 
consistent  and  complicated  system,  and  cannot  be  dispelled  but  by 
a  decided  rejection  of  the  whole. 

The  involuntary  train ,  however,  both  of  feeling  and  thought,  which 
was  to  make  me  break  out  into  complete  rebellion,  had  long  be^n 
sapping  the  foundations  of  my  faith,  without  my  being  aware  that 
the  whole  structure  nodded  to  its  ruin.  A  dull  sense  of  existence, 
a  heaviness  that  palled  my  taste  for  life  and  its  concerns,  had  sue* 
ceeded  my  first  ardour  of  devotion.  Conscientiously  faithful  to 
ray  engagements,  and  secluded  from  every  object  that  might  rulBe 
the  calm  of  my  heart,  I  looked  for  happiness  in  the  performance  of 
my  duty*  But  happiness  was  fled  from  me ;  and,  though  totally 
exempt  from  remorse,  I  could  not  bear  the  death-like  silence  of  my 
sottl.  An  unmeaning  and  extremely  burdensome  practice  laid  by 
the  Church  of  Rome  upon  her  clergy,  contributed  not  a  little  to  in- 
crease the  irksomeness  of  my  circumstances.  A  Catholic  clergy- 
man, who  employs  his  whole  day  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty  to 
others,  must  yet  repeat  to  himself  the  service  of  the  day  in  an  audi* 
ble  voice— a  performance  which,  neither  constant  practice,  nor  the 
most  rapid  utterance,  can  bring  within  the  compass  of  less  than  an 
hour  and  a  half  in  the  four-and-twenty.  This  exhanstiqg  exercise 
is  enjoined  under  pain  of  moi*tal  sin,  and  the  restitution  of  that  day's 
income  on  which  any  portion  of  the  office  is  omitted. 

"  Was*  mine  a  life  of  usefulness  ? — Was  not  the  world,  with  all 
its  struggles,  its  miseries,  and  its  vices,  productive  of  nobler  and 
more  exited  minds  than  this  tame  and  deadening  system  of  per^ 
fection  ?  How  strong  must  be  the  probability  of  future  reward,  to 
balance  the  actual  certainty  of  prolonging  misery?  Stipnose. 
however,  the  realitj  and  magnitude  of  the  recompense— «m  I  not 
daiir*  and  hourly,  in  danger  of  eternal  perdition  ?  My  heart  sinks 
at  tne  view  of  the  interminable  list  of  offences,  every  one  of  which 
may  finally  plunge  me  into  the  everlasting  flames.  Everlasting! 
and  why  so?  Can  there  be  revenge  or  cruelty  in  the  Almighty? 
Such  were  the  harassing  thoughts  with  which  I  wrestled  day  and 
night.  Prostrate  upon  my  knees  I  daily  prayed  for  deliverance ; 
but  my  prayers  were  not  heard.  I  tried  to  strengthen  my  faith  by 
reading  jBergier,  and  some  of  the  French  Apolo^sts  of  Christi* 
anit^.  But  what  can  they  avail  a  doubting  Catholic?  His  system 
of  faith  is  indivisible.  Whatever  proves  it  all,  proves  absurdity. 
To  ar^e  with  a  doubting  Catholic  is  to  encourage  and  hasten  his 
desertion.  Chateaubriand  has  perfectly  understood  the  nature  of 
his  task,  and,  by  engaging  the  feelings  and  imagination  in  defence  of 
his  creed,  has  given  it  the  fairest  chance  against  the  dry  and  taste* 
less  philosophy  of  his  countrymen.  His  book  propped  up  my  faith 
for  a  while. 

'*  Almost  on  the  eve  of  the  mental  crisis,  I  had  to  preach  a  ser- 
mon upon  an  extraordinary  occasion ;  when,  according  to  a  fashion 
derived  from  France,  a  long  and  ambitious  discourse  was  expected. 
I  made  infidelity  my  subject,  with  a  most  sincere  desire  of  con- 
vincing myself,  while  I  laboured  to  persuade  others.  What  effect 
my  arguments  may  have  had  upon  tne  audience  I  know  not;  they 
Vox.,  n.  No.  9.— 182t..'  2  P 
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were  certainly  lost  upon  the  orator.  Whatever,  in  this  atate»  covld 
break  the  habit  of  awe  which  I  was  go  tenaciously  supporting--- 
whatever  could  urge  me  into  uttering  a  doubt  on  one  of  the  Arti- 
ctes  of  the  Roman  Creed,  was  sure  to  make  mjr  faith  vanish  like  a 
soap-bubble  in  the  air.  1  had  been  too  earnest  in  my  devotion,  and 
my  Church  too  pressing  and  diemanding.  Like  a  cold,  artful,  tn^ 
terested  mistress,  she  either  exhausts  the  ardour  of  her  best  lovers, 
or  harasses  them  to  distraction.  As  to  myself,  a  moment's  dalH- 
ance  with  her  great  rival.  Freedom,  converted  my  former  love  into 
perfect  abhorrence. 

One  morning,  as  I  was  wrapt  up  in  my  usual  thoughts,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Guadalquivir,  a  gentleman,  who  had  lately  been  named 
by  the  government  to  an  important  place  in  our  provincial  judi- 
cature, joined  me  in  the  course  of  my  ramble.  We  had  been  ac- 
quainted bftt  a  short  time,  and  he,  though  forced  into  caution  by  an 
early  danger  from  the  Inouisition,  was  still  friendly  and  commu- 
nicative. His  talents  of  forensic  eloquence,  and  the  sprightlinesd 
and  elegance  of  his  conversation,  had  induced  a  conviction  on  my 
mind,  that  he  belonged  to  the  philosophical  party  of  the  universitr 
where  he  had  been  educated.  Urged  by  an  irresistible  impulse,  J 
ventured  with  him  upon  neutral  ground — ^monks,  ecclesiastical 
encroachments,  extravagant  devotion — ^till  the  stream  of  thought  I 
had  thus  allowed  to  elide  over  the  feeble  mound  of  mv  fears,  swel- 
ling evenr  moment,  broke  forth  as  a  torrent  from  its  long  and  vio- 
lent confinement.  I  was  listened  to  with  encouraging  kindness, 
and  there  was  not  a  doubt  in  my  heart  which  I  did  not  disclose. 
Doubts  they  had,  indeed,  appearea  to  me  till  that  moment;  but  ut- 
terance transformed  them,  all  at  once,  into  demonstrations.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  fear  and  trepidation  that  seised 
me  the  moment  I  parted  from  my  good-natured  confidant.  The 
prisons  of  the  Inquisition  seemed  ready  to  close  their  studded 
gates  upon  me;  and  the  very  hell  I  had  just  denied,  appeared 

Cwning  before  my  eyes.  Yet,  a  few  days  elapsed,  and  no  evil 
d  overtaken  me.  I  performed  mass  with  a  heart  in  open  rebel- 
lion to  the  Church  that  enjoined  it;  but  I  had  now  settled  with 
myself  to  offer  it  up  to  my  Creator,  as  I  imagine  that  the  enlight- 
ened Greeks  and  Homans  must  have  done  their  sacrifices.  I  was, 
like  them,  forced  to  express  my  thankfulness  in  an  absurd  lan- 
guage. 

*'This  first  taste  of  mental  liberty  was  more  delicious  than  any 
feeling  I  ever  experienced;  but  it  was  succeeded  by  a  burning 
tiiirst  for  every  thine  that,  by  destroying  my  old  mental  habits, 
could  strengthen  and  confirm  my  unbelief.    I  gave  an  exorbitant 

5 rice  for  any  French  irreligious  books,  which  the  love  of  eain  in- 
uced  some  Spanish  booksellers  to  import  at  their  peril.  Hie 
intuitive,  knowledge  of  one  another,  which  persecuted  principles 
impart  to  such  as  dierish  them  in  common,  made  me  soon  acquaint- 
ed with  several  members  of  my  own  profession,  deeply  versed  in 
the  philosophical  school  of  France.  Thej  possessed,  and  made  no 
difficulty  to  lend  me,  all  the  Anti-christian  works,  which  teemed 
from  the  French  press*    Where"  there  is  na  liberty,  there  can  be 
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BO  diflcriiiiinatioii.  The  ravenous  a|ipet]te  raised  by  a  forced  ab- 
atinenGe  makes  the  mind  gorge  itself  with  all  sorts  of  food.  I  sus^ 
pect  I  have  thus  imbibed  some  false,  and  many  crude  notions  from 
mj  French  masters.  But  my  circumstances  preclude  the  calm  and 
dispassionate  examination  which  the  subject  deserves.  Exaspe- 
rated by  the  daily  necessitv  of  external  submission  to  doctrines 
and  persons  I  detest  and  aespise,  my  soul  overflows  with  bitter- 
ness. Though  I  acknowledge  the  advantages  of  moderation,  none 
being  used  towards  me,  I  practically,  and  in  spite  of  my  better 
judgment,  learn  to  be  a  fanatic  on  my  own  side. 

*<  Pretending  studious  retirement,  I  have  fitted  up  a  small  room, 
to  which  none  but  mv  confidential  friends  find  admittance.  There 
lie  my  prohibited  books,  in  perfect  concealment,  in  a  well -contrived 
nook  under  a  staircase.  The  Breviary  alone,  in  its  black  binding, 
clasps,  and  gilt  leaves,  is  kept  upon  the  table,  to  check  the  doubts 
of  any  chance  intruder." 


CANT. 

^  Gntiuio  flays  an  infinite  deal  of  notlunga^ 

More  than  any  man  in  all  Yemoo  "^^Merekans  tf  Vemce, 

Mr.  Editor, — ^Do  you  wish  to  know  what  cant  is?  'Tis. 
ivhat  Hamlet  studied,^  Words,  words,  words,' — ^not  Wordsworthy 
{as  a  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  would  say,  who  has  the  gift 
of  ms^ing  the  very  worst  puns  posaibie,)  for  there  is  no  M^ortfa 
in  them.  They  stand  for  no  ideas,  or  rather  stand  for  all* 
They  are  expressions  to  let,  and  are  taken  into  the  service  of 
those  muddy  conceptions,  that  are  beyond  the  reach  of  all  ordi- 
nary language.  Were  writing  and  speaking  confined  to  their 
legitimate  ends,  there  would  be  no  such  thing ;  but  where  quQl 
and  tongue  go  for  the  writing  and  speaking  sake,  there  is  no 
way  of  getting  over  the  breaks,  the  puzzles,  and  the  dubiositiea 
of  meaning,  without  a  copious  vocabulary  of  cant.  It  is  like 
its  parent-^— a  many-headed  monster;  and  from  the  cobbler  to 
the^king,  each  calling  hath  its  stock.  With  but  this  difference 
between  the  kinds,  that  the  more  vulgar  are  the  more  expressive 
— 4iothing  being  so  dull,  so  stupid,  and  utterly ^^e,  as  the  cant 
of  high  life. 

The  only  person  free  from  this  habit,  and  independent  of  this 
aunliaiy,  is  the  citizen  of  the  world;  but  he  is  almost  an  im- 
aginary being.  We  are  a  universe  of  tradesmen,  and  all  delve 
at  something;  there  are  labourers  in  the  palace,  as  well  as  in  the 
^neyard.  We  are  each  surrounded  with  our  own  litde  atmo- 
sphere, of  which  the  atoms  are  mighty  to  us:  the  objects  with 
which  we  are  there  conversant,  are  ever  present  to  our  senses, 
^—become  a  part  and  parcel  of  our  minds,  and  when  we  take 
distant  and  more  general  views  of  things,  we  tacitly  refer  them 
to,  and  illustrate  them  by  those  lesser  objects,  which  are  hourly* 
before  our  eyes.     Hence  the  expressiveness  of  the  vulgar,  who 
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apply  the  homely  and  the  tangible,  where  the  learned  ttid  {zMxm- 
able  use  the  affected  and  ideal.  Cant  with  the  vulgar  is  mctsi- 
phor ;  with  others,  conceit-— as  a  term  of  reproach,  indeed,  it 
should  be  applied  only  to  the  latter. 

Those  who  lay  most  claim  to  be  considered  citizens  of  the 
world,  are  travellers;  yet  among  this  class  are  to  be  found  the 
oldest  and  most  egregious  of  canters— from  Sir  John  Mandeville 
to  Tom  Coryatt,  and  from  the  much-abused  author  of  the  Cru^ 
dities  to  any  one  you  please.     Travel,  I  fear,  wears  out  more 
shoes  than  prejudices : — as  the  greatest  and  most  starding  no- 
velty to  the  voyager  is  the  language  and  strange  sounds  of 
foreign  countries,  he  catches  words  first,  and  leaves  ideas  to 
follow  at  their  leisure— often  omits  them  altogether,  by  particu- 
lar desire.     Much  in  the  same  way  with  all  of  us,  when  we 
travel  into  life  and  knowledge :  we  are  taught  vocabularies — 
made  to  repeat  whole  dictionaries  by  rote— learn  explanations 
ten  times  more  formidable  than  what  they  explain,  ignotumfier 
ignotiuSy  and  get  our  ideas  of  things  by  the  same  method  that, 
folks  say,  law^xrs^  get  to  heaven.     No  wonder  if  we  cant  and 
babble  nonsense.     We  are  taught  dead  languages  and  dead  sci- 
ences, and  are  left  to  catch  the  living  principles,  the  vital  know-  ^ 
ledge  of  humanity,  from  unmeaning  conversation,  and  from  the 
worthless  stray  volumes  on  the  subject  which  may  fall  into  our 
hands.     We  are  left  for  all  this  discipline — ^this  nurture  of  the 
soul,  in  boyhood  and  youth  to  sanguine  fancy  and  untempered 
passion ;  and,  as  years  roll  on,  are  compelled  to  learn  from  that 
hard,  cold  teacher.  Experience,  the  futility  of  former  hopes  and 
old  ideas.     We  are  led  thus  to  judge  of  things  that  are  to  be, 
by  the  things  that  were  to  be :  we  learn  the  vanitv  of  hope,  but, 
in  learning  the  harsh  lesson,  we  lose  the  mental  strength,  the 
independent,  self-subsisting  spirit,  which  might  have  enabled  us 
to  do  without  it.    Thus  cheated  of  the  future,  we  turn  our  views 
upon  the  past— our  reflections  upon  ourselves.     We  .consider 
our  race  of  existence  as  run ;  and,  with  the  spiritual  pride  of 
beings  that  have  fulfilled  their  period  of  existence,  we  turn  phi- 
losophers, and  speculators,  and  teachers.     Our  feelings  and  per- 
ceptions, dormant  upon  one  another,  lie  rankling  and  rotting 
into  mort)idity  and  corruption.     Ever  contemplating  our  own 
confused  minds,  and  their  more  confused  copies  of  things,  we 
grow  dizzy,  as  we  flatter  ourselves  we  grow  wise.     A  haze 
spreads  itself  between  us  and  the  world  of  intellect;  yet  we  talk 
on,  as  if  the  objects  were  as  distinct  as  ever.    The  crazed  mind, 
from  which  has  been  blotted  every  idea,  clings  in  vanity  and 
dotage  to  the  words,  and  the  sounds,  with  which  it  has  been 
familiar ;  and  in  pleasing  and  happy  self-delusion  takes  sound 
for  sense,  and  cant  for  philosophy, — ^like  Lear  with  his  straw 
sceptre,  it  ^  is  every  inch  a  king.'     It  is  often  the  primates  of 
intellect  who  are  thus  visited;  but  it  is  some  consolation  to  them. 
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that  tbe  world  can.  scarce  perceive  tfaleir  aberrationfl— *there  is  no 
measure  by  which  they  can  be  meted.  If  their  efitisions  be 
unmeaning,  a  spirit  still  glows  through  them,  which  affrights  the 
vulgar  from  questioning,  and  makes  them  esteem  it  profane  to 
attempt  unveiling  the  nothingness  that  is  enshrined  within. 
There  is  generally  a  slight  glimmer  throughout  that  looks  like 
Platonicism,  and  is  more  striking  from  the  surrounding  dark- 
ness. With  the  vulgar  reverence  for  obscurity,  we  are  at  first 
more  inclined  to  attribute  the  unintelligibility  of  a  work  to  our 
own  dulness  than  to  that  of  the  author,  till  we  take  up  books  of 
philosophy  and  perspicacity  united,  which  shake  our  worshipful 
opinions  of  the  obscure. 

"  The  works  of  Des  Cartes,"  says  Le  Clerc,  ^  were  the  first 
books  that  brought  Mr.  Locke  (so  he  himself  told  me)  to  the 
study  of  philosophy  :  for  though  he  did  not  assent  to  the  trudi 
of  aU  his  notions,  he  found  that  he  wrote  with  great  clearness, 
which  made  him  think  that  it  was  the  fault  of  the  authors,  rather 
than  his  own,  diat  he  had  not  understood  some  other  philo* 
sophical  books." 

If  we  proceed  from  hence  to  poetiy,  we  shall  find  cant  more 
at  home:  it  is  here  in  its  original  signification  of  song,  and  not 
inexpressively  derived,  bearing  as  it  does,  even  in  its  most  prosaic 
state,  such  a  resemblance  to  those  popular  snatches  of  tune,  which 

«  We  whiBtle  as  ^e  go,  for  want  of  thooght.** 
There  are  many  who  could  no  more  live  without  the  favourite 
tune  or  favourite  line  of  the  hour,  than  they  could  without  the 
morning  newspaper ;  it  is  to  them  just  what  tobacco  is  to  the 
poor  artizan — a  soothing  employment,  a  gentle  opiate, 

«  To  steep  the  senses  in  forgetiulness." 
We  are  such  imspiritual  beings  that  thought  requires  some  me- 
chanical accompaniment;  some  people,  even  of  intellectual  habits, 
cannot  raise  an  idea  while,  they  sit — ^their  minds  won't  go  with- 
out their  legs.  We  know  an  author  who  regularly  destroys  a 
pair  of  gloves-^literally  eats  them-— for  every  song  he  writes; 
and  another,  who  always  sits  down  to  a  lathe,  as  a  preparative 
for  composition.  For  those  whose  cogitations  do  not  tend  paper- 
wards,  a  tune  is  the  simplest  spell  of  the  kind,  at  once  soothing 
and  exciting.  But  we  have  heard  or  read  somewhere,  that  medical 
men  look  upon  a  person's  having  one  of  these  snatches  continu- 
ally in  his  head,  as  a  symptom  of  some  disorder.  I  have  not 
had  much  experience  in  this  line,  but  I  have  found,  that  people 
thus  affected  are  generally  very  much  inclined  to  commit  verse. 

The  fashionable  catch  the  air  from  the  last  opera,  and  the  ex- 

Eression  from  Boxiana  or  Cribb's  Memorial.  The  Savoyards 
ave  been  a  national  benefit  in  this  way,  and  have  furnished 
matter  for  humming  to  all  the  boys  about  town:  this  humming 
is  at  first  an  accompaniment,  and  afterwards  a  substitute  for 
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thought.  £xactly  die  same,  but  without  the  music,  are  the 
thousand  species  of  expressions,  adages,  and  illustrations,  which 
on  their  first  application,  no  doubt,  meant  something,  but  which 
have  long  since  laid  aside  the  useful  property  of  meaning.  Those 
sweet  words  are  to  the  author  what  the  favourite  tune  is  to  the 
saimterer — a  stop-gap  in  cogitation  and  in  sentences*  A  reader 
may  be  puzzled  to  find  out  the  association ;  but  the  difficulty  is 
solved,  when  he  learns,  that,  like  the  Pax  vobtscum  of  Wamba,  it 
is  a  passe  par-tout. 

Cant  is  the  epidemic  of  periodical  essayism  (we  have  no  doubt 
of  this  very  page  practising  what  it  preaches);  but  with  a  ^^mi 
ignosco  meis  xntiisy^  it  is  very  allowable*  Who  could  be  for 
ever  writing  sense  .^  or  who  would,  when  nonsense  will  do  bet- 
ter? A  lively  gendeman,  with  a  stock  of  egotism,  and  the  old 
dramatists  common-placed,  will  write  more  popular  essays  in 
a  week  than  Bacon  and  Clarendon  excogitated  in  a  year.  Cant 
is  current  coin,  as  Langland  woijdd  say;  sense  is  your  heavy 
ingot,  that  nobody  will  carry,  or  take  the  trouble  of  assajring. 
Wisdom  will  not  be  listened  to,  unless  ushered  in  by  nonsense; 
and  the  only  way  to  convey  instruction  is  par  parenthise^  sur- 
rounding it  with  drollery,  like  the  knowing  fellow's  mode  of 
passing  a  bad  guinea,  ^  Slip  it  between  two  half-pence,  and  it 
wiU  pass  without  chaUenge." 

There  are  some  species  of  cant  extremely  amusing,  from  the 
impudence  with  which  it  is  endeavoured  to  pass  them  for  some- 
thing better:  they  stare  you  in  the  face,  like  a  lawyer  of  empty 
bag,  with  most  vacuous  importance.  Of  these  the  most  insig- 
nificant are  the  most  barefaced-— witness  the  dash^  and  the  letter 
/.  Of  the  pa^es  of  modem  composition  they  have  more  than 
one-half  in  their  own  possession,  yet  the  sum  of  their  significa- 
tion is  nothing.  How  is  it  that  our  ancestors  were  content  with 
colon  and  semicolon,  and  3ret  contrived  to  be  abundantly  witty? 
That  the  dashless  Addison  was  facetious,  elegant,  philosophic-^ 
all  in  the  way  of  plain  punctuation  ?  But  taste  is  changed:  we 
read,  think,  and  talk  hurry-skurry,  and  should  never  get  to  the 
end  of  a  speech  or  paragraph  wi^out  the  assistance  of  — — , 
parenthesis,  and  quotation : 

Hail!  thou  inscrutable  prosaic  Muse, 

Where'er  thou  dwelrst, — ^in  woidd-be  poet's  dream. 

Or  essa^st's,  or  preacher's  sonorous  theme : 
Welcome  to  aU,  'tb  hard  for  thee  to  choose. 
And  yet  I  ween,  ne'er  did  thy  wing  delay 

To  visit  with  thy  sage  and  sapient  store 

Of  common-place  books  and  compiled  lore, 
(Comma'dand  noted  well,  "old  book,"  "old  play,") 
Me,  thy  long^tu^ous  votary,  that  have 

In  aU  thy  temples  been,  and  sung  the  Paean, 
VFhich  ent  to  thee  bbokJetler'd  Phmbua  gave. 

And  m  the  realms  Cottomaa  and  Haiidan 
Daily  resounds  in  mild  and  musty  song 
To  Uiee,  Goddess  of  the  quill  driving  throng.  Y. 
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<«  TMb  ftreets  wcK  fitt'd; 
The  croilujig'  muauice  lurk'd  in  every  nook; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  cbambera,  'soaped; 
And  the  land  stank,  so  numerous  was  the  fry/'— Cowpeb. 

Imagivz  not,  patient  reader,  I  sxa  about  to  declare  war  upon  that 
part  of  the  present  generation  which  is  growing  up  in  real  ^ntle- 
akip  around  me ;  my  intention  is  only  to  expose  the  vain  claims  of 
certain  scape-graces  belonging  to  it,  who  would  take  the  world  by 
violence,  and,  under  false  pretences,  make  proselytes  among  our 
youth.  The  <'  Tall  bully  that  lifts  his  head  and  lies,"— the  Greek 
of  St  James's-street  and  Pall-mall^the  tight-laced  spark  of  fash* 
ion,  with  his  hat  on  one  side,  and  his  elbows  projected  behind  him 
like  the  thigh-joints  of  a  grasshopper  ^-^he  being  who  struts  the 
pav4  of  ^is  huge  metropolis,  weannj^  stays  and  an  eye-glass,  hav- 
ing no  defect  of  vision,  but  being,  in  otner  respects,  as  **  herein* 
aftermentioned ;"  and  all  those  who  drive  a  tilbury,  habited  in 
superfine  broad  cloth,  upon  which  Stulz  or  Weston  have  exhausted 
the  utmost  elibrts  of  their  supereminent  skill  in  tailorifics-«-beine 
at  the  same  time  unprincipled,  unmannered,  uncredited,  unwitteo, 
but  not  undunned~all  and  every  of  such  beings  come  within  the 
scope  of  my  argument  I  may,  perhaps,  arouse  their  anger  by  a 
new  nomenclature ;  but  that  anger  I  need  not  fear,  for  it  is  innoxi- 
ous—^' hissing,  but  stingless :"  and  I  shall  render  a  service  to  the 
philosophy  of  manners,  in  despite  of  it,  by  vindicating  an  abused 
word,  and  substituting  a  correct  term  for  a  species  of  animal, 

**  To  ascertain  whose  sex, 
Twelve  sage  impanneU'd  matrons  'twould  perplex : 
Nor  nude,  nor  female;  neither,  and  yet  both. 
Of  neuter-gender,  and  of  Insh  ^wth; 
A  8ix4bot  suckling,  mincing  in  its  gait. 
Affected,  peevish,  prim,  axid  delicate." — CHtracHiu. 

Mm  revenom  a  nos  mott^onSir-^Eminent  scholars,  like  Porson  Or 
Parr,  have  frequently  been  unable  to  determine  the  precise  signi- 
fication of  certain  words  in  the  dead  languages;  they  have  pored 
and  pored,  <'  shook  their  ambrosial  curls,"  and,  at  last,  left  the 
matter  in  doubt  The  truth  is,  that  lan^age,  as  well  as  fashion, 
having  its  fluctuations,  the  best  philologists  find  it  impracticable 
to  trace  its  multiform  changes:  words,  for  example,  that,  in  the 
days  of  our  boyhood,  expressed  a  particular  idea,  we  find,  when 
we  have  arrived  at  man's  estate  ana  mingled  with  the  world,  ex-» 
press  one  just  the  very  reverse.  It  has  happened  thus  with  the 
word  gentleman,  for  all  mankind  is  aware  that  the  term  is  now 
commonly  used  to  designate  one  who  may  be  an  arrant  knave* 
This  abuse  of  an  appellative,  held  in  great  esteem  by  our  grand- 
fathers and  grandmothers,  as  the  pink  of  every  thing  excellent  in 
man,  would  have  made  *'  our  ancestors  startle  with  indignation"--- 
to  use  a  phrase  of  Lord  Colchester's,  unprovable  according  to 
Judge  Best 
*'  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman,"  is  at  present  the  reply  of  every  pick- 
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pocket  or  bully,  who  robs  or  insults  a  worthier  member  of  society, 
and  gets  out  of  the  scrape  by  giving  himself  a  false  appellatioB.^- 
<*  Do  you  doubt  my  being  a  gentleman.  Sir?"  is  the  refiiffe  of  a 
fashionable  liar,  who  is  caught  in  an  untruth.  ^  Upon  my  nonoor, 
as  a  j^ntleman,"  is  an  asseveration  that  must  not  be  disputed ;  it 
gravitates  like  lead  to  the  very  centre,  carrying  with  it  all  inter- 
vening doubts ;  for,  who  dares  dispute  the  honour  of  a  geatUmanl 
<^  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  expect  satisfaction,"— is  often  the  lan- 
guage of  a  ruffian,  who  has  not  the  smallest  pretension  to  the  title : 
nay,  highwaymen  have  been  known,  of  late  years,  to  pique  them- 
selves upon  committing  a  robbery  in  a  gentlemanlUce  way,  and  have 
expressed  an  earnest  wish  to  prevent  the  ladies  they  are  pillaging 
from  bein^  alarmed.  It  maj^be  contended,  that  gallantry  to  the  fair 
has  been  inherent  with  all  gentlemen-highwaymm,  since  the  days 
of  Macheath:  however  this  may  be,  it  is  not  indispensable  in  the 
composition-of  what  is  now  understood  by  the  epithet  of  which  we 
are  treating.  Scenes  in  our  law  courts  and  places  of  amusement 
have  lately  proved  this :  that  honourable  feeling  which,  in  spite  of 
individual  antipathies,  never  loses  sight  of  the  chivalric  ana  mag- 
nanimous homage  due  to  the  sex*— nay,  the  very  pleadings  of  that 
sex  itself,  ffentiemen,  in  the  modem  sense  of  the  term,  even  amone 
the  better  oorn,  have  not  capacity  to  comprehend,  nor  high-bred 
sensibility  enough  to  honour. 

I  would  therefore  propose,  that  having  adopted  the  word  irtvhi 
into  our  language— for  we  have  pseudodipteral,  pseudology,  pseu- 
dodox,  pseudophilosophy,  and  many  similar  words — ^we  should  re- 
store the  term  gentleman  to  its.  old  signification,  of  a  man  of  unim- 
peachable honour  and  gallantry,  of  dignified  carriage,  spotless 
reputation,  a  high  mind,  liberal  views,  and  a  goodly  education;  and 
that  we  use  the  term  Pseudo-Gentleman,*  to  signify  gentleman  in 
its  modem  and  abused  sense,  that  the  ancient  appellative  may  be 
no  longer  scandalized. 

Pseudo*gentlemen  support  various  characters  in  life,  and  it  is 
often  easier  to  define  what  they  are  not,  than  what  they  are.  The 
pseudo-gentleman  has  all  the  vice  of  the  Chesterfield  gentleman, 
v^thout  his  dignity  of  carriage,  elegance  of  manners,  or  afl&bility : 
he  is  distinguishable  in  the  street  at  first  view,  by  an  unmeanine 
stare,  often  from  a  ''round  unthinking  face;"  and  an  occasions 
lifting-up  of  the  shoulders,  like  the  last  dying  convulsion  of  a 
8us]iended  malefactor,  and  this  he  mistakes  for  a  gentlemanly 
carriage.  The  manners  of  the  Chesterfield  gentleman  cannot  be 
practised  by  an  impostor;  they  being  so  linked  with  him  as  to 
appear  a  part  of  his  nature.  The  pseudo-gentleman  may  be 
successfully  rivalled  by  the  city  apprentice,  the  attorney's  clerk, 
or  an  upper  journeyman  tailor:-— tne  last,  possessing  facilities  for 

*  The  public  mind  is  sometimes  higbly  sensible  of  philoI<^c»I  propriety,  uid, 
in  the  present  case,  has  endeavoured  to  designate  the  Pseudo-Gentleman  by 
some  other  title  tlian  Gentleman;  which  bitter  it  saw  was  an  abuse  of  tenns— 
hence  the  words  Dandy,  Connthian,  SvfeU,  Exquisite,  &c.  &c.  But  same  high 
literaiy  authority  was  wanted  to  record  the  change  in  lasting  print;  and  far  tisat 
reason,  neither  of  these  words  has  been  univemdly  adoptea— they  had  no  poet 
to  perpetuate  them-^^Mcte,  careni  ptia  vate  tacro  ! 
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imitation,  by  faavins  a  ready  access  to  tape  and  broad-cloth,  beyond 
the  power  of  the  oAer  two,  can  scarcely  ever  be  distinguished  from 
the  original  he  copies.  The  Chesterfield  gentleman  was  always 
u^-dressed ;  the  pseudo-gentleman  is,  in  appearance  and  manner, 
the  caricature  of  a  fop,  the  ultima  JhuU  or  extravagant  frippery. 
The  .real  gentleman  generally  gave  his  coat  a  character ;  the  pseudo- 
l^tleman  gets  his  character  from  his  coat  The  first  was  dis* 
tingttished  by  a  manner  and  an  address  visible  under  every  garb, 
even  if  it  were  threadbare ;  were  he  clothed  in  ra^,  he  would  stil) 
be  *'everjincha^ntleman;"  the  address  and  spirit  of  the  charac* 
ter  were  inherent  in  him.  Such  men  are  yet  to  be  found  in  society*  * 
though  but  sparingly  scattered,  like  diamonds  in  a  mine,  surrounded 
with  opaque  ^Npars  and  gravelly  concretions  innumerable.  They 
are  the  Grandisons  of  the  age-—the  best  pictures  of  man  in  his  ma- 
jes|^,  and  the  extremes  of  social  and  visible  attraction. 

Tiie  pseudo-ffentleman  must  never  be  taken  per  se.  He  mustalways 
be  seen  with  clothes  of  the  newest  cut,  in  company  with  his  dogs, 
or  in  the.  stable  with  his  horses,  if  he  has  the  means  of  keeping  tbem. 
He  imagines  that  the  respect  paid  to  him  is  in  the  ratio  of  his  con- 
jectureo  expenditure,  ana,  in  consequence,  he  always  talks  of  money 
in  g^eat  sums,  and  in  whole  numbers;  though  he  draws  lai^ly  on 
his  invention  for  this  sort  of  conversation,  and  what  he  says  on  the 
subject  is  often  purely  imaginary.  He  bullies  every  man  who  only 
implies  a  doubt  of  his  word,  and  demands  satisfaction ;.  yet  he  talks 
of  nis  intrigues  with  women  whom  he  never  saw,  and  boasts  of 
crimes  that  common  charitj  tells  us  he  could  never  be  monster 
enou|^  to  commit.  His  mind  is  a  chaos  of  confused  vices  and 
vanities ;  an  uncultivated  waste,  nourishing  only  weeds  and  per- 
nicious plants.  He  has  not  talent  enough  to  fifl  an  office  in  com- 
mon society;  thoujgh  his  family's  borough  interest  may  sometimes 
cover  his  deficiencies  sufficiently  to  quaUfy  him  for  a  sleeping  Lord 
of  the  Admiralty ;  a  ministerial  underling  in  Parliament,  to  count 
one  on  a  question ;  or,  he  may  be  drilled  bv  an  expert  Court  master 
of  the  cer^onies,  into  a  decent  Lord  of  uie  Bedchamber. 

The  old  genuine  English  gentleman  Joined  to  the  highest  polish 
of  manners,  the  integrity  of  a  man  of  principle,  and  the  kindest 
heart;  courage  was,  with  him,  only  a  secondary  qualification.  The 
pseudo-gentleman  is  directly  the  reverse ;  he  is  heartless,  and  en- 
tirel^  destitute  of  integrity.  In  courage  or  bravado  he  is  not  always 
deficient ;  but  it  is  of  the  wolfish  species,  that  never  borders  on 
heroism :  it  is  the  instinctive  bravery  of  the  common  soldier,  con- 
stitutional to  Englishmen ;  but  it  is  not  that  of  the  gentleman,  or 
general.  The  bravery  of  Lord  Hay  at  the  battle  of  Fontenoy,  when 
he  exclaimed,  "  Gentlemen  of  the  French  Guards,  give  us  your 
fire !''  is  beyond  the  compass  of  his  understanding,  as  much  as  the 
conduct  of  Sir  Philip  Sianey  (the  most  finished  gentleman  of  his 
a^e)  when  dying  betore  the  walls  of  Zutphen ;  or  the  noble  act  of 
the  French  officer  to  Colonel  Ponsonby,  at  the  battle  of  Waterloo. 
If  in  the  Army,  and  there  are  many  pseudo^-gentlemen  of  that  cloth, 
he  prefers  the  corps  that  see  no  climate  but  their  own,  and  that  are 
*'  cankers  of  a  calm  world,  and  a  long  peace."  Pseudp-gentlemen 
Voi.  I.  No.  9.— 1821,  3  Q 
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^  theamj  ntyalwaTg be  distiiigiiidied  firom  their  brother  oflkers; 

thej 

"  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet. 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting  gentlewoman." 

They  mU  for  a  clean  silk  handkerchief  to  dust  their  boots  after  a 
eampaiffn  in  the  Park;  and  relieve  their  fatigues  in  a  wann-baih. 
eoverea  with  a  fine  linen  sheet,  in  which  a  couple  of  bottles  of  JBati 
ie  Cologne  have  been  emptied.  Thejr  are  ill  nt  to  bear  the  toils  of 
a  campaign;  the  foe  who  cried  out  in  combat, /aciem/eri  miles i 
would,  of  all  others,  the  soonest  panic-strike  them.    Numbers  of 

^  these  pseudo-gentlc^en  went  to  the  Peninsular  war,  expecting,  at 
the  worst  times,  **  a  decent  beef-steak,  a  silver  fork,  and  a  plate 
rubbed  with  a  shallot  ;'*  but  found  themselves  sadly  mistaken  in 
their  ideas  of  hard  service.  Leave  of  absence,  for  a  peqpetuity,  from 
the  Duke  of  Wellington,  purged  his  nillant  army  of  most  who  did 
not  appear  to  reform  radically.  The  Navy  produces  few  or  none  of 
Hxe  breed :  the  intractable  nature  of  the  initiation  into  that  service* 
opeiates  as  an  effectual  bar  to  their  introduction* 

There  are  pseudo-gentlemen  who  have  an  invincible  attachment 
to  grooms,  coachmen,  and  stable-assistants.  It  is  not  so  much  from 
a  regard  to  the  senerous  hora^,  that  this  predilection  arises,  as  from 
the  sympathy  of  a  congenial  nature  with  his  keepers.  The  driving 
ibnr  horses,  or  tits,  in  a  mail  -carriage,  is  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  ambition 
with  many,  whose  pride  soars  no  hisher  than  to  imitate  the  Jehus 

'  of  the  road  in  dress,  manners,  and  Tan{;nage.  They  will  go  out  of 
iown  a  hundred  miles,  to  meet  and  dnve  a  sta^-coach  u|>,  feeioff 
the  coachmen  for  their  practice :  dis|g;ttised  in  a  fneze  coat  with  pean 
buttons,  they  take  their  glass  of  *<  gin  and  bitters"  at  the  pot-houses 
on  the  road,  open  the  doors  for  the  passengers  to  get  in,  with  **  Now, 
gentlemen,  if  you  please ;"  and  seem  perfectly  at  home.  Some  of 
our  hereditary  legislators  may  be  found  amons;  the  number  of  these. 
Instances  are  on  record  of  the  fore-tooth  of  a  pseudo-gentleman 
having  been  punched  out,  in  order  to  spit  like  a  coachman,  and  pro- 
ject the  saliva  clear  of  the  *<  cattle  and  traces,"  into  th|  hedge,  on 
the  left-hand  side  of  the  road.  These  coachmen-like  practices, 
which  give  rise  to  a  boundless  expenditure  of  revenue,  ^nerally 
introduce  the  pseudo-gentleman  to  the  society  of  Jews  and  money- 
lenders, in  whose  hands  he  pledges  all  his  property,  present  and 
prospective ',  so  that  when  he  has  arrived  three  or  four  years  beyond 
the  aee  of  discretion,  he  becomes  in  want  of  the  necessary  supplies 
of  cash  for  his  support  Then,  if  the  accident  of  birth  have  placed 
'him  in  the  patrician  ranks,  he  is  often  made,  all  at  once,  to  show 

^s  most  intense  and  flagnmt  zeal 
To  serve  his  oountiy.    Ministerial  Rntoe 
Deals  him  out  money  from  the  pubfic  chest ;" 

and  he,  who  could  not  covern  himself,  lives  by  mis-ffoverning  othen. 
If  he  be  of  plebeian  order,  he  finishes  his  career  in  Banco  Mum,  His 
^ifts  and  expedients  to  keep  up  his  credit  are  numerous.  He  some- 
times tries  to  patch  his  fortune  by  matrimony,  and  makes  love  with 
that  lumeMance  of  manner,  and  drawl  of  language,  which  it  is  be- 
yond the  power  of  the  pen  to  describe,  but  wEidi  may  be  best  con- 
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eeived  by  looUng  at  the  principal  figure  m  Hogarth's  Marriage  \ 
U  Mode^  and  gne^psing  how  it  would  articulate*  With  the  weaker 
part  of  the  sex,  the  negligence  of  his  manner  is  lost  in  the  supeiior 
cut  of  his  coat,  and  uke  tight  lacing  of  his  stays ;  women  being 
naturally  fond  of  coxcombs:  but  the  impression  the  **dear  crea- 
turef '  makes  at  first  si^t  is  seldom  lasting.  He  is  neither  constant 
nor  romantic  enough  &t  a  ward  in  chancery,  and  he  cannot  make 
▼erse»— an  indispensable  reouisite  in  that  species  of  love,  unleasi 
indeed,  he  happen  to  be  a  collesian  upon  the  town,  and  can  tiirow 
something  of  mind  into  his  address,  and  discuss  the  merits  of  a 
novel,  or  relate  well  a  movine  love-st^ry.  As  to  rich  widows,  they 
are  generally  placed  beyond  his  reach  by  "  tall  Irishmen,"  who  are 
observed  to  take  off  almost  all  the  modem  dames  of  Ephesus.  His 
principal  trust,  howerer,  when  his  family  happens  to  be  respectable, 
centres  in  the  efforts  of  his  parents  to  ne^tiate  for  him  $  Mancing 
fiimily,  or  some  other  contingent,  against  monejr;  and  thus  kf^ 
secures  his  daily  bread  by  a  church-hulowed  prostitution. 

8ome  pseudo-gentlemen,  among  the  fortunate  ofies  of  the  species, 
commence  life  in  the  drasoons,  and  finish  their  probationship  in  the 
church.  It  may  be  called  a  redeeming  period  in  their  liyes,  when 
tte  Christian  sword  of  war  is  laid  by  for  tnat  of  the  Christian  divine, 
and  justice  of  the  peace.  They  become  gards  de  ehtuse  to  tiie 
county,  flog  Tagrants,  descant  upon  loyalty,  browbeat  the  country 
gentlemen,  shoot  and  hunt  right  apostolically,  feed  at  puUic  din- 
ners, and  perform  other  feats  truly  orthodox ;  while  tiieir  numerous 
engagements,  and  the  ins  intrHm  of  «*  bellies  with  good  capon 
line£"  prevent  the  performance  of  more  than  a  weekly  sermon  of 
ten  miputes,  senerally  furnished  them  from  Paternoster-row.  They 
spare  themselves  the  trouble  of  ever  being  seen  **  beside  the  bed 
where  parting  life  is  laid ;"  and  lay  their  ponderous  frames  in  their 
churchyards  at  a  good  age,  leaving  a  record  of  *'  deeds  immortal" 
at  the  whist  table,  the  parish  vestry,  or  at  the  'squire's,  by  swallow- 
ing the  third  bottle,  like  **  Atlas  unremoved."  But  there  is  not  a 
ti&e  of  a  tithe  among  the  brood  of  pseudo-gentlemen,  who  close 
life  so  reputably  or  so  ^oriously  as  the  pseudo-sentleman  priest 
Much  more  might  be  written  on  the  present  subject;  but  1  have 
said  enough  to  show  the  necessity  of  avoiding  any  further  clashing 
of  appellations,  and  of  establishing  a  useful  distinction  in  lanpiace. 
I  hope,  finally,  diat  every  misnamed  gentleman,  who  reads  this 
proposal  forrebaptizing  him,  may  be  duly  grateful,  to  the  writer, 
nor  feel,  during  the  perusal,  wmme  un  petit  diable  an  fond  d^vn 
Ivftdier/  e« 


ON  INNOVATIONS  IN  THS  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE* 

Bf  r.  EnrroR,— I  have  lived  more  than  half  a  century,  and  most 
sincerely  do  I  congratulate  my  sera  and  my  country,  that  thi&  period 
has  perhaps  done  iQore  towards  the  advancement  of  general  know- 
ledge, of  improvement  in  the  arts  and  sciences,  and  in  the  comforts 
and  eleganaes  of  life,  than  any  former  equal  p^ion  of  time*  It  has 
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also  been  mj  lot  to  depend  for  my  subsistence  upon  an  occupatioii 
where  change  and  yanetj  have  been  the  life  and  soul  of  success, 
and  I  have  not  been  soured  by  disappointment  With  these  pre- 
liminaries, it  cannot  well  be  supposea  that  I  am  one  of  those  crab- 
bed, superannuated  mortals  who  think  every  innovation  a  crime, 
every  improvement  an  evil,  or  that  I  should,  without  examination, 
pronounce  that  turnpike  road  to  be  the  best  which  has  cost  the 
parish  the  least  labour,  or  the  least  money.  No,  Sir,  I  have  seen 
the  important  changes  of  round -toed,  spider-toed,  and  square-toed 
shoes,  without  a  particle  of  dis{^st,  because  I  know  of  no  standard 
by  which  to  estimate  their  merits,  and  because  I  felt  myself  at  fall 
liberty  to  adopt  or  reject  them,  as  inclination  or  convenience  should 
direct.  I  have  also  been  comparatively  an  indifferent  observer  of 
that  change  in  the  fashionable  world  which  assimilates  so  closely  to 
the  precession  of  the  equinoxes;  and  which  will,  in  time,  effect  its 
own  reform,  by  completing  its  circuit:  and  I  re|oicethat  upon  this 
principle  my  grandctiildren  may  rise  with  the  votaries  of  pleasure 
and  fashion  at  fSur  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  breakfast  at  six. 
For  I  hold  it  to  be  as  uncontrovertible  an  axiom  as  any  in  Euclid, 
that  if  the  lapse  of  a  century  has  gradually  changed  the  hour  of 
breakfast  from  seven  in  the  morning  to  seven  in  the  evening,  another 
century  must  inevitably  bring  it  to  its  former  standard:  my  sole 
r^ret  is,  that  my  period  is  not  at  that  favourable  juncture.  Witii 
allthis  equanimity,  there  are,  however,  some  practices  that  move 
my  spleen ;  and  if  you  will  spare  me  a  page  or  two,  I  will  bestow  a 
little  time  in  what  I  conceive  to  be  some  well-grounded  complaints 
im  the  absurd  and  increasing  obtrusion  of  foreign  words,  and  of 
foreign  pronunciation,  into  our  lanfi;uag;e. 

Some  of  the  distinguishing  excellencies  in  a  language,  I  have  al- 
ways considered  to  be,  tiiat  the  uniformity  of  ita  construction  should 
admit  but  of  4ew  exceptions  to  seneral  rules;  that  its  analogies 
should  be  extensive,  .and  founded  in  reason ;  and  that  it  should 
contain  the  capabilities  of  improvement  in  its  internal  structure 
and  genius.    Admit  these  principles,  and  the  approach  towards 

Eerfection  would  be  ^dual,  but  sure,  and  a  permanence  might  be 
oped  which  should  bid  defiimce  to  the  changes  of  time  and  caprice, 
and  secure  admiration  to  such  a  languase  as  that  of  the  immortal 
Paradise  Lost,  as  long  as  the  duration  of  the  world.  To  trace  the 
almost  imperceptible  changes  that  encroach  upon  us  is  difficult; 
they  excite  no  aiarm,  because  they  come  singly,  and  under  the  dis- 
guise of  service ;  a  few  absurdities  are  suffered  because  their  effects 
appear  trivial,  and  unconnected  with  general  daneer;— but  let  the 
Dresent  indifference  of  philologists  continue,  or  ratiier  let  their  rage 
tor  bastard  innovations  go  on,  and  the  classic  purity  of  Pope  or 
Addison  will,  in  a  few  centuries,  be  as  unintelligible^  to  general 
readers  as  the  paees  of  Chaucer  or  Geo^ry  of  Monmouth. 

There  is  something  in  our  nice  conception  of  the  exact  shades  of 
meanine  in  the  words  of  a  language,  which  every  one  feels,  (and  more 
especially  if  he  understands  more  languages  than  qne)  but  which  it 
is  impossible  to  expl^n.  For  instance,  the  word  maeurs  has  by 
some  been  translated  rnorak,  and  by  others  manners^  while  each 
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party  niHSt  have  been  aware  that  his  viori  bat  imperfectlj  express- 
ed the  idea  intended ;  both  are  rij^ht,  but  both  deficient,  as  the  ori- 
ginal has  an  intermediate  meaning,  or  rather  includes  both,  with 
all  the  hair's-breadth  ideas  associated  between  them.  Yet  still, 
though  so  expressive  a  word,  it  can  never  be  properly  Anglicised, 
and  w»  ought  rather  to  content  ourselves  with  our  deficiency,  than 
attempt  to  eraft  so  heterogeneous  and  crab-like  a  mixture  upon 
ottr  atock.  rhe  word  ennui  has  lately  made  more  rapid  strides 
among  us  than  its  laziness  would  seem  to  countenance  (and  the 
fascinating  tale  which  bears  its  name  has  aided  the  adoption) ;  but 
how  miserable  a  figure  does  it  cut  in  our  English  uniform !  Fashion 
prescribes  that  its  Gallic  pronunciation  shall  be  preserved;  and 
surely  it  is  enough  to  give  an  Englishman  the  vapours  to  twist  his 
jaws  to  the  barbarous  attempt  at  ong-wee.  The  trial  is  ridiculous^ 
and  while  for  our  comfort  we  have  lassitude,  weariness^  spleen, 
languor,  and  the  Mue-demls  at  command,  I  should  think  our  voca- 
bulary is  as  rich  and  copious  as  the  heart  of  melancholy  itself  could 
desire.  Some  recent  adoptions  have  hi^ly  pleased  me,  as  accord- 
ins  well  with  the  standard  of  simplicity,  and  approving  them- 
selves at  the  same  time  to  the  judgment  of  the  linguist  m  their 
etymolo^;  and  such  words  as  tele^aph,  panorama,  and  kaleido- 
scope^ will  hold  a  deserved  place  in  our  dictionaries  as  long  as 
these  eleguit  inventions  shall  be  known ;  but  never  can  common 
sense  or  English  ears  be  reconciled  to  the  horrid  jargon  of  ayd-de- 
eavng,  samg-froy,  bong-Umg,  shay-doo-ver,  bong-mo,  ecclaw,  see-de- 
vaungf  rong'de-voo,  o-ture,  day-nu^maung,  tray,  day-bu,  and  such- 
like tradi,  which  is  likely,  to  delude,  us  to  infinity.  Can  a  mere 
Englishman  pronounce  them ;  or,  if  he  could,  why  must  he  ape  a 
knowledge  above  his  conception  ?  He  may  mangle  them  till  he  is 
tired,  or  till  the  feelings  of  his  hearers  are  completely  excruciated, 
but  never  will  he  fully  comprehend  their  meaning,  nor  articulate 
them  at  all  better  than  a  jackdaw.  Let  us  take  one  or  two  in- 
stances from  these  words,  as  samples  for  inquiry,  and  see  if  con- 
venience, beauty,  or  necessity,  can  offer  any  thing  in  their  favour. 
Bon-'mot  (good  word)  will,  by  anjr  Frenchman,  m  understood  as 
wit  well  expressed ;  but  our  tvitticism  gives  all  the  sense,  and  a 
deal  more  of  m*opriety;  for  what  would  be  thought  of  a  counsellor 
who  should  otter  his  services  to  speak  a  ban-mot  for  a'  criminal  at 
the  bar?  We  have  a  provincialism  which  deserves  some  degree 
of  tenderness  and  respect  from  the  extent  of  its  circulation,  and 
for  a  still  better  reason,  that  it  was  till  lately  the  standard  pro- 
nunciation, and  perhaps  ought  to  have  been  so  continued.  No 
small  degree  of  ambiguity  has  crept  in  upon  us  by  pronouncing 
beatpfeat,  meat,  &c.  as  beet,  feet,  meet,  &c.  It  is  true,  that  if  the 
old  sound  were  continued,  assimilating  with  bait,  gait,  wait,  &c. 
some  confusion  would  still  remain,  but  certainly  not  so  much  as 
would  be  sacrificed.  One  of  this  class  still  retains  its  primitive 
sound,  and  if  ^reat  be  allowed  to  rhyme  with  strait,  surely  treat 
has  an  equal  right  to  the  privilege.  Take  then  your  new-£ingled 
Anglo-|3ulicism  trait,  ana  it  will  be  found  not  a  whit  behind  the 
former  m  absurdity;  it  is  totally  untractable,  and  will  no  more 
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class  with  English  perspicuity,  than  a  pig  will  class  with  a  zebra, 
or  Bornlaski  withJDamel  Liambert.  Pronounce  it  as  you  will, 
and  jott  ffain  nothing  but  a  confusion  of  ideas;  call  it  triuft  tnd  it 
smeUs  6f  the  butler's  ]}antrj,  of  the  japanner's  shop;  or  your 
hearers  are  left  to  guess,  if  you  mean  your  dog  or  a  tea-Doard ;  pro- 
nounce the  terminating  U  and  it  may  then  become  turtliKsoop^ 
lolly-pop,  or  any  other  nick-nack  in  epicurism.  And  why  admit 
this  ille^timate  upstart,  when  our  good  old  feature  contains  every 
tittle  ofthe  other's  meaning  ?  Feature  of  the  face,  of  the  mind,  of 
the  country,  of  a  book,  is  as  comprehensiye  and  anidogous  in  eveiy 
respect  whatever. 

It  is  useley  investigating  the  crowd  of  ^llicisms  that  ini(dit  be 
presented,  and  ninety-nine  in  a  hundred  <^  them  would  be  found 
as  useless  in  their  application.  Two  or  three  examples  may  be 
stated  to  show  the  effort  a  language  is  capable  of  making  to  re- 
lieve itself  from  the  harsh  admixture  of  foreign  intrusion ; — mt  word 
curmudgeon  must  be  acknowledged  to  be  iiniimsicat  and  grotesque 
both  in  appearance  and  sound; — no  length  of  time  or  literary 
patronage  can  make  it  an  elegant  word,  though  it  can  hardly  bt 
denied  to  be  an  expressive  one:  and  it  harmonizes  infinitely  better 
with  us  than  its  original  dBur-mechant  {bad-heart),  I4f-teno!Ht  is 
another  crippled  sul^ect,  tortured  into  submission,  and  losing  what 
little  importance  he  had  in  military  gradation,  by  merging  into 
unintelligible  nonsense.  For  a  post  of  honour  to  be  thus  turned  into 
ridicule,  may  to  some  be  a  subject  of  regret;  but  in  the  language 
of  the  kitchen  much  precision  ought  not  to  be  expected— and 
blomonge  may  be  as  easily  comprehended  as  blane-manger  (white 
eating).  A  ^w  words,  by  way  of  digression,  may  show  that  oor 
transmarine  neighbours  can  rival  us  in  similar  absurdities.  They 
have  adopted  boo4in*grin  for  bowling-green ;  and  rosbif  for  roast- 
beef— 4ind  if  those  alone  who  are  faultless  are  endtled  to  **  cast  the 
first  stone,"  we  have  no  right  to  commence  the  fray. 

I  have  given  these  instances  as  borrowed  from  the  French,  that 
being  more  generally  understood  than  any  other  language,  and  be- 
cause our  literary,  commercial,  and  (would  to  Ood  I  mi^t  not  add) 
our  murderous  intercourse,  have  exposed  us  most  to  the  innovations 
of  which  I  complain.  Many  other  examples  might  be  adduced  as 
taken  from  other  languages,  and  which  are  countenanced  by  the 
literary  world ;— of  these  (to  avoid  {Mrolixity)  I  shall  only  state  the 
ill-matched  and  discordant  terminations  from  the  Greek  and  Latin 
plurals.  We  have  naturalized  the  useful  and  expressive  word 
7nem(yrandum,  and  why  should  not  the  s  form  its  pinral,  and  thus 
correspond  with  our  general  rule? — ^But  no— ^ 

<<  He  drew  his  bow,  and  shot  at  rsndiNp, 
And  kill'd  his  wife  for  a  memoratidum,'* 

or  as  our  innovating  pluralists  would  have  i^—  ^ 

M  And  kill'd  two  men  for  t 


Thus  we  have  phenomena,  stimuli  strata,  funsi,  erni^t  and  a  thou- 
sand more  ready  to  fasten  upon,  as  individuafcaprice  may  sngeest, 
and  Mith  the  fatality  of  the  vampire-— each  one  contributing  his  aiiare 
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towards  the  obscmriiy  and  eventual  destruction  of  a  langoi^  which* 
probably,  has  had  more  varied  canabilities  displayed  by  the  genius 
of  its  writers  than  any  other  whicn  ever  existed. 

But  whatever  reasons  or  apologies  may  be  given  for  these  mon- 
grel innovations,  and  as  if  tnis  evil  were  not  sufficient,  the  public 
are  fostering  another  maiadv,  and  altering  our  pronunciation  as  fast 
as  imorance  or  levity  can  dictate.  Singularity  appears  to  be  the 
predominant  whim ;  and  I  fear  many  ofour  distinguished  contem- 
poraries had  rather  be  remembered  by  their  absurdities  than  sink 
into  oblivion  :— 

"  So  much  the^  scorn  the  crowd,  that  if  the  throng 
By  chance  go  right,  they  purposely  go  wrong." 

In  the  republic  of  literature,  however,  all  men  are  equal  in  rights, 
and  m^  little  forty-shillings  mental  freehold  secures  me  an  equal 
vote  with  my  opulent  neienbour  of  a  thousand  a  vear.  Ability  will 
find  its  consequence,  and  command  respect  without  any  badges  of 
distinction.^  If  I  walk  tiie  street  in  decent  apparel,  I  have  no 
occasion  to  insist  on  taking  the  wall  of  evenr  person  of  inferior  ap- 
pearance ;  courtesy  will  give  me  the  preference  more  perfectly 
than  any  laws  could  enforce  it ;  and  so  it  is  in  literature.  Genius 
may  recommend,  but  it  has  no  right  to  dictate }  and  the  authority 
which  attdhnpts  to  remove  our  literary  land -marks,  should  be  re- 
sisted and  brought  to  reason  by  numbers.  I  may  admire  the  intel- 
lectual energies  of  a  Johnson,  a  Walker,  a  Shendan,  or  an  Elphin- 
ston ;  but  should  feel  as  little  disposed  to  submit  to  their  fiat,  as, 
in  a  political  sense,  I  should  have  been  satisfied  with  the  sway  of  a 
Csesar  or  a  Frederick.  Let  the  public  allow  them  conseouence, 
but  not  artutrary  power,  and  scrutinize  their  proposed  emendations 
with  candour,  but  with  independence. 

Claiming,  therefore,  the  liberty  of  protest,  I  shall  use  it  aeainst 
those  senseless  and  would-be-improvements  which  violate  establish- 
ed rules,  aanctioned  by  custom,  by  reason,  and  by  analoej ;  and  I  have 
no  fear  of  rendering  myself  ridiculous  or  censurable  by  such  inter- 
ference. Thus  I  find  hound,  found,  ground,  hound,  pound,  round, 
sound,  &c.  all  permitted  to  remain  in  unison ;  why  must  wound  be 
singled  out  ana  modernized  as  an  objection  P  If  it  be  not  a  Gothic 
baxmritv  to  inflict  such  a  woond  without  provocation,  then  houghing 
and  scalping  are  innocent  amusements.  Again  we  have,  by  com- 
mon usage  and  consent,  hour,  lour,  8our,Jlour,  &c. ;  by  what  stupid 
perversion,  then,  can  we  suffer  that  iMmr  shall  be  torn  from  nis 
asaociates,  and  sent  into  the  exile  of^a  parish  workhouse  f  We 
cannot  spare  the  word  poor  from  the  language;  and  as  it  belongs 
to  so  vast  a  majority  in  the  **  social  order,''  surely  it  is  of  sufficient 
iraportauGe  to  stand  alone  without  any  infringement  upon  its  dig- 
nity. It  may  be  urged  that  pour  and  power  having  been  similar  m 
sound,  no  extra  confusion  is  made  by  the  change ;  but  to  this  it  niay 
be  replied,  that  where  a  solitary  instance  of  analorjr  is  to  be  set  in 
opposition  to  numbers,  the  appropriate  rule  shoum  be  to  give  the 
weight  to  quantity. 

I^t  us  now  see  what  a  Babel-jargon  has  been  thus  vauntingly 
introduced  under  the  garb  of  authority  ^—what  would  the  witiings 
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of  the  day  have  said  if  Paddy  O'Blarn^,  the  Iriah  watchman,  had 
first  started  the  lingo,  and  thus  commenced  the  relation  of  a  noc- 
turnaiyradratr— as  we  call  it? 

•*  On  going  my  rwmd  at  a  veiy  late  Aoor, 
lfMndvkp9or  wretch  aH  at  length  on  the  groond. 

The  nin  did  in  torrents  tremendously  poor^ 
And  I  thought,  tho'  so  dark,  I  discovered  a  -mound.** 

I  can  bear  to  see  the  pretty  sylphs  of  the  day  screw  up  their  dress 
with  one  hand  to  display  uieir  symmetry,  and  carry  their  purse  in 
the  other  to  show  that  they  are  not  pennyless ;  let  them  render 
themselves  as  ridiculous  as  they  please,  it  is  their  own  concern. 
But  when  Mamma  has  delesatedf  to  Miss  Fifteenetta  the  important 
charge  of  making  tea,  and  the  fashionable  babbler  asks  me  if  I  will 
allow  her  to  voor  me  out  another  cup  ?  she  is  stepping  out  of  her 
sphere ;  and  if  she  were  to  poor  her  tee  into  my  shoes  I  do  not  know 
that  it  would  do  more  violence  to  my  feeling.  Instead  of  multiply- 
ing our  di£Bculties,  the  rule  of  analogy  will  enable  us  to  reduce 
them ;  thus  the  words  four  and  your  will  be  found  deviating  from 
the  common  standard,  but  as  their  unsociable  pronunciation  is  es- 
tablished, let  them  pass ;  or  at  any  rate  let  us  rather  force  them  to 
compliance,  than  make  the  majority  bend  to  their  humour,  and  as  a 
measure  of  uniformity,  I  should  say,  let  them  in  future  rhyme  with 
souT^  lour,  devour,  &c. 

There  are,  I  suppose,  few  persons  who  have  not  hesitated  as  to 
the  best  pronunciation  of  foreign  names  of  persons  and  places ;  and 
it  must  be  admitted  that  on  either  side  some  awkward  and  grotesque 
attempts  will  inevitably  be  made.  If  we  are  always  to  take  the 
foreign  accent,  then  no  person  can  presume  to  read  a  newspaper  to 
others  till  he  has  learnt  somewhat  of  every  language  in  existence, 
dead  or  living.  On  the  other  hand,  to  attempt  to  give  the  English 
sound  where  the  possibility  does  not  exist,  is  distressing  and  often 
ludicrous.  Who  does  not  remember  when  the  contending  armies 
were  hovering  (vulture-like)  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tpres,  and 
how  did  my  poor  countrymen  distress  themselves,  or  their  few 
knowing  friends,  with  the  pronunciation  of  this  word  so  familif  r  to 
French  understandings !  One  called  it  wypres,  another  yerps,  a 
third  whipprees,  and  while  nobody  was  right,  the  belligerents  were 
slaughtering  each  other  with  as  little  ceremony  or  compunction  as 
this  poor  name  was  mangled  by  our  cobbler  politicians,  or  mechanic 
newsmongers.  I  will,  however,  venture  to  affirm  that  the  fewest 
outranges  will  be  committed  by  adhering  as  closely  as  we  can  to  the 
English  sound ;  and  this  is  perhaps  the  mode  most  countenanced 
by  custom.  If  I  say  I  went  tnrougn  Leel  to  Paree  I  must  expect  to 
be  unintelligible ;  and  a  total  want  of  similarity  in  the  nMne  is  less 
liable  to  misconception  than  the  endeavour  to  accommodate  our 
organs  of  speech  to  every  dialect  under  the  sun.  Thus,  Stttwuboul 
and  Constantinople,  Etienne  and  Stephen,  VAUemagnje  and  Ber- 
many,  will  be  more  universally  understood  to  mean  the  same  thing, 
than  an  erroneous  pronunciation  can  possibly  be. 

But,  Sii*,  I  have  not  vet  quite  done  with  the  former  class,  though 
a  few  words  more  shall  release  you  from  the  (perhaps)  tiresome  pe- 
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rusal.  By  what  stupid  or  wilful  ainbiguitj  could  a  worse  change 
be  adopted  than  that  of  substituting  the  j  or  d»  for  df  Is  it  pos- 
sible to  understand  what  a  person  can  mean  who  should  saj  ^  I 
have  been  brushing  the  dzhu  this  morning?"  One  may  put  inven- 
tion upon  the  rack,  but  the  darkest  enigma  of  the  celebrated  sphinx 
could  not  be  more  enveloped  in  mystery.  Thus,  it  may  be  sup- 
posed that  he  h&d  been  cheating  an  Israelite  in  a  bargain  for  some 
old  clotiies.or  it  may  possibly  mean  that  he  had  been  sparring  with 
Meodo'M ;  but  least  of  all  would  it  be  thought  that  he  had  been  only 
sauntering  in  the  dewy  meadows. 

We  have  seen  that  some  words  will  by  slow  degrees  become 
transmissible  into  our  vernacular  state;  it  is  much  to  be  regretted 
that  the  facility  of  exchange  in  other  cases  should  be  instantaneous ; 
tor  surely  the  jostling  of  such  a  word  as  dissipated  out  of  our  pro- 
nouncing dictionaries,  and  the  substitution  of  dizxy-pated  in  iifi 
stead,  must  provoke  a  smile  fconli  gravity,  or  a  frown  from  common 
sense.  Have  we  not  already  addle-fated,  num-scull,  shaUow-brains, 
and  many  more  synonymous  terms ;  what  possible  advantage  then 
can  arise  from  the  new  cbinage,  if  more  weight  and  value  must  be 
purloined  from  another  quarter? 

That  these  interpolations,  so  revolting  to  established  custom,  and 
so  degrading  to  the  judgment  of  the  practitioners,  should  be  tole- 
rated at  the  tea-table,  at  the  bar,  or  on  the  stage,  is  surely  more 
than  sufllcient;  but  to  insult  the  house  of  God  by  the  silly  affecta- 
tion is  abominable.  I  can  sit  with  tolerate  patience  to  near  (as  I 
sometimes  have  done)  the  "  Capting  of  our  salvation,*'  or,  *'  in  the 
fust  place  reform,  and  in  the  next  pur-xe-v^e ;*^  but  when  I  hear 
from  one  pulpit,  that  "  we  are  all  by  Mi-chure  the  crea-chures  of 
wrath,  but  that  the  Oosple  poors  the  balm  of  comfort  into  the  woond- 
ed  buxxum;^^  or  from  another  the  petition,  that  the  "Almighty 
would  in  his  own  dxhu  time  accomplish  his  purposes" — then  are 
my  devotions  dixxypated^  and  my  indignant  reelings  roused ;  and 
then  it  i^  that  I  devoutly  wish  all  such  vile,  corrupt,  puerile,  hotch- 
potch lingo  at  the  devil.  J.  L. 
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Sbe  a  fond  mother  and  her  oflTspring  round. 

Her  soft  soul  melting  with  maternal  love. 

Some  to  her  breaats  she  clasps,  and  others  prove 
Qy  kisses  her  affection :  on  the  ground 
Her  ready  foot  affords  a  rest  for  one ; 

Another  smiling  sits  upon  her  knee ; 

By  their  desiring  eyes  and  actions  free, 
And  liapine  words  their  litde  wants  are  known*- 
To  those  she  gives  a  smile,  a  frown  to  these. 

But  all  in  love«    Thus  awful  Providence 

Watches  and  helps  us— oft  deniet  our  sen^ 
But  to  invite  more  earnest  prayer  and  praise, 
Or  by  withholding  that  whjch  we  implore, 
In  the  refusal  gives  a  blessing  more. 

fl. 
Vol.  n.  No.  9.— 1821.  2  B  * 
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humboudt's  travels.* 

There  are  some  men  whoee  names  seem  to  irradiate  the  an  id 
which  they  are  born,  whose  every  step  in  life  forms  an  epocn  in 
science,  and  who»  as  if  Nature  herself  were  sedulous  to  guard  them 
as  her  historians,  escape  unhurt  throu^  perils  that  would  alike 
appal  the  mind,  and  overwhelm  the  bodies,  of  less  enthusiastic,  less 
^tted  individuals.  Such  is  Humboldt,  everv  addition  to  whose 
travels  is  an  addition  to  our  stock  of  knowledge.  In  him  all  the 
qualities  that  are  requisite  for  a  philosopher  and  a  man  of  science 
are  most  happily  combined,  whilst  the  energies  of  his  mind  seem  to 
transfonn  themselves  into  physical  powers  of  more  than  natural 
strength,  to  enable  him  to  follow  whither  his  ardour  leads  him.  The 
termination  of  his  "  Personal  Narrative"  has  made  its  appearance, 
and  the  last  part  is  no  way  inferior  to  the  first,  in  vigour  of  research* 
truth  of  inference,  and  beauty  of  moral  reflection.  It  is  not  easy 
for  persons  who  stay  quietly  at  home,  to  imagine  the  exceeding 
energy  of  mind  which  must  be  called  up,  to  b^  some  of  the  tor- 
ments, the  privations,  the  perplexities,  of  a  man  exposed  to  every 
variation  of  climate,  and  to  peculiarities  attendant  on  each,  of  which 
he  may  be  totally  ignorant  The  moschettoes,  for  instance,  iuat 
beyond  the  mouth  of  the  Rio  Aranca,  assume  the  appearance  of  aa 
evil  so  formidable  as  to  forbid  all  the  attempts  of  man  towards 
civilization  in  the  quarter  which  they  infest,  in  a  degree  greater 
than  is  known  in  any  other  part  of  the  habitaUe  globe. 

''  The  lower  strata  of  air,  from  the  surface  of  the  ground  to  the 
height  of  fifteen  or  twenty  feet,  are  filled  with  venomous  insects  like 
a  condensed  vapour.  It  in  an  obscure  spot,  for  instance  in  the 
grottoes  of  the  cataracts  formed  by  superincumbent  blocks  of  gra- 
nite, you  direct  your  eyes  toward  the  opening  enlightened  by  the 
sun,  you  see  clouds  of  moschettoes  more  or  less  thicl»  according  as 
these  little  animals,  in  their  slow  and  regular  movements  to  their 
own  music  [mouvemens  lents  et  cadenc&},  form  into  groups,  or 
spread  themselves  abroad.  At  the  mission  of  San  Borja,  the  suffer-  . 
ing  from  moschettoes  is  greater  than  at  Carichana;  but  in  the 
raudalea^  at  Atures,  and  above  all  at  Maypures,  this  suffering  may 
be  said  to  attain  its  maximum.  I  doubt  whether  there  be  a  country 
upon  earth,  where  man  is  exposed  to  more  cruel  torments  in  the 
rainy  season.  Having  passed  the  fifth  degree  of  latitude,  you  are 
somewhat  less  stung;  but  on  the  Upper  Oroonoko  the  stings  are 
more  painful,  because  the  heat,  and  the  absolute  want  of  wind,  render 
the  air  more  burning  and  more  irritating  in  its  contact  with  the  skin.^' 

No  wonder  that  m  the  missions  of  uie  Oroonoko,  in  the  villages 
placed  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  surrounded  by  immense  forests, 
stations  to  which  the  unfortunate  priests  of  Spain  are  condemned  for 
twenty  years  together,  the  jifog^oe  (osmoscos,  the  plague  of  the  flies, 

*  **  Personal  Nairative  of  Trayds  to  the  Equinoctial  Regions  of  the  New  Con- 
^mn%  during  the  yean  1799—1804.  By  iJexaiifler  de  Humboldt  and  Aua6 
Bonplaad;  with  mm,  plans,  &a  Written  in  French  by  Atezander  de  Hum- 
bold^  and  tianslated  into  English  by  Helen-Maris  WiUxams."    Vol.  V. 
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affords  an  inexhaustible  subject  of  conyersation,  and  that  when  two 
persons  meet  in  the  morning  the  first  questions  they  address  to 
each  other  are  *'  How  did  you  find  the  zancudoes  durim;  tlie  ni|^t? 
How  are  we  to-dajfor  tne  moschettoes?"  Some  oi  these  poor 
misaionaries  showed  their  legs  to  Mr.  Humboldt,  which  were  so 
discoloured  bj  the  repeated  stin^ng  of  the  different  species  of 
these  tormentors  (for  tneir  name  is  legion)  that  it  was  difficult  to 
see  a  trace  of  the  whiteness  of  the  skin  between  the  spots  of  comi- 
lated  blood.    The  different  species  do  not  congregate  ti^ether,  but 


occupy  the  air  in  succession,  and  sometimes  there  is  a  short  inter< 
val  of  quiet  between  the  changes,  which  is  enjoyed  with  an  ecstasy 
that  must  make  the  recommencement  of  the  attack  still  more  in- 
supportable. It  is  a  mistake  to  imagine  that  die  Indians  are  less 
susceptible  of  the  bites  of  these  insects  than  the  Europeans.  «  How 
comfortable  must  people  be  jn  the  moon,"  said  a  Saliva  Indian  to 
father  Gumilla;  **  she  looks  so  beautiful  and  so  clear  that  she  must 
be  free  from  moschettoes."  Mr.  Humboldt's  account  of  this  plague 
of  the  deserts  is  minute  and  highly  interesting;  as  is  also  his  de- 
scription of  the/missions  in  ^nerai,  and  of  those  whom  God  has  or- 
dained, as  the  monks  despairingly  express  themselves,  to  inhabit 
them.  But  our  limits  forbid  us  to  enter  into  particulars :  instead 
of  which  we  will  present  our  readers  with  the  following  char- 
acteristic sketch  of  a  part  of  the  travelling  suite  of  Mr.  Humboldt 
and  his  companion  Bonpland,  in  their  passage  up  the  Rio  Neg^ro. 

'*  In  one  of  the  huts  of  the  Pacimonales  we  made  the  acquisition 
of  two  large  fine  birdu,  a  toucani  (piapoco,)*  approaching  tne  ram- 
phastos  erythrorhynchos,  and  an  ana,  a  snecies  of  macaw,  seventeen 
inches  long,  having  the  whole  body  or  a  purple  colour,  like  the 
p.  macao.  We  had  already  in  our  canoe  seven  parrots,  two 
manakins  (pipra),  a  motmot,  two  gums,  or  patfos  de  monte,  two 
manaviris  (cercoleptes  or  viverra  caudivolvula,)  and  eight  monkeys, 
namely,' two  ateles,t  two  titis4  one  viudita,§  two  douroucoulis  or 
nocturnal  monkeys,!)  and  the  cacajao  with  a  short  tail.f  Father 
Zea  whispered  some  complaints  at  the  daily  augmentation  of  this 
ambulatory  collection.  The  toucan  resembles  the  raven  in  its 
manners  and  intelligence.  It  is  a  courageous  animal,  tmt  easily 
tamed.  Its  long  and  stout  beak  serves  to  defend  it  at  a  distance. 
It  makes  itself  master  of  the  house,  steals  whatever  it  can  come  at, 
and  loves  to  bathe  often  and  fish  on  the  banks  of  the  river.  The 
toucan  we  had  bought  was  very  young;  yet  it  took  delieht,  during 
the  whole  voyage,  in  teazing  the  cusicusis,  or  nocturnal  monkeys, 
which  are  sad  and  passionate.  I  did  not  observe  what  has  been 
related  in  some  works  of  natural  history,  that  the  toucan  is  forced, 
from  the  structure  of  its  beak,  to  swallow  its  food  by  throwing  it  up 
into  the  air.    It  raises  it  indeed  with  some  difficulty  from  the 

*  Kiapoco^  or  aviapoco. 

f  Marimomta  of  the  Great  Cataracts,  simia  belzebuth,  Brision. 

i  Simia  aciurea,  the  saimiri  of  Buffon.  (Sec  my  «« Rec.  d'Observ.  dc  Zoolo- 
gie,"jrol.  1.  p.  327, 334,  353,  and  357.)  §  Simia  lug^ns.     (lb.  n.  319,) 

I  Cumcusi  or  rimia  trivii^gjrta.  (lb.  p.  307  and  358.)  This  is  the  ;iotua  of  Illicit. 

1  Sbma  melanocephala,  mono  feo.  (lb.  p.  317.)  These  last  three  species 
are  new. 
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ground,  but,  hailing  once  seized  it  with  the  poiat  ot  its  enormous 
Beak,  it  has  only  to  lift  it  up  by  throwing  back  its  head,  aad  h«(d 
it  perpendicularly  as  long  as  it  is  in  the  act  of  swaUowins.  This 
bird  makes  extraordinary  gestures  when  preparing  to  driiuL  The 
monks  say,  that  it  makes  the  sisn  of  the  cross  upon  the  water;  and 
this  popular  belief  has  obtained  for  the  toucan,  from  the  credes, 
the  singular  name  of  diostede  (God  grant  it  thee). 

**  Most  of  our  animals  were  confined  in  small  willow  ca^s ; 
others  ran  at  full  liberty  all  over  the  boat.  At  the  approach  of  rain, 
the  macaws  sent  forth  frightful  cries,  the  toucan  wanted  to  gain 
the  shore  to  fish,  and  the  little  monkeys,  the  titis,  went  in  search 
of  father  Zea,  to  take  shelter  in  the  large  sleetes  of  his  Franciscan 
habit  These  scenes  were  often  repeated,  and  made  u«  forget  the 
torment  of  the  inoichettoesy 

Of  many  tribes  of  Indians  being  ii^  the  constant  habit  of  eating 
human  flesh,  M.  Humboldt  does  not  appear  to  entertain  the  smallest 
doubt ;  and,  indeed,  it  would  be  folly  to  disbelieve  what  the  mis^ 
sionaries,  though  unwillingly,  admit,  and  the  Indians  themselves 
boast  of.  Cocuy,  a  celebrated  warrior,  and  chief  of  the  Manitivi- 
tanoes,  used  to  devour  the  finest  and  fattest  of  his  wives,  an  in- 
stance of  ejpicurism  which  scandalized  no  little  the  worthy  mis- 
sionaries, who  converted  him  to  Christianity;  though,  without 
Working  that  change  in  his  appetite  which  they  did  in  his  belief. 
"  It  is  a  bad  hnbit,*^  says  father  Gili,  "  of  these  people  of  Guyana, 
in  other  respects  so  good  and  so  mildJ*^ 

"  *  You  cannot  imi^ne,'  said  the  old  misdimary  of  Mandavsca, 
'  all  the  perversity  ot  thw  familia  de  Indios,  You  receive  men  of 
a  new  tribe  into  the  village;  they  appear  to  be  mild,  good,  and 
laborious ;  but,  sufl^er  them  to  take  part  in  an  incursion  (e^ada)  to 
bring  in  the  natives,  and  you  can  scarcely  prevent  them  from  mur- 
derine  all  they  meet,  and  hiding  some  portions  of  the  dead  bodies/ 
In  reflecting  on  the  manners  otthese  Indians,  we  are  almost  terri- 
fied at  that  combination  of  sentiments,  which  seem  mutually  to 
exclude  each  other;  that  faculty  of  nations  to  become  but  partially 
humanized ;  that  preponderance  of  customs,  prejudices,  and  tradi- 
tions, ovet  the  natural  reflections  of  the  heart.  We  had  a  fugitive 
Indian  from  the  Guaisia  in  our  canoe,  who  had  become  sufficiently 
civilized  in  a  few  weeks,  to  be  useful  to  us  in  placing  the  instru- 
ments necessary  for  our  observations  at  night.  He  was  no  less 
tnild  than  intelheent,  and  we  had  some  desire  of  taking  him  into 
our  service.  What  was  our  regret,  when,  talking  to  him  by  means 
of  an  interpreter,  we  learned,  <  that  the  flesh  of  the  marimonde 
monkeys,  tnough  blacker,  appeared  to  him  to  have  the  taste  of 
human  flesh.'  He  told  us  *  that  his  relations  ^that  is,  the  oeople  of 
his  tribe)  preferred  the  inside  of  the  hands  m  man,  as  in  bears.' 
This  assertion  was  accompanied  with  gestures  of  savage  joy.  We 
inquired  of  this  young  man,  so  calm  and  so  affectionate  in  tKe  little 
seryices  which  he  rendered  us,  whether  he  still  felt  sometimes  a 
desire  to  eat  of  a  Cheruvichahena.  He  answered  without  diirum- 
posurc,  that,  living  in  the  mission,  he  would  only  eat  what  he  saw 
was  eatan  by  los  Fadres.  Reproaches  addressed  to  the  natives  on  the 
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abomittable  practice,  which  .we  here  discuss,  produce  no  effect;  it 
is  as  if  a  Bramtn  of  the  Ganges,  travelling  in  Europe,  reproached 
us  with  our  habit  of  feeding  on  the  flesh  of  animals.  In  the  eyea 
of  Hie  Indian  of  the  Guaisia,  the  Cheruvichahena  was  a  being  en-* 
tirel  J  different  from  himself;  and  whom  he  thought  it  was  no  more 
unjust  to  kill,  than  the  jaguars  of  the  forest.  It  was  merely  from  a 
,  sense  of  propriety,  that,  as  long  as  he  should  remain  in  the  mission, 
he  would  only  eat  the  same  foM  as  las  Padres,  The  natives,  if  they 
return  to  their  tribe  (a^  monU),  or  find  themselves  pressed  by  hun- 
ger, soon  resume  their  ancient  habits  of  anthropophagy.  And  why 
shoWid  we  be  so  much  astonished  at  this  inconstancy  in  the  tribes 
of  the  Oroonoko,  when  we  are  reminded,  by  terrible  and  well  ascer- 
tained examples,  of  what  has  passed  among  civilized  nations  in 
times  of  great  scarcity  ?  In  Egypt,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  the 
habit  of  eating  human  flesh  pervaded  all  classes  of  society;  extra- 
ordinary snares  were  spread  for  physicians  in  particular.  They 
were  called  to  attend  persons,  who  pretended  to  be  sick,  but  who 
were  only  hungry ;  and  it  was  not  in  order  to  be  consulted,  but  de- 
I'tnirecL  An  historian  of  great  veracity,  Abd-Allatif,  has  related, 
how  a  practice,  which  at  first  inspired  dread  and  horror,  soon  occa- 
sioned not  the  slightest  surprise.''* 

Next  to  the  contemplation  of  this  feast  of  the  anthropophagi,  we 
recommend  the  following  for  its  singularity,  to  the  imagination  of 
OUT  readers,  to  look  upon  with  what  appetite  they  may. 

**  The  but,  where  tne  natives  were  assembled,  displayed  during 
several  days,  a  very  singular  aspect  There  was  neither  table  nor 
bench,  but  lar^  roasted  monkeys,  blackened  by  smoke,  were  ranged 
in  order  restue  against  the  wall.  These  were  tlie  marimondes 
(steles  belzebutn),  and  those  bearded  monkeys  called  caouchins, 
which  must  not  be  confounded  with  the  weeper,  or  sai  (sinua  capu- 
cina  of  Buffon).  The  manner  of  roasting  these  anthropomorphous 
animals  contributes  singularly  to  render  tneir  appearance  disagree- 
able in  the  eyes  of  civilized  man.  A  little  grating,  or  lattice,  of 
very  hard  wood,  is  formed,  and  raised  one  foot  from  the  sround. 
The  monkey  is  skinned,  and  bent  into  a  sitting  posture ;  the  head 

•  Jiecinmt  ofEgypt^  by  Abd-Jllatif,  Phyndan  q/ Bagdad^  trantlated  into  French 
by  M.  Sitv.  de  Sactfi  p.  360—374.  «  When  the  poor  began  to  eat  human  flesh, 
the  horror  and  astonishment  caused  by  repasts  so  dreadfiD  were  such,  that  these 
crimesfumisbedtfae  never  ceasing  subject  oi'eveiy  conversation.  But  at  length  the 
people  became  so  accustomed  to  it,  and  conceived  such  a  taste  for  tliis  detestable 
food,  that  people  of  wealth  and  respectability  were  found  to  use  it  as  their  oixli- 
nary  food,  to  eat  it  by  way  of  regale,  and  even  to  lay  in  a  stock  of  it.  This  flesh 
was  prepared  in  different  ways,  and  the  practice  being  once  introduced,  spread 
into  the  proTinces^  so  that  examples  of  it  were  found  in  every  part  of  Egypt.  It 
then  no  longer  caused  any  surprise ;  the  horror,  it  had  at  first  inspired,  vajushed ; 
and  it  was  mentioned  as  an  indifferent  and  ordinary  thing.  This  fury  of  devour- 
ing one  another  oecame  so  common  among  the  poor,  tKat  the  greater  part  pe- 
rished in  thia  manner.  These  wretches  employed  all  sorts  of  artifices  to  seize 
men  by  surprise,  or  decoy  them  into  their  houses  under  false  pretences.  This 
happened  to  three  phyncians  among  those  who  visited  me ;  and  a  bookseller, 
who90ld  me  books,  an  old  and  very  coi'pulent  man,  fell  into  their  snares,  and 
escaped  with  great  difficulty.  All  the  facts  which  we  relate  as  ocular  witnesses 
fell  under  our  observation  accidentally,  for  we  generally  avoided  seeing  spectacles 
which  inspired  us  with  so  much  horror." 
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generally  resting  on  the  armsy  which  are  meafn*e  and  lon^ ;  but 
sometimes  these  are  crossed  behind  the  hack.  When  it  is  tied  on 
the  grating,  a  very  clear  fire  is  kindled  below.  The  meokey,  en- 
veloped in  smoke  and  flame»  is  bi:oiled  and  blackened  at  the  same 
time**  On  seeing  die  natives  devour  the  arm  or  leg  of  a  roasted 
monkey,  it  is  difficult  not  to  believe,  that  this  habit  of  eating  animals, 
that  so  much  resemble  man  in  their  physical  iirganization,  has,  in  a 
certain  degree,  contributed  to  diminish  the  horror  of  andiropophagy 
among  savages.  Roasted  monkeys,  particularly  those  that  have  a 
very  round  lieadydisplav a  hideous  resemblance  io  a  child;  the 
Europeans,  therefore,  who  are  obliged  to  feed  on  quadmmanes, 
prefer  separating  the  head  and  die  hands,  and  serve  up  only  the 
•  rest  of  the  animal  at  their  tables.  The  flesh  of  monkeys  is  so  lean 
and  dry,  that  Mr.  Bonpland  has  preserved  in  his  collections  at  Paris 
an  arm  and  hand,  which  had,  been  broiled  over  the  fire  at  Esme- 
ralda; and  no  smell  arises  from  them  after  a  great  number  of 
years." 

Whilst  we  are  on  the  subject  of  taste,  which  is  allowed  to  be  mere 
matter  of  opinion,  not  of  dispute,  we  will  make  mention  of  another 
diet,  not  exactly  either  animal  or  vegetable,  but  which  we  suppose 
may  combine  the  flavours  of  both  to  those  who  indulge  in  it.  We 
speak  of  the  Otomacs,  a  tribe  in  the  rudest  state,  who  inhabit  the 
pictures<jue  mission  of  Uruana,  and  who  present  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  physiological  phenomena. 

**  The  Otomacs,"  sa^s  Mr.  Humboldt,  "  eat  earth ;  that  is,  thej 
swallow  every  dav,  during  several  months,  very  considerable  quan- 
tities, to  appease  nunger,  without  injuring  their  health."  And  his 
ai^aments  on  this  singular  custom  are  so  curious,  that  though  oar 
limits  fort>id  us  from  pursuing  them  further,  we  cannot  but  recom- 
mend them,  with  the  whole  of  the  work,  t^  the  attention  of  our 
readers,  as  very  highly  interesting. 
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O,  sunted  LcVolI  when  the  dew-bright  rose 
Shines  in  the  paile  moon's  pure  and  peariy  light  i 

IVhile  o'er  its  blushing  head  serenely  nows 
The  song  of  love's  mild  melodist  <»  night— 

'Tis  nature^s  record  of  thv  beautie»— where 

Thy  lucid  eye  is  emblemVl  by  the  dew,*— 

Thy  brow  m  wMteness,  by  the  moonlight  fidr, 

And  thy  soft  cheek,  by  the  rich  rose's  nue.— 

O,  I  have  seen  this  emblem !  and  have  thought 

The  nightingale's  sweet  warbling  like  thy  vmce. 

Yet,  though  the  dew-brifffat  rose  and  moonlight  brought 

Thy  form  to  mind,  I  could  not  lon^  rejoice : 

For  as  I  gaz'd  upon  the  flow'r  dehghted, 

I  sjgh*d  to  think,  it  might,  like  thee,  be  blighted!  C.  L. 

*  **  Soon  after  my  return  to  Europe,  an  engraving  was  published  at  Weimir, 
from  a  drawing  composed  with  great  roirit  by  Mr.  Schick  at  Rome,  represettting 
one  of  our  resting-places  on  the  banks  of  the  Oroonoko.  In  the  raregfound 
some  Indians  arc  occupied  in  roasting  a  monkey/' 


(     319     ) 


TUB  MotJirrAiir  kino,  from  a  svedish  legsnb. 

Onb  18  surprised  that  tbe  legendary  lore  of  Sweden  should  be  sO 
little  known  to  the  rest  of  Europe ;  for,  although  it  is  a  country  less 
explored  by  travellers  than  an^  other  so  far  advanced  in  civiliza- 
tion, there  is  a  penetrating  spirit  in  popular  poetry,  that  usually 
enables  it  to  make  its  wav,  under  every  disadvantage. 

The  incidents  in  the  following  tale  are  taken  from  an  old  Swedish 
BaUad»  founded  on  a  superstiticm  common  in  ancient  times  to  that 
country,  and  our  own ;  the  mythology  of  both  nations  havine  ]>eo« 
pled  the  interior  of  their  mountains  with  a  powerful,  vindictive, 
and  mysterious  race-— objects  always  of  terror,  and  sometimes  of 
unwary  love,  but  usually  fatal  to  those  by  whom  they  were  not 
sedulously  shunned. 

"  Open,  open,  green  hill,  and  let  a  fair  maid  in,"  with  the  subse* 
quent  admittance  of  the  damsel,  according  to  her  invocation,  in  one 
of  our  nursery-tales,  is  evidently  akin  to  the  fate  of  Isabel. 

THE  xomrrinr  kikg. 

She  heaid  the  beU  toll,  and  went  forth  at  the  dawn — 

It  is  not  to  matins  the  maiden  is  gone : 

The  mother  believes  that  her  chad  went  to  pray — 

No  praydr  did  fati^  Isabel  utter  that  day. 

Where,  through  the  ^y  twilig^ht,  did  Isabel  go  f 

Alas !  to  the  mountains  with  helmets  of  snow. 

Whose  dark  brows  seem  to  frown  o'er  the  laurel  and  rose 

That  so  lovingly  under  their  shadows  repose. 

On  the  hig^ekt  of  hills  did  fair  Isabel  rest,— 

Her  delicate  fingers  have  tapped  at  its  breast; 

**  Rise,  King  of  me  mountains!  unbar  thy  green  door, 

I  have  seen  thee  in  dreams!  I  must  see  tiiee  once  more." 

"  Cease,  Isabel,  cease!  I  reftise  for  thy  sake ; 

That  maid  is  mv  bride  whp  beholds  me  awake : 

And  some  cruel  infliction  the  Fates  ever  bring 

To  her  who  espouses  the  pale  Mountain^king." 

**  Let  my  fiite  be  the  darkest  thy  caverns  have  seen, 

I  will  brave  all  its  horrors  to  move  as  thy  Queen ; 

Then  rise!  Mountain-^nonarch !  unbar  thy  green  door, 

I  must  gaze  on  thy  terrible  beauty  once  more." 

The  lightning  flash'd  bhie,  and  tbe  thunder  spake  loud, 

The  sun  was  obscured  by  an  ominous  cloud ; 

The  doors  of  the  mountain,  in  darkness  and  stonn, 

Flew  open,— and  closed  over  Isabel's  ibnn. 

In  a  uslace  of  splendour,  received  as  a  Queen, 

A.  rich  robe  is  clasp'd  rpund  her  by  handmaids  unseen ; 

And  the  gems  of  her  crown  are  selected  to  vie 

With  her  sun-shine  of  smile,  and  her  soul-speaking  eye. 

Sweet  voices,  responsive,  breathe  softly  around, . 
And  DOur  on  her  name  all  the  treasures  of  sound,— 
Now  narmoniously  blending,  now  peariy  and  bright. 
Falls  each  delicate  note,  like  a  drop  of  pure  light. 
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Now  they  linger  and  fade*  like  a  loirr's  last  irigh. 
And  now  the  lull  chorus  floats  proudly  on  high. 
Where,  like  bis  in  hue»  shedding  odours  <Uvine, 
Lamps  nourl^'d  with  perfumes  eternally  shine. 

But  the  wild  rush  of  hope  thai  check'd  Isabel's  breath 
Closed  her  ear  to  soft  tones,  like  the  dull  ear  of  death; 
And  she  mark'd  not  the  splendour  that  glitter'd  around. 
Her  eye  sought  but  one  object — her  ear  but  one  sound,-*- 
.    Twas  a  moment,  no  more — yet  seem'd  ages  to  fleet. 
Ere  the  pale  Mountain-monarch  appeared  at  her  feet : 
He  knelt  at  her  feet,  and  he  whispered  soft  vowi^— 
Words,  man  dare  not  utter,  have  made  her  his  spouse. 
His  subjects  are  thronging  with  locdcs  of  surprise. 
And  fix  on  her  ftce  their  inquisitive  eyes; 
They  drew  near  with  respect,  yet  she  met  them  with  awe. 
For  a  likeness  in  each  to  their  monarch  she  saw. 

And  wherever  she  turned,  some  lines  were  impreas*d 

Of  the  visage  imprinted  so  deep  in  her  breast; 

So  sweetly  majestic — so  mildly  severe — 

lliat  her  tremulous  love  often  thrill'd  into  fear. 

But  he  calms  her  in  whispers,  and  gems  her  dark  hair 

With  treasures,  and  wonders—the  beauteous— the  raie^— 

Sought  in  darkest  recesses  of  desolate  caves^ 

Paved  with  jasper,  and  cover'd  with  deep-flowing  waves. 

Her  life  one  snKwth  ocean  of  botmdless  repose. 
Without  chance,  change,  or  time,  hke  eternity  shows, 
Save  that  eight  smiling  infants  successively  shine. 
Flashing  star  after  star,  in  their  beauty  divme. 

When  she  drank  the  deep  love  of  their  fathomless  eyes. 

Feeling  Heaven's  own  breath  in  their  infantine  sighs, 

These  inefTable  stiningB  of  nature  awaken 

I'he  deepest  remorse  Kir  a  mother  forsaken. 

In  the  full  tide  of  pastton  did  Isabel  fling 

Her  fair  form  at  the  feet  of  the  pale  Mountain-king ; — 

**  A  boon  from  my  lord  and  my  husband  I  crave. 

Let  me  kiss  my  fond  mother,  or  weep  o'er  her  grave." 

**  Then  go  to  thy  mother, — ^in  sadness  bereft. 

But  say  not  a  word  of  the  babes  thou  hast  left."— 

Soon  was  Isabel  lock'd  in  a  parent's  en^race. 

And  the  tears  of  forgiveness  fell  fast  on  her  face. 

**  Oh!  remain,  my  lost  bird,  in  the  haunts  of  thy  youth. 

Nor  again  flee  the  precincts  of  honour  and  truth; 

Though  the  gardens  of  Error  are  perfumed  with  flowers. 

The  adder  and  snake  lie  conceal'd  in  her  bowers." 

*'  Wi^  the  blushes  of  shame  had  her  cheek  ever  bum'd 

To  her  home  had  fair  Isabel  never  retum'd ; 

By  the  King  of  the  mountains  selected  as  queen. 

The  truest  and  fondest  of  wives  have  I  been. 

**  In  his  realms  neither  sorrow  nor  nckness  appear — 
I  had  nearly  forgot— almost  longed  for— a  tear; 
And  our  bridal  is  blest  by  the  bounty  <if  Heaveih— 
I  have  one  peerless  daugbtei^-my  sons  they  are  seven." 

Then  strode  o'er  the  threshold  the  pale  Mountain-kinir^ 
*<  Why  Btandest  thou  here^  thus  presunung  to  fling 
Such  aspersions  on  me  as  I  ne'er  can  foi^^ve  ? — 
The  revealer  of  secrets  deser\'es  not  to  hve." 
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*<No  amezaons  on  thee  have  these  lips  eyer  thrown, 
I  have  dweh  on  thy  lore  and  thy  kindness  alone.** 
'<Thou  hast  mentioned  the  babes  with  thy  venomous  breath — 
Tfioufool !  that  vain  boast  has  condemn'd  them  to  death. 
••  Forewam'd,  thou  hast  broken  the  merciful  spell 
That  penmts  in  our  palace  those  duUren  to  dweH, 
Whose  existence  has  never  been  whisper'd  on  earth— 
Oh !  accursed  the  hour  I  rejoiced  in  their  birtti !" 

Then  he  struck  her  fair  ftce  as  she  knelt  at  his  feet — 

•<0h!  the  death-blow,"  she  cried,  «'from  tliy  hands  will  be  sweet! 

Since  the  deep  chords  of  love  thus  mysteriously  thrill, 

While  I  suifer  in  patience  resigned  to  thy  will." 

**  In  this  ill-fated  mansion  no  more  shalt  thou  stay, 

Where  thy  crime  was  committed :— -Away !  then — ^Away !" 

**  Farewell,  my  dear  fiither ! — Are  well,  my  fond  mother!-^ 

Ftoewell,  weeping^  nster! — frreweU,  infant  iHother!— < 

"  Fsrewell,  ye  high  Heavens  f-r^arewell,  thou  green  earth ! — 

And&reweil,  thou  sweet  home,  the  dear  phu:e  of  my  birth!-* 

For  the  King  of  the  mountains  I  left  ye  before,  ' 

And  for  him,  in  his  anger,  I  leave  ye  once  more." 

Horrid  laughter  appears  in  the  Monarch's  dark  &ce. 

While  nine  circles  around  the  tall  mountain  they  trace,— 

And  the  tears  on  fair  babePs  bosom  fell  fast. 

As  smaller  each  circle  became  than  the  last 

The  glad  sun  in  the  blue  depths  of  heaven  shone  bright 

As  she  ga^ingiy  sooght  the  last  ra^  of  its  light; 

Her  younr  daughter  beheld  her  with  terror  o'eicast— • 

**  Oh,  motner,  <kar  mother!  repose  thee  at  last 

"  Beneath  this  gold  canopy  lay  thy  pale  head. 

Where  cushions  of  crimson  profusely  I've  spread." 

^  My  cluld!  give  me  wine— 4}rin^  the  cup  of  my  death<*— 

Then  dose  my  sad  eyelids— receive  my  last  breath. 

*■  A  more  tender  farewell  thy  poor  mother  would  take,* 

But  fears,  my  sweet  daughter!  thy  young  heart 'twould  break." 

She  dnink— -andtoice  a  more  warm  heart  was  chill'd. 

Than  by  love's  richest  treasures  had  ever  been  fiU'd. 

Thus  from  home  and  from  happiness  Isabel  stn^d. 

And  thus  the  pale  Monarch  her  passion  repaid  r^ 

like  a  lily  she  sank  when  a  pitiless  shower 

Has  unsparingly  beat  on  the  delicate  flower.  M«  A.  6. 


NICSB  MEK. 

Thxrz  are  seTeral  kinds  of  nice  men;  but  I  shall  content  mv 
Feaders  with  two  of  them  >— 

I.  The  niee4a8ted  man. — He  is  yonr  hypercritic  in  literature, 
painting,  sculpture,  music,  acting,  dancing,  and  singing;  and  is, 
moreoYer,  OYer-profound  in  the  virtu  of  coats,  snuff-oozes,  and 
kept  Chloes.  A  creature  of  this  class  is  as  troublesome  to  jovl 
with  his  opinions,  as  an  old  over-provident  housekeeper  of  the 
Mistress  Allison  frugality,  or  a  conscientious  steward;  (but  these 
are  very  scarce  troubles). 

All  niceness  is  effeminacy:  niceness  of  iudgment  is  but  mental 
effeminacy.  Strong  minds  are  sometimes  aiseased  down  to  it ;  but 
Vol.  n.  No.  9.— 1821.  2  S 
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there  are  some  minds  that  seem  born  with  this  sickliness  of  the 
judgment ;  one  can  conceive  that  they  had  a  severe  taste  ia  pap, 
when  infants;  and  when  boys,  were  supreme-judgmented  in  taws, 
blood-alleys,  and  peff-tops.  The  inan  is  as  mach  to  be  pitied  who 
has  this  malady  o^  t£e  mind,  as  if  he  had  any  one  lingering  disor» 
der  of  the  whole  catalogue  of  suffering  which  our  «  vile  flesh  is 
heir  to."  A  nice  woman  is  put-up>with-able;*-I  knew  one  who 
was  so  ovef -exquisite,  she  would  not  be  cantered  in  a  swing  set 
up  in  a  kitchen-^rden,  because,  as  she  whispered,  the  potatoes 
had  eyes;  but  a  nice  man  is  a  nausea:  it  is,  as  a  certain  Irish  ora- 
tor would  say,  the  lion  aping  the  lap-dog;  the  oak  the  viofet. 

Xott  shall  know  this  class  simply  by  their  noses.  There  is  ob- 
servable, in  that  very  expressive  feature,  a  prominent  indication 
of  never-failing  conceitedness  of  opinion,  and  a  nice  dissatisfac- 
tion with  every  thing  but  themselves,  in  the  up-curling  of  its  wide- 
ly-dilated nostrils :  the  nose  I  mean  is  very  like  the  poet  Grab's. 
You  would  think,  at  the  first  wink,  that  it  was  merely  hypercriti* 
cal  in  snulfs,  and  profound  in  distinguishing  adulterated  Irish 
Blackguard  from  the  real ;  but,  upon  a  nearer  acquaintance,  you 
discover  that  its  discernment  is  of  a  higher  and  nicer  character. 
This  nose  may  vary  in  its  shape :  it  may  have  the  straightness  of 
the  Grecian ;  the  eagle-beaked  curve  of  the  Roman ;  the  strength  and 
manly  beauty  of  the'Englbh;  the  shortness  and  pertinacity  of  the 
Scotch ;  or  the  snubbiness  and  obstinate  stupidity  of  the  Irish  nose ; 
the  contour  may  vary,  but  the  sentiment,  the  expression  of  the  nose, 
is  ever  the  same. 

A  critic  of  this  class  will  not  suffer  you  to  admire  any  one  thuig 
for  yourself:  it  is  his  pleasure  rwhich,  consei^uently,  is  your  pain) 
to  point  out  two  things  you  should  admire,  which  are  not  worthy  to 
be  admired,  and  two  hundred  you  should  noti,  which  are.  If  Venus 
herself  could  bud  out  of  her  imaginary  exi»tence  into  the  full-blown 
beauty  of  a  thing  of  life,  and  come  among  the  inhabitants  of  this 
"  terraqueous  earth,"  our  nice  man  would  find  out  that  she  halted 
in  her  gait;  or  that  she  squinted ;  or  that  her  teeth  were  not  so 
white  as  Ruspini's;  or  that  her  waist  required  stays  i  la  Diana, 
to  give  it  a  graceful,  undulating  bend;  or  that  her  yellow  tresses 
hacT  too  much  of  the  sandy  hue  in  them,  and  perhaps  call  her  a 
"red-haired  wench."  If  you  havea  new  coat,  you  must  consult 
his  taste,  and  not  your  own  ;  or  endure  the  penalty  of  being  held 
by  the  third  button  (that  is  his  favourite  one,  because  three  is  the 
number  of  the  Graces,)  wliile  he  lectures  on  the  cut  and  conatilu- 
tion  of  coats,  from  the  remotest  collar  of  antiquity,  to  the  most  re- 
cent cape  of  modem  day»— from  the  little  coat  of  Samuel,  to  the 
great  coat  of  Soames.  You  sprain  your  ancle  in  a  slip  from  the 
pavement,  and  he  falls  to  showing  you  how  you  might  have  sprain- 
ed it  with  more  grace  in  a  Psychean  quadrille.  You  weep  the  less 
of  some  dear  friend  before  him,  and  he  asks  you  whether  you  have 
ever  seen  the  celebrated  statue  of  the  weeping  Narciasns,  or  that 
of  the  tearful  Niohe;  he  thinks  their  attitude!  have  more  of  the 
grace  and  sentiment  of  sorrow  in  them  than  your's.  This  is  imper- 
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tineat  and  unfeeling  enough ;  but  I  yerii  j  believe  that  if  his  brother 
ivere  about  to  endure  what  is  technically  termed  the  "  Tybum-4ie," 
lie  would  object  to  the  taste  of  the  countj-valet,  and  would*  per- 
haps, step  up  on  the  scaffold  to  change  the  knot  to  the  '*  tie  ^  2a 
Cavendish:^ 

He  is  a  critic  in  every  thing,  from  a  pin  to  a  pyramid ;  from  an 
epic  to  an  epigram.    He  looks  at  Memnon's  heaa  (in  the  Museum) 
through  a  microscope,  and  discovers  that  the  granite  is  not  without 
flaws.    It  is  not  easy  to  please  him  who  cannot  please  himself.    I 
should  as  soon  hope  to  please  a  fleet-footed  ffreyhound,  by  ordering 
him  to  be  horse-shoed.    Did  Apollo  himself  indulee  his  ear  widi  a 
eafriccio,  he  would  play  too  flat  or  too  sharp.    It  is  no  wondef, 
tbfirefore,  that  Shakspeare  shocks  him;  and  that  **  his  dramatic 
style  is  a  bad  one ;''  or  that  '*  Ben  Jonson's  works,  taken  alto- 
gether, are  but  trash."  (Pope.)    Milton,  he  agrees  with  Waller  in 
considering  as  nothing  more  than  «  an  old,  blind  schoolmaster,  who 
wrote  a  poem»"  something  about  the  loss  of  Paradise,  or  his  pug- 
puppy,  he  forgets  which,  who,  *'  if  dulness  and  length  are  the  prin- 
cipal requisites  for  a  grand  work,"  certainly  was  a  rreat  author. 
You  show  him  a  painting  of  Hope  you  have  just  finished ;  he  asks 
you  to  let  him  look  at  Despair,  and  rives  you  to  understand,  bj  a 
certain  smirk  of  conceit  writhing  in  the  comers  of  his  mouth,  which  ' 
he  would  prefer  if  he  had  to  marry  either  of  them  by  the  choice  of 
her  portrait.    You  show  him  a  sketch  you  have  made  for  a  grand 
picture  of  the  Furies  dra^ng  Eurydice  back  to  the  infernal  re- 
gions ;  and  he  asks  you  why  you  did  not  persuade  the  Furies  to  put 
their  snakes  in  papers,  «  for  you  see  they  are  horribly  out  of  curl." 
You  show  him  your  own  portrait ;  he  glances  hastily  at  it,  and  says, 
'*  You  have  flattered  the  old  gentleman  too  much,''  meaning  your 
father.    You  assure  him  that  it  was  intended  for  you,  and  he  lifts 
up  his  brows  with  surprise,  and  assures  you,  in  return,  that  it  is 
not  a  Int  like  you ;  besides,  '*  who  would  know  it  to  be  the  portrait 
of  a  painter?    Let  it  have  some  mark  and  likelihood  in  it.    Why 
not  throw  in  a  touch  or  two  of  St.  Luke's  style — a  bull*^  head  and 
a  pallef  in  it?"  ~  You  do  not  suspect  him  then,  and  you  paint  ano- 
ther; and  to  pourtray  your  profession  as  well  as  yourself,  you  in- 
troduce the  portrait  of  a  favourite  ass  on  tlie  easel.    You  call  him 
in ;  and  at  the  first  glance  he  Cries,  "  Why,  what  is  this  ?    Here  is 
the  ass's  head  to  the  left,  and  your's  is  to  the  right;  but  perhaps 
ypu  designed  to  show  the  uime  head  in  two  positions?"    You 
quarrel  with  him  for  his  ill-nature;  and  then  he  begs  your  pardon 
for  his  severity,  and  confesses  that  he  is  a  little  out  of  temper,  be- 
iraose  he  had  pricked  his  fingers  with  «  Oammar  Gorton's  needle," 
in  buying  a  Whitechapel"!^  one;  and  then,  to  restore  yon  to  smiling,  ^ 
he  says,  "Tut,  man,  never  be  fretted  by  a  sneer!    Sneers  are  to  ' 
a  fine  spirited  genius,  what  spurs  are  to  a  highi-mettled  horse—    * ' 
they  pnck  him  on  to  strong  endeavour.    Why,  there  was  Whafft- 
hiS'tiame^  the  great  fine-art-ist,  sneered  at  me  but  yesterday,  with 
his  polar,  cold -looking  nose,  (not  that  I  consider  myself  a  genius^ 

*  A  cant  phrase  for  a  counterfeited  copy  of  thU  old  play. 
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Apollo  forbii!)  and  why,  guess  you?  because  I  insigted  that  the 
toe-«atl  of  the  Pipine  Faun  was  a  more  perfect  semicircle  than  the 
eyelid  of  John  of  Bologna's  Coaching  Venus !  I  did  not  chafe  and 
fret,  and  pull  my  wig  upon  my  brow— not  I!  I  coolly,  and  witfi 
idl  possible  consideration,  requested  him,  if  he  did  not  mean  to 
saturate  me  with  a  cold,  to  favour  me  so  much,  when  he  sneered 
to-morrow  at  me,  as  to  take  the  chill  off  his  nose-  The  creature 
grinned  his  best  Sardonic  grin,  (co]>ied  from  an  antique  gem  in  his 
cabinet,)  and  would  have  lent  me  his  wife  for  my  wit" 

You  confide  your  new  comedy  to  his  hands;  he  looks  at  the 
cover,  and  admires  its  Grecian  border,  though  he  thinks  "  the 
Egyptian  would  havel>een  more  A  propos^  as  the  scene  lies  in  Eng- 
land*' (this  is  his  manner  of  sneering) ;  reads  through  the  title  down 
to  **  1820,"  returns  it,  calls  it  a  farce  run  to  seed,  advises  you  to 
study  divinity,  and  sends  you  a  pastoral  discourse  by  old  Toplady. 

Mrs.  Jenkmson  introduces  her  French  shock -dog  to  him,  and  he 
shocks  her,  by  declaring  that  he  sees  nothing  in  him  but  an  anima- 
ted hearth-rue. 

There  is  a  line  which  I  was  in  the  ten  years'  innocent  habit  of 
admiring,  for  the  beauty  of  its  thought: 

«  The  conscioua.  water  saw  its  Lord,  and  Uush'd:" 

he  proved,  perfectly  to  my  dis-satisfaction,  that  it  was  nonsense ; 
^*  for  (said  he)  though  bluming  might  ^ve  to  the  water  the  hiu  of 
i^ine,  it  required  something  more  to  give  it  the  qualitvJ^^ 

He  is  proud  to  be  considered  a  man  of  taste,  though  he  sometimes 
allows  that  taste  is  a  great  maker  of  little  minds.  A  friend  of  his 
gays  of  him,  that  *'  he  is  like  the  Lord  Mayor's  taster, — ^he  makes 
a  meal  of  no  one  dish,  and  is  hungry  with  plenty  before  him."  He 
is,  however,  a  very  gourmand  in  taste ;  and  it  is  not  a  few  dainties 
will  satisfy  his  appetite.  He  picks  a  leg  of  the  youn^  Antinous ;  a 
bit  of  the  breast  of  Canova's  Venus;  a  lip  of  the  Pipine  Faun;  a 
knuckle  of  the  Gladiator;  the  wing  of  an  ftng^l  from  tiie  Cartoons; 
and  a  pope's  eye  from  Lawrence's  Pontin;-*tl^se  tid-bits  serve 
for  his  morning  repast  His  more  substantial,  or  dinner-meal, 
consists  of  an  olla  podrida  of  Lamb's  tales,  Crabbe's  tales,  and 
Ho^'s  totes,— «  strangely-selected  literary  dish,  all  of  which  be 
tastes  of,  with  a  hungry  ostrich  sort  of  haste,  grumbling  as  he  picks 
them  to  pieces,  like  a  gourmand  who  is  fuller  of  spleen  than  satis- 
faction, when  his  soles  are  done  to  devils.  Two  dozen  of  Milton 
ofagections,  instead  of  one  of  ditto  oysters,  seme  as  a  side  dish.  A 
mouthful  of  Bacon,  swallowed,  with  some  complaints  of  Aete  being 
too  much  of  the  Attic  salt  in  it  for  his  taste,  and  an  insinuation 
that  it  has  ^wn  rusty  from  antiquity,  and  is  not  likely  to  be  re- 
lished by  high  tastes,  finishes  the  meal. 

His  opinions  are  not  worth  nrach ;  but  I  was  glad  to  Jiear  him 
say,  **  that  any  lord  who  wrote  poetry,  and  could  be  priggish  enough 
to>asaert  that  Cowper- was  no  poet,  would  beihtemperate  enough 
to  take  the  next  chair's  wig  off  to  wipe  his  own  inoutti  with." 

IL  The  Mice,  or  Ladies'  «jiran.~This  is  a  sort  of  Tom  Shuffleton 
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gromm  flat,  staid,  and  fortyish;  a  fop  ranning  to  seed;  just  such  a 
being  as  would  have  made  Cowper's  <^  wheel-footed  chair,  wide- 
elbowed  and  wadded  with  hair,*'  rfor  which  he  thanked  Lady  Hes- 
keth  pleasantly)  a  thorn-stooL    He  says,  of  such  an  one— - 

•   '        •*  I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 

A  fine  pius-gentleman,  that's  all  perfume ; 

The  nffhf  8  enougfa^-no  need  to  amell  a  beau ; 

Who  thrusts  his  bead  into  a  raree-ahow  ? 

His  odoriferous  attempts  to  please. 

Perhaps  might  prosper  witl\  a  swarm  of  bees; 

But  we  that  make  no  honey,  though  we  stin^, 

Poets,  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thing.'*^  ^ 

The  ingredients  which  go  to  his  composition,  are— -a  good  face, 
white  teeUi,  and  regular  (or,  as  a  wa|gish  friend  of  mine  describes 
them^  teeth  which  keep  good  hours) ;  a  nose  that  has  neither  sneers 
nor  snuff  about  it,  though  it  politely  puts  itself  to  the  expense  of 
ja&aintaining  a  box  for  noses  that  carry  their  own  sneers,  but  take 
any  body's  snuff;  a  very  moderate  share  of  sense,  and  an  immode- 
rate share  of  nonsense,  mix^d  according  to  the  Gratiano  recipe 
(that  is,  in  the  proportion  of  two  grains  of  wheat  to  two  bushels  of 
chaff) ;  a  voice  that  sounds  agreeably  musical  in  a  *'  How-d'ye-do  ?" 
in  the  anti-room,  in  a  quartett  or  conversation  in  any  room,  or  in  a 
**  good  night"  at  the  extremity  of  the  hall -stairs ;  a  back  which  can 
bend  like  a  willow  to  my  Lord  George,  or  my  Lady  Fanny ;  a  smile 
and  insinuated  sovereign,  which  purchase  my  lord's  butler,  and  pro- 
cure him  hot  plates,  choice  bits,  and  frequent  changes  of  both,  be* 
sides  careful  helpine^-on  of  ereat  coats,  infinite  care-takings  of  hats, 
umbrellas,  and  walking-sticks,  and  ^ntle  shuttings  of  liall  and 
hackney-coach  doors  uter  him ;  a  smirk  that  does  not  displease  my 
lady's  confidential  maid,  when  it  is  accompanied  by  something  sub* 
stantial  though  flimsy ;  hands  white,  lone-fingered,  and  acorn-nailed» 
if  convenient:  legs  vath  some  probability  of  calf ;  ancles  as  much 
superior  to  the  Apollo  Belvidere  as  possible ;  two  eyes  of  one  co- 
lour ;  whiskers  and  hair  of  his  own  growth ;  with  washes,  essences, 
lavender  soaps,  tooth- picks  and  powders,  tight  waist,  tighter  pan- 
taloons, silk-stockinffs,  &c.  &c. 

He  is  of  an  equable  temper,  lightly  pleased,  and  not  lightly  dis- 
pleased. He  is  as  cheerful  to-day  as  he  was  yesterday ;  his  boots 
and  his  wit  were  equally  brilliant  yesterday  and  to-day.  I  have, 
however,  known  him  melancholy ;  but  that  was  when  his  '*  dear 
Chloe"  was  unkind,  and  would  not  confess  (what  he  had  some 
violent  saspicions  about)  whether  the  crop  of  shayinjB;s  he  found  on 
her  toilette  were  the  produce  of  that  pretty  piece  ofcommon^and, 
her  chin.  And  then  ne  talked  of  committing  suicide,  by  throwing 
himself  into  the  arms  of  the  Dowager  Countess  Closefist,  with 
90,000  attractions  a  year ;  and  then  Chloe  frowned  him  out  of  her 
presence ;  and  then  he  came  like  a  prodigal  in  penitence  back  a^n ; 
and  then  Chloe  foifave  him,  at  the  entreaties  of  a  set  of  brilliants, 
valued  at  200  guineas  by  Love ;  and  then  he  was  made  so  happy 
and  tractable,  that  she  sent  him  out  of  her  house  on  the  stilts  of 
elevation  just  five  minutes,  by  the  gold  repeater  he  had  lately  given 
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her,  before  his  rival,  tiie  Marquis,  descended  from  his  close  carriage 
to  Ay.  to  her  arms  and  her  drawing-room. 

He  has  not  any  opinions  he  has  so  many :  bat  what  he  has  are 
always  your's.    He  agrees  generally  with  the  last  speaker, 

«« He  would  not  with  a  peremptory  tone  •         * 

Assert  the  nose  upon  his  face  his  own ; 

With  hesitation,  admirably  slow. 

He  humbly  hopes,  presumes  it  may  be  so/' 
He 

.    •*  Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  be  knew  it  not ; 

What  he  remembers  seems  to  have  forgot ; 
,  His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  befaU, 

Centering  at  last  in  having  none  at  all." 

Being  independent  as  to  pr^erty,  he  may  be  considered  as  a  kind 
of  amateur  toad-eater;  a  toad-eater,  without  the  venom  of  one  of 
these  reptiles.  If  his  lordship  is  disposed  to  be  profoundly  axi- 
omatical, and  says,  that  mock-turtle  is  not  real  turtle,  he  does  not 
dispute  it,  but  swallows  my  lord's  mock-turtle  and  his  real  opinion 
at  the  same  time.  My  lady  asserts  that  Chaucer  did  not  write 
Comus,  and  he  confesses  that  the  strengtli  of  her  ladyship's  asser- 
tion has  staggered  an  opinion  he  had  held  to  the  contrary.  If  his 
lordship  is  merely  witty,  he  always  laughs  in  time  and  in  tone*  His 
•  laugh  is  loud,  long,  and  peculiar;  his  acquaintance  is  therefore 
much  cultivated  by  "  wits  among  lords,"  and  **  lords  among  wits:" 
it  is  something  like  a  chromatic  run  down  the  keys  of  the  piano ; 
whether  it  is  to  show  the  soundness  of  his  teeth,  of  organ-key 
whiteness  and  regularity,  or  the  compass  of  his  voice,  or  to  convince 
you  how  wide  he  could  yawn,  if  forced  to  it,  and  thus  increase  the 
value  of  his  attention,  by  betraying  how  awful  and  grave-^ping  his 
inattention  would  be,  is  perhaps  known  by  himself.  U  is  thought 
to  be  very  cordial ;  so  it  is :  there  is  but  one  thins  I  ©refer  to  it, 
and  that  is  an  Instrument  which  is  now  making  under  tne  exclusive 
patronage  of  high  life,  by  which  laughing  is  imitated  in  all  its  wide 
varieties,  from  the  laush  oblieato  or  forced,  and  the  laugh  reluctant 
or  equivocatory,  to  the  laugh  delightful  or  satisfactory,  and  the  laugh 
extempore  or  voluntary :  I  prefer  this,  because  here  I  do  not  des^se 
the  man  in  the  instrument. 

His  other  uses  are,— to  hand  young  ladies  to  carriages,  and  say 
nothing  of  tlieir  ancles,  if  they  are  not  to  his  taste,  and  as  much  as 
he  pleases  if  they  are,  so  that  it  be  not  in  their  mammas'  hearing ; 
but  it  may  be  as  much  as  possible  in  the  hearing  of  any  rival  beau^ 
who  cannot  boast  of  the  "  Milaine  foot  of  fire."  He  may  too,  if 
there  is  an  opportunity,  insinuate  that  the  foot  of  the  bluestocking 
Iiady  Sapphira  Sapphic,  is  like  a  foot  of  die  heroic  measure 
(meaning  a  Life-guardsman's) :  this  will  not  displease  them,  for  they 
utterly  abhor  Lady  Sapphira,  because,  at  her  last  rout,  her  fi;rooms 
squeezed  into  her  room  a  thin  young  gentleman,  and  thereby  had 
a  majority  of  one  over  the  number  pressed  tn  at  the  rout  of  the 
countess  tbeH  mother's  tiie  preceding  evening.  To  hand  old  ladies 
to  then*  sedans  On  court-days,  and  be  as  patient  as  Penelope  in 
compressing  them  and  their  hoops  into  them.    To  quadrille  with 
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joung  ones*  if  a  younger  lord  has  not  come  to  his  time.  To  sit 
seriously  and  at  eaae  with  battered  beauties  and  decayed  dowagers, 
in  winter-evenings,  and  look  as  if  he  had  never  been  happier;  and, 
if  possible,  remember  the  best  days  of  the  dowagers,  and  forget  when 
the  Honourable  Miss  Tittermouth  combed  her  own  hair,  and  giggled 
among  l|er  own  teeth.  To  wait  on  lovely  countesses  at  Almack's, 
between  tfie  dances ;  and  serve  lemonades,  ices,  and  jellies  with  a 
page's  precision,  and  a  prince's  politeness  of  back  and  body.  To 
say  handsome  things  to  the  ordinary  Miss  Honourables,  and  look 
unutterably  handsome  things  to  the  beautiful  ones.  To  shop  with 
them  at  the  jeweller's,  once  in  a  way ;  and  admire  their  taste  when 
they  prefer  French  filigree  to  English  reality  and  sterlineness.  A1|^ 
the  opera,  to  cry  bravo  for  weak-voiced  elderly  lords,  when  Cam- 
porese  sings ;  and  clapno  louder  than  the  same,  when  fairy -footed 
Fanny  Bias  dances.  These  are  his  principal  amusements,  and,  all 
together,  they  make  up  a  very  harmless  sort  of  nic€  being,  which 
one  can  no  more  object  to  than  one  can  to  honey  and  bread  for 
breakfast,  honey  and  biscuit  for  luncheon,  honey  and  French -roll 
for  dinner,  honey  and  ladies'-fingers  for  tea,  and  honey  and  ginger- 
bread'for  supper.  C.  S.  W.  B. 


UGOLINO.* 

Thkh  paused  the  sinner  from  his  foul  repast, 
.  Aud  itom  his  mouth  the  gory  remnants  cast; 
Till^  cleansed  his  lips  from  clotted  blood  and  hair. 
The  gloomy  tale  his  accents  thus  declare : 
**  Tliott  ask'st  a  thing',  whose  thought  to  desperate  pain 
The  past  recalling,  harrows  up  my  brain; 
And,  ere  my  tongue  the  direful  scene  unroiL 
Hemember'd  anguish  loads  my  wretched  souL 
But  should  these  words,  these  tears,  with  guilt  and  shame 
Blast  in  the  realms  of  day  the  traitor's  name. 
Whose  hateful  scull  with  ravening  tooth  I  bare — 
Nor  words  this  mouth,  nor  tears  tiiese  eyes  shall  ^are. 

**  Who  thou  may'st  be,  and  through  the  reahns  of  pain 
How  thou  hast  wander'd  here,  to  guess  were  vain ; 
But  tlie  sweet  accent  of  my  native  land 
Bespeaks  thee  bom  on  Amo's  flowery  strand. 
Count  Ugolino  was  my  Same;— my  prey 
This  felon'9-scull  once  did  a  mitre  sway; 
Bugg^ero  was  he  call'd;— now  learn  the  cause 
Of  this  our  doom  by  Hell's  unerring  laws. 
My  faith  by  him  abused — ^my  hapless  fate 
Consigned  to  chains,  'twere  neeoless  to  relate ; 
But  die  dark  secrets  of  that  prison  drear 
Thou  hast  not  heard— «nd  now  thou  art  to  hear. 

^*  '  '^'^'  V 
*  Count  Ujpohno  de'  Ghemdeschi  sou^t  to  obtain  tiiesow^ignty  of  Pisa  in 
1288,  and  joined  Rugeieri  degli  Ubaldim  against  Nino  di  Gallura.  The  former 
obtained  their  object  oi^  afterwards  quarrelling,  Ruggieri  betra^red  Ugolino  by 
false  representations,  andheadingtheeifraged  people,  they  impiisonedhim  an^ 
two  of  his  sons  in  a  tower  on  the  Piazza  derli  Anzioni,  where  they  were  starved 
to  death.  The  tower  has  since  been  called  **  Im  tent  della  fame,"  The  to^'er 
of  famitiev— See  Dante,  Infemp,  Canto  33, 
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«  Full  many  %  moon  had  shot  a  ailvery  dew 
Throug^h  the  small  chink  that  air'd  our  nanow  •mew— 
The  Tower  of  Famine,  named  fix>m  me  (nor  I 
The  only  wretch  there  doomed  immured  to  die), 
When,  as  1  slept,  a  dream  of  awful  power 
Rent  the  daik  veil  that  shrouds  the  future  hour. 
Methought  to  those  fair  hills  with  olives  green 
Which  Fisa's  haujghty  walls  from  Lucca  screen, 
Buraeix),  proud  in  hoi  and  arduous  cluise. 
Held  a  dark  wolf  and  all  his  brindled  race ; 
Giialandi,  Sismond,  Lanfhmc  led  the  way. 
And  fierce  and  nieagre  hounds  pursued  the  prev. 
Short  8]>ace  the  weaxy  bnites  have  strength  to  fly; 
They  faint—they  sink—the  hunters  yell— they  die. 
Breathless  I  wake,  and  hear  a  feeble  scream,^ 
Oh  God!  it  is  my  little  ones  that  dream; 
I  hear  them  moan,  as  wrapt  in  sleep  they  Ue, 
And,  *  Father,  give  us  bread,'  they  faintly  cry. 
Think,  mortal,  then  what  flash'd  upon  my  brain ; 
And  in  tluit  thought  if  thou  from  tears  refrain, 
Stem,  stem  indeed  art  thou,  and  pitiless  of  pain. 
And  now,  our  slumbers  past,  the  hour  draws  nigh 
That  brings  of  daily  food  the  scant  supply. 
Silent  we  sit,  and  lost  in  thouglitful  gloom. 
In  the  dark  dream  each  scans  the  conung  doom; 
"When  the  drear  tower  shook  with  a  horrid  jar^ 
It  was  the  clan?  of  bolts  and  creaking  of  tlie  bar. 
Then  all  was  sUent; — ^for  I  did  not  moan- 
Despair  and  honor  froze  my  soul  to  stone. 
I  gazed  upon  the  innocents — and  they 
Wept  sorely— and  I  heard  one  fidt'ring  say 
(My  little  Anselm)  *  Father,  look  not  so— 
What  ails  thee,  father  ?*— in  that  day  of  wo 
I  spake  not,  we|>t  not  ;^-nor  in  the  lon^  night 
That  follow'd — nor  till  broke  the  mommg light; 
When,  as  my  image  in  the  wretched  four. 
Paternity's  sweet  pledge,  I  saw  once  more. 
In  bitterness  of  gnef  my  veiy  hands  I  tore ; 
And  they,  believing  that  for  want  of  bread 
I  gnaw'd  my  ficsli,  quick  started  up  and  said, 
*  Feed  on  ut,  father*  less  will  be  the  pMn,r- 
Thou  gav'st  these  wretched  limbs,  and  take  them  back  again.' 
1  then  was  silent,  ^at  I  might  not  wring 
Their  tand^  souls  with  added  suffering. 
That  day  in  silence,  and  the  next  were  psBs'd— 
Oh  Godl  Oh  God!  why  were  they  not  the  lastl 
The  fourth  mdm,  at  my  feet,  in  agony 
My  Gaddo  fell !  and  *  Help  me,  father,  why 
Dost  thou  not  help  me !'  was  the  dying  ciy 
Of  that  dear  child ;  and  thus  the  other  three. 
Ere  the  sixth  mom  arrived,  had  ceased  to  be. 
Famine  and  tears  then  quencVd  the  visual  light. 
And,  staggering  sightless  in  the  grave  of  night, 
I  sought  my  children— and  these  fingers  stray'd. 
'  O'er  tiieir  cold  limbs,  and  with  Aeir  features  play'd. 
Three  da^s  I  call'd  their  names— but  they  were  dead; 
The  fouru  in  Ung'ring  pangs  the  father's  spirit  fled." 

Thus  spake  the  Fiend;  and  as  he  spake,  lus  eyes 
Shot  fortA  askaunt  the  wrath  Ibat  never  dies.* 
With  grin  malign  he  clench'd  the  traitor's  head. 
And  to  thdr  vengeful  task  his  teeth  indurate  sped. 
*«>Muda."— Dmte. 
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^n  Jhiswer  to  a  FamfkUt,  entitled  «  ObsmMi(ms  upon  the  Calum- 
nies and  MiarepremntaiionB  in  Lady  JHorguh's  Italy." 

BY  £ADT  MOaOAir. 


**  Being  divided  between  tho  neceasity  to  Bay  something  of  myself,  «nd  my 
own  laziness  to  un4ertake  so  awkward  a  tMak^'^^Pope, 


*'Mere  ro^s bat  they  are  friends. 

One  is  his  printer  in  di^iuse,  and  keeps 

His  press  in  an  hollow  tree,  where,  to  conceal  him. 

He  works  by  glow-worm  light;  the  moon's  too  open— 

The  other  zealoi^pTayis  the  compositor. 

Who  in  an  angle,  where  the  ants  inhabit,' 

(The  emblems  of  his  labour)  will  sit  curlfd 

Whole  days  tnd  nights,  and  work  ins  eyes  out." 

Time  VinMcated,  B,  Jonsoii. 

It  has  been  started  as  an  objection  to  my  work  on  Italy,  that 
It  had  no  Preface.  Many  reasons  might  be  as^igped  for  the  omis- 
sion :^-one  nay  8uffice-*I  had  nothing  to  say. 

**  Talking  of  the  Alps  and  Apennines, 
The  Pyrenean  and  the  river  Po," 

I  had  exhausted  even  my  woman's  garrulity;  and  was  as  weary 
of  my  pen,  at  the  end  of  my  two  quarto  volumes,  as  I  had  been 
of  my  carriage,  at  the  conclusion  of  my  two  years*  journey. 
Even  still  I  should  be  unable  to  "  furnish  forth"  a  preface,  had 
not  the  inditers  of  daily  criticism  supplied  mc  with  the  neces- 
sary de  quot^  by  the  blundering  manner  in  which  they  have  per- 
formed their  task  of  filling  up  the  interval,  which  has  acciden- 
tally occurred,  between  the  publication  of  my  work,  and  the 
quarterly  and  monthly  apparition  of  the  **  All  hails  hereafter?'* 
It  is  now,  I  believe,  twelve  or  fourteen  y^rs  since  the  sup- 
posed literary  organ  of  Government  gave  the  word  to  all  sub- 
altern scribes  to  bear  down  upon  and  attack  whatever  I  should 
print:  and  the  public  will  allow  that  the  "  ragamuffins'*  of  this 
'*  ancient  Pistol"  (who,  by  the  bye,  like  Sir  John  Falstaff,  has  . 

«  Misused  the  Kin^*  Preu  most >") 

"  have  done  their  spiriting"  faithfully,  if  not  "  gently."  They 
have  attacked  me  in  every  point  where  the  woman  was  most 
susceptible,  the  author  most  sensitive.  They  have  attacked  my 
public  profession,  and  private  character,  my  person,  my  prin- 
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ciples,  my  country,  my  friends,  my  kindred,  even  my  dress* 
They  have  done  every  thing  to  injure,  but — ^praise  mc|  for, 
after  all, 

« It  i  their  daver  kills,  and  not  their  bite.'*— 

Hitherto,  I  have  been,  for  the  interests  perhaps  of  truth  and  of 
literature,  something  too  loth  "  to  stir  at  these'  indignities.'' 
Eves  now,  if  I  come  forth  among  my  nameless  assailants,  ^'  I 
swf  ar  by  yea  and  nay,"  or  any  other  pretty  oath,  'tis  more  in  fun 
than  fear — ^less  in  spite  than  sport.  The  shafts  they  hav^  long 
let  fly  at  me,  and  aU  that  is  dearest  to  me,  have  been  shot  from 
masked  batteries,  and  "  dipped  in  double  venom."  The  arrow 
with  which  I  return  their  assault,  will  fall  poisonless,  though 
not  perhaps  pointless.  Mine,  I  trust,  will  be  true  lady's  archery, 
fair,  though  irregular;  my  aim  taken  in  the  garish  eye  of  day^ — 
my  name  announced — my  cognizance  blazoned — ^my  device 
known^-aad  my  heart  worn,  as  it  always  tias  been, 

,**  On  my  sleeve,  for  (even)  daws  to  peck  at/* 
•Thus  simply  armed  and  frankly  avowed,  unmasked,  unshielded 
but  by  truth,  jlone  in  the  midst  of  my  ambushed  foes,  I  take  my 
ground; 

<*  And  as  I  truly  figfat,  00  help  me  Heaven." 

The  accidental  ci|?cumstance  of  being  bom  and  educated  in  a 
land  stamped  with  the  impress  of  six  centuries  of  degradation*— 
the  natural  tendency  of  a  female  temperament  to  «  prompt,  un- 
calculating^sympathy — and  the  influence  of  that  stirring  quali^* 
called  indignation  (as  often  a  constitutional  as  a  moral  affection) 
— gave  a  direction  to  my  feelings,  and  a  colour  to  my  mind  and 
writings,  which  from  my  "  youth  upwards"  have  remained  un- 
changed and  inddible* 

Ireland,  the  country  of  my  birth  and  my  commiseration,  be- 
came, almost  in  childhood,  my  inspiration  and  my  theme ;  and 
with  little  reading,  less  judgment,  but  not  one  interested  view, 
ffor  when  was  youth  sordid?)  I  embraced  the  cause  of  the  Irish 
Catholics,  of  whom,  personally^  I  knew  not  one.  Beginning 
with  the  adaptation  of  some  old  Irish  melodies  to  old  Irish  tales, 
badly  translated,  I  pursued  my  vocation,  in  riper  years,  through 
a  series  of  national  novels,  which,  had  they  been  written  with 
aa  much  talent  as  zeal,  might  have  been  powerfully  efficacious 
in  the  cause  they  advocated.  Th^  had,  however,  a  rapid  cir- 
culation both  abroad  and  at  home;  and  they  excited  some  in- 
terest for  those  to  whose  service  they  were  devoted. 

Hidierto,  as  an  Irish  novelist,  all  my  politics  lay  in  my  heart: 
but  my  subsequent  visits  to  the  Contment,  by  extending  the 
sphere  of  observation,  induced  the  necessity  for  research.  I  saw 
much,  read  much,  heard  much  r  and  waa  aided  by  one  whose 
sound  judgment,  ^lUosophical  mind,  and  firm  principles,  were 
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well  calculated  to  correct  a  woman's  rapid  inferences,  and  keep 
down  the  tone  of  a  noveUst's  high-colouring  fancy:-— I  had, 
besides,  the  benefit  of  the  most  liberal  and  literary  society  in 
Europe* 

Under  circumstances  thus  favourable,  I  was  tempted  to  aban- 
don for  a  time,  the  track  of  inventive  composition ;  and  pro- 
duced successively  my  "  France"  and  "  Italy."  In  these  works 
I  attempted  to  expose  the  evils  of  despotic  governments,  in  op- 
position to  the  blessings  and  benefits  of  a  representative  govern- 
ment :— 4o  display  the  fatal  effects  of  a  powerful  and  intolerant 
superstition,  as  opposed  to  the  enlightened  doctrines  of  rational 
and  revealed  reli^on*  I  did  this  Tat  a  moment  when  the  dogmas 
of  Toryism  ran  highest)  at  all  risJcs  and  at  all  sacrifices.  Profit, 
pleasure,  and  distinction,  for  myself,  and  for  those  for  whose 
sake  they  would  have  been  most  valuable,  might  have  been  the 
recompense  of  a  more  prudent  direction  of  my  trifling  talents:* 
persecution,  privation,  and  calumny,  were  the  inevitable  result 
<  of  that  line  which,  with  more  honesty  than  discretion,  I  ▼olufl- 
taaily  adoptcd.f 

*  This  will  npt  appear  a  vain  boast,  when  the  miserable  atiift*  is  consideredt 
which  fills  the  penodical  sheets  of  the  ministerial  press ;  and  which  is  purchas- 
ed by  pensions^  places^  and  honours,  more  proportionate  to  the  sacrifice  of  prin- 
ciple and  of  respectabOity  required  for  its  proauction,  than  to  the  literary  talent 
cvmced  in  its  compostion.  Whoever  writes  for  the  interests  of  the  public,  must 
seek  his  reoompense  in  the  approbation  of  his  own  conscience.  "  Honours  and 
emoluments,"  (says  Lord  OrK>rd)  <«  are  in  the  gift  of  the  Crown.  The  Nation 
has  no  separate  treasury  to  rewara  its  friends." 

t  As  Beviewsy  political  and  literary,  in  France  and  England,  were  not  fbimd 
flufficiently  infTuential  in  suppressing  my  writmg^  whole  Tolumes  were  got  up 
by  the  Ultras  of  both  countnes.  One,  for  instance,  was  published  by  Colonel 
l>u  P >  now  a  member  of  the  Institute  of  France.  This  gentleman  intro- 
duced himself  at  my  house  in  Dublin,  (having  no  other  mode  Si  making  my  ac 
quaintancct)  where  be  was  hospitably  entertained,  and  presented  to  many  per.' 
sons  of  rank  and  fashion.  A  few  weeks  after  his  departare,  speared  his  book 
written  against  my  **  France."  When  Mr.  Du  P read  to  me  the  compli- 
mentary passages  in  the  opening  of  his  MS.  I  little  guessed  the  virulence  which 
was  to  be  displayed,  upon  a  pwefy  literary  topics  in  its  subsequent  pages. 

Much  about  ^e  same  time  appeared  another  work,  which  was  said  to  be  the 
production  of  the  same  person  who  translated  my  **  France"  so  falsely,  that  I  was 
eompelled  to  protest  against  it  in  the  French  journals ;  and  who  brought  out 
»  gurbled  translation  <n  Florence  Macarthy,  in  opposition  to  one  done  under 
my  own  eye,  to  which  he  prefixed  a  life,  less  fiutnful  and  veracious  than  the 
translation  itself. — At  the  expiration  of  three  ytm,  appeared  Mr.  Play&ir's 
«  France,  not  the  France  of  Lady  Mornyy  of  which  I  Know  nothing  but  from 
the  extracts  given  of  it  in  the  papers  (beii^  abroad  at  the  time  of  its  pubUca* 
tion).  In  tli^e  extracts,  however,  there  weve  the  foulest  falsifications  of  my 
text :  one  in  particular,  in  an  anecdote  respecting  my  fiiend  Madame  Jerome 
Boni^>arte  (Mrs.  Patterson  V 

Cnticisms  and  a  biograpny  of  me,  in  a  French  publication,  were  also  written, 
as  I  have  reason  to  know,  by  two  ladies  (Britidi)  of  notorious  charactei^  whom 
I  refused  to  viat. — Against  <'  Italy'^»  b^vy  pamphlet  has  appeared,  aoeunng 
me  of  **  calumnies"  against  Lord  Bentinck.  This  is  said  to  be  the  production  of 
a  militaiy  officer,  holding  distingmahed  appointments  under  the  British  Govei^- 
m^t. 
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Had  I,  in  the  works  alluded  to,  written  one  line  offensive  to 
public  morals,  it  would  have  been  amenable  to  the  laws ;  and 
the  laws  would  have  had  their  course.  Nay  more,  an  inquiat- 
tion  beyond  the  laws,  would  have  summoned  the  author  before 
its  star-chamber  tribunals ;  and  never  since  the  faggot  was 
kindled,  and  the  pile  raised,  for  the  unfortunate  female  victims 
of  the  ferocious  Jeffreys,"*  was  dame  or  damsel  so  roasted,  as 
the  author  of  "  France"  and  "  Italy"  would  have  been,  if  the 
familiars  of  this  new  holy  office  could  have  detected  her  in  any 
one  of  those  sins  ascribed  by  the  false  witnesses  of  the  ministe*^ 
rial  press  to  her  two  last  works. 

The  attack  made  on  "  France"  in  the  Quarterly  Review  is 
too  notorious  to  dwell  upon;  It  produced  an  effect  as  unex- 
pected by  the  author  as  the  critic :  it  assisted  to  hurry  on  the 
sale  of  the  work  it  was  intended  to  suppress ;  of  which  four 
editions  in  England,  two  in  France,  and  four  in  America,  were 
rapidly  exhausted.  Even  the  chiefs  of  the  Tory  party  affected, 
in  piAlic,  to  be  ashamed  of  the  clumsy  >  and  ungendemanly 
manner  in  which  their  work  was  done.  In  private,  however, 
they— asked  the  Reviewers  to  their  tables,  on  the  strengtfi  of 
such  exertions.  But  for  the  Quarterly,  with  respect  to  my 
writings,  it  has  ^  its  own  quietus  made,"  and  I  have  do«e 
with  it.t 

^^  Italy"  was  published  on  Uie  tw^itieth  of  June,  and  by  the 
twenty-third,  in  three  days,  ^  nay,  not  so  much,"  some  of  the 
journals,  hostile  to  libend  principles,  had  tried,  jui%ed,  and 
ccmdemned  it;  though  one  of  the  leading  faults  attributed  to  it 
was,  that  it  consisted  of  two  huge  quarto  volumes.  By  the  first 
of  July  it  was  abused  by  almost  every  ministerial  newspaper, 
journal,  and  magazine,  which  happened  to  be  on  service  during 
the  short  interval. 

And  now,  "  ye  wrath-enkindled  gentlemen^"  whose  rage  is 
excited,  and  whose  loyalty  is  got  up,  at — so  much  per  sdheet, 
who  review  without  reading,  and  are  read  without  being  re- 
viewed, I  would  call  you  ovelr 


<  Generally, 


Man  by  man,  according  to  the  scrip," 

♦  «  Two  women  were  condemned  to  be  burnt  tUive,  for  indulging  tlie  sweetest 
of  female  virtue»--compasston  for  the  distressed :  the  Lady  lisJe,  widow  of 
Lord  Lisle,  and  Mrs.  Gaxmt." — Sir  John  Dahymple,  Reign  of  James  the  Seoooct 
part  i.  book  ii.  -.-^ 

For  this  and  similar  acts,  James  appointed  JefAnQys  Lord  Chancellor  of  Eng- 
land on  his  return  from  the  circuit,  which,  in  allusion  to  its  atrocities,  the  Royal 
Stiftrt  was  wont  fiicetioiisly  to  call  **  Jeffrey's  campcugn !" 

f  The  auarterly  may  now  write  for,  or  agiimrt  me,  as  it  pleases^Vevf  (g£^. 
In  all  thatConcema  my  wrings,  it  hjv  re<|||ced  Itself  to  the  state  of  a  compa- 
triot of  mine,  of  inventive  notoriety;  who,  calling  one  day  at  dinner  for  bread, 
observed  to  his  neighbour,  "  I  have  told  that  fellow  I  want  bread  tvrenty  times." 
**  He  doesn't  believe  you,  dear,"  replied  his  ccHDpanion. 


LeUer  to  tJu  Meviewers  of  «  italy.*^  3  jl3 

and  I  would  show  you  oS  for  the  entertainment  of  the  public,  as 
showmen  eidiibit  apea,  not  for  their  beauty  or  utility,  but  for  the 
malignant  ingenuity  of  theirlbul  and  mischievous  tricks.  I  ^fould 
^^  stir  up  with  a  lon^  pole^'  that  heavy  nondescript,  the  Literary 
Gazette,*  floundermg  and  flouncing  in  the  shallows  of  its  own 
eternal  dulness ;  I  would  ^*  turn  out"  the  Morning  Post,  the  never- 
to-be-read,  and  always-to-be-laughed-at  Morning  Post,  which 
Ridicule  has  ^  marked  for  her  own ;  and  so  on  with  the  whole 
menaffert€y  but  that,  just  now,  I  have  not  time  to  do  equal  justice 
to  all,  and  give  ^^  to  each  his  due."  I  must  therefore  hold  you 
over,  as  sportsmen  bag  their  foxe^  for  a  future  chase ;  selecting 
from  your  number  one,  who  represents  you  all,  and  whose  review 
of  my  work,  made  up  of  dregs  extracted  from  the  crucibles  of 
the  Quarterly  and  of  Blackwood's  laboratory,  is  quintessential  in 
all  the  properties  by  which  each  is  distinguished  i^-^-the  thing  I 
allude  to  is  the  Edinburgh  Magazinef  or  Literary  Miscellany. 

Xhe  Edinburgh  Magazine !  Land  of  the  learned  and  the  libe- 
ral, land  of  the  Humes,  the  Robertsons,  the  Playfairs,  and  the 
Leslies,  can  you  suffer  the  time-honoured  name  of  your  lettered 
capiul  to  be  prefixed  to  such  a  thing  as  this  i  But  nations,  like 
heaven,  must  sometimes  submit  to  hear  themselves  profaned, 
and  to  have  their  venerated  names  taken  in  vain  for  the  worst 
of  purposes  and  in  the  worst  of  causes. 

And  now,  ^^  Room,  room,  brave  gallants*"  Trot  him  out  here 
on  his  ^  pasteboard  hobby,"  this  lord  of  literary  misrule,  this 

*  The  merary  Gazette^  vhich  was  carried  on  with  some  spirit  while  under  the 
direction  of  lir.  Colbom,  (now  the  pubfisher  of  decidedly  the  best  and  mom 
aimuiag:  Magazine  in  England,)  has  changed  its  character  since  it  fell  into  the 
hands  ^  the  present  editor,  who  has  taken  such  pains  to  prove,  not  only,  that  on 
finislMigr  the  Ist  vol.  of  my  work,  *<  the  reader  will  have  learnt  little  iJ>out  the 
Italiaii  cities,  and  nothing  at  all  about  the  nwnners  and  customs  of  their  inhabi- 
taints,"— not  only  that "  he  will  have  found  instruction  and  amusement  in  scarcely 
one"  of  my  pages,— but  that  Lord  Byron  is  no  original  poet! ! !— «nd  that  he 
should  not  be  reaid.  En-revanehe^  however,  he  has  always  a  stock  of  little 
Pocket  Poets,  of  his  own,  onliand,  which  he  fires  off  at  the  jpublic  with  various 
seducing  epithets :— one  i%  **a  modeit  geniu*/*  destined  for  immortality. 
Another  is  an  "  apostle  of  UienUure,*'  worthy  of  his  high  vocation!  A  third  is 
designated  as  **  that  gorgeouo  poet**  En-attendaniy  every  body  runs  after,  and 
reads.  Lord  Byron,  (as  well  they  may,)  and  nobodv  reads  the  poetical  proteges . 
of  the  Literary  Gazette,  except  the  editor  himself.  As  fiu*  as  I  have  been  aLle 
to  trace  the  iiraividuals  who  have  attacked  roe  antnyinously,  it  will  be  seen  that 
I  have  little  reason  to  be  ashamed  of  their  enmity.  This  editor  of  the  Literaiy 
Gazette,  one  of  my  bitterestlibellers,  notwithstanding  his  recent  outcries  against 
satbical  writings,  was  formerly  editor  of  that  notonous  periodical  work  **  The 
.  Saint,"  a  publication,-  which  to  name  is  to  describe .  Various  other  facts,  with 
which  I  am  acquainted,  relative  to  t)ie  history  of  tliis  ci-devant  reporter  of  the 
Morning  Post,  and  editor  of  the  Satirist,  would  fpo  a  great  way  towards  satis- 
fying the  public,  both  of  the  grounds  of  his  critiasnis  on  my  writings,  and  the 
weimt  that  is  due  to  them ;  but,  for  tbe  present,  I  forbear.  I  have  ascertained 
his  uteruy  identity,  and  that  is  sufficient.    Let  his  works  speak  for  themselves. 

t  << Edinburgh:  Printed  for  Archibald  Constable  and  Co.    Orders  for  th^ 
w«^  should  be  particularly  addressed  to  Loi^gman  and  Co.  London." 
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critical  Chronomastix*  of  the  Edinburgh  Magazine.  So  here 
he  comes,  backed  by  Messrs.  Constable  and  Co.  and  the  lon^ 
house  of  Longman ;  who,  as  they  accompany  their  champion  to 
the  lists,  and  in  their  own  names  present  him  his  ^  three-comerM 
heater"  or  ^*  round  rondash/'  to  shield  him  in  the  aSray,  must 
e'en  abide  the  issue. 

«  Let  the  appellant's  tmmpet  sound,** 
The  pubhc  <<  shall  decide  the  Actor's  chi^ahy." 

EDINBURGH  MAGAZINE,  JULY  1821.t 
« Italy,  hy  Lady  MorganJ'^ 

."  I  trust,"  says  Lady  Morgan,  "  that,  in  a  woman^s  work4  sex 
nuiY  plead  its  privilege  ;  and  that,  if  the  heart  will  occasionally 
make  itself  a  party  in  the  concern^  its  intrusions  may  be  pardoned, 
as  long  as  the  facts  detailed  are  backed,  beyond  the  possibility  of 
dispute,  by  the  authority  of  contemporary  testimoniesJ*^  We  have 
always  been  accustomed  to  consider  the  words  **  privilege  of  Far- 
liament^^  as  the  most  va^e  and  uncertain  that  the  English  language, 
or  the  English  constitution,  can  boast  of.  In  this  opinion  we  have 
erred.  Lady  Morean  has  practically  demonstrated,  that,  of  all  the 
salvos  ever  enterea,  to  impose  on  tne  credulity,  or  propitiate  the 
favour,  of  mankind,  that  oi '*  privilege  ofsex*^  is  the  most  conveni- 
ently and  mischievously  general  and  comprehensive.  Is  a  jolterhead 
of  a  country  member  laughed  at  by  an  opposition  print,  wherein  his 
folly,  his  Ignorance,  his  ductility,  or  nis  corruption,  are  animad- 
verted on  as  they  deserve  ?  he  rises  in  his  |llace— denounces  the 
daring  offender — ^pleads  **  privilege  of  Parliament"*— and  ends  with 
a  motion,  which  is  generally  carried,  for  providing  the  would-be 
patriot  with  cool  apartments  in  Newgate.  Here,  however,  the 
matter  rests.  The  session  of  Parliament  and  the  durance  of  the 
patriot  terminate  together;  and  the  sinner  issues  forth  from  his 

*  <'  Chronomastix,  a  genuine  name,  it  would  seem  for  the  herd  of  libellists  who 
infested  those  times,"  W,  Gijford,  E»^,  in  his  Edit,  of  B.  Jonsm. 

f  As  my  work  on  Italy  could  not  have  reached  Edinbux^h  in  time  to  have  been 
i-ead  and  reviewed  for  the  July  number  of  the  Edv>bui*gh  Magazine,  I  have  rea- 
son to  think  It  watfVnanufactured  in  Lo^^don.  It  smells  of  the  Quarte-iy  creature  ! 
and  whole  phrases  of  abuse  and  invective  applied  to  me  in  the  review  of  **  Italy," 
have  been  already  applied  by  William  Gifllord,  Esq.  inhis^ttriot»  cation  of  Ben 
Jonson,  to  the  victims  of  (to  use  a  term  of  his  own  apphed  to  Hurd)  his  <*  m- 
mne  criticism** — the  Malones,  Whalleys,  &c.  &c.  For  instance — '^  What  ta- 
^lage  of  reprobation  is  tiiffidcntly  strong  to  mark  the  portentous  ignorance,  "wkich 
could  deliberately  aJSrm  that  tRe  homely  and  unadorned  interiade  in  the  Tsarsn 
exceeded  in  the  splendour  of  its  exlubitiion  that  of  iV  the  masks  of  Jonaon?**-— 
JSTotes  on  the  Mash  of  the  Vision  of  Delight. — ^Here  is,  word  for  vrard,  the  f*  lan- 
guage of  reprobation"  used  to  **  that  Iri^  woman**  in  the  Edinbuigh  Magacine. 

"  Lord^that  a  monster  should  be  such  a  natural!" — Tempest. 
4  One  would  imagine,  that  this  extract  wis  taken  from  a  preparatory  pansg^ 
in  my  work,  in  which  I  pleaded  sex  in  abatement  of  all  criticism  upon  the  woik 
generally ;  whereas,  in  net,  it  is  an  obsesvation  made  b v  the  bye,  on  the  subject 
of  Milan,  where  the  hospitalities  I  received,  and  the  mendship  I  ez]>eriehced, 
might,  perhaps,  have  prejudiced  my  judgment*  and  harried  memto  unintention- 
al errors. 
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opprobrioas  den  to  commit  new  trespadses,  without,  perhaps,  en- 
countering fresh  castigatton.  But  does  an  ambnlatinff  scribbler  of 
liad  novels  indite  two  goodly  quartos,  every  page  of  which,  almost, 
is  sprinkled  orer  with  more  or  less  of  Nonsense,  Ignorance,  Inde- 
cency, Irreligion,  Jacobinism,  and  Prem^itated  Perversion  of 
Facts?  it  is  immediateljr  hoped  and  "  trusted  that  ssx  may  plead 
its  PRIVILEGE,  and  that,  if  the  heart  make  itself  a  party  in  the  eon- 
eem,  its  intnisions  maybe  pardoned !"  In  the  former  instance,  the 
offence,  real  or  ima^nary,  meets  with  a  punishment  in  some  degree 
suitable  and  proper;  whereas,  in  the  latter,  after  every  better 
principle  of  our  nature  has  been  ootra^ed--«fter  the  laws  and 
institutions  of  our  country,  and  our  religion,  have  been  traduced 
and  vilified— after  the  inveterate,  the  mortal  foes  of  truth,  reli- 
gion, and  social  order,  have  been  held  up  as  paraeons  of  philosophy, 
patriotism,  and  virtue-Hifter  we  have  toiled  uirough  blasphemy 
^d  Jacobinism,  calumny  and  falsehood,— we  are  immediately 
called  upon  to  respect  *'  the  privilege  of  sex  P^  and,  on  pain  of  be- 
ing branded  with  inexpiable  cowardice,  to  refrain  from  making  a 
single  tilt  against  such  an  enormous  delinquent,  merely  because, 
forsooth,  the  **  work"  is  **  a  woman's !"  The  age  of  chivalry,  alas ! 
is  gone  by;  and  '^a  woman's  work"  against  which  sucn  grave 
charges  are  laid,  must,  no  less  than  a  man's,— had  any  man  ever 
written  such  a  mass  of  revolting  jargon  and  abomination, — submit 
to  the  dissecting  knife  of  criticism.  To  give  Lady  Morfl;an  the 
full  benefit  of  our  strictures,  however,  we  shall  take  care  to  be  most 
rigidly  methodical." 

Thus  far  the  accuser;  his  charge  preferred  against  the  ac- 
cused amounting  to  this— ^*  that  she  is  an  ambulatory  scribbler 
of*  bad  novels !— of  nonsense ! — ignorance ! — indecency ! — irre- 
ligion!— ^Jacobinism !— and  premeditated  perversion  of  facts! — 
one  who  has  outraged  every  better  principle  of  nature !  traduced 
and  vilified  the  laws,  institutions,  and  religion  of  her  country  !-^ 
that  she  is  an  abettor  of  the  mortal  foes  of  social  order! — a 
retaikr  of  blasphemy! — Jacobinism! — calumny! — and  false- 
hood!— and  the  author  of  a  mass  of  revolting  jargon  and  abo- 
mination!!"—And  this,  the  accuser  calleth  ''^giving  the  ac- 
cused  the  full  benefit  of  his  strictures  HP'*-^ And  now  to  the 
proofs.    The  Reviewer  gives  them  in  the  following  order: 

**  1.  NoNSENSEd-— To  convince  our  readers  that  we  do  not  dive 
very  deep  for  examples  under  this  category,  we  shall  transcribe  the 
very  first  sentence  of  this  monstrous  literary  abortion.  **  The/a6fes 
of  antiquity  have  assigned  to  the  Peninsula  of  Italy  a  golden  age; 
and  history,  sufficiently  V0gue  but  better  accredited]  has  peopled  its 
Eden  plains  with  confederated  tribes  ;  and  has  covered  regions  yriih 
numerous  flocks  and  plenteous  harvests,  where  desolation  now 
reigns  over  pestilential  marshes."  Here  we  have  "  fables"  **  as- 
signing a  golden  age  to  a  peninsula;"  and  "history,"  at  once 
"vague"  and  "accredited,"  "  peopling  Eden  plains  with  confederated 
tribes!" — ^that  is,  "confederated"  before  they  "peopled  the  Eden 
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plains;"  thaurii  where  this  *' confederacy'^  was  first  entered  intoi 
this  petticoatra  ultra-radical  has  not  deigned  to  inform  us.  In  the 
sentences  that  follow  in  continuation*  we  meet  with  «  Europe  sod- 
juf^Aed  (enslaved)  to  slavery," — ^^a  race  of  a  momld  and  JUrrt 
swcarmin^  and  t»o2atiii^»" — and  ''  an  unknown  product  from  the 
foundery  of  a  new  creation  thinninjg  the  ranks  of  a  refined  degene- 
racy !'' — ^In  pa^  S,  **  conquest"  is  said  to  be  **  consolidated  by 
usurpation."  This  is  one  of  a  thousand  instances  of  inversion  of 
understanding  that  miriit  be  selected  from  the  volumes  before  us. 
We  bee  to  inform  Miladi,  that  **  conquest"  ^  consolidates  usur- 
pation," not  usurpation  conquest  Bonaparte  was  a  successful 
usurper,  only  because  he  was  a  great  conqueror.  Where  did  Liad  v 
Morgan  discover  that  **  the  paradise"  (Italy  we  presume)  **  lured" 
(what  ?)  *'  from  the  plains  of  Egypt"  We  dare  say  there  are  Gyp- 
sies in  Italy  as  elsewhere ;  but  we  really  never  heard  that  Ptolemy 
had  every  reigned  in  that  eountry,  altnourii  we  would  be  under- 
stood to  speak  with  great  deference^  to  her  Ladyship,  who  ia  obvi- 
ously very  learned  in  ancient  history,  having  discovered  msuj  facts 
which  had  totally  escaped  the  more  obtaise  perceptions  of  her 

Kidecessors.  In  page  7  we  axe  informed  that  **  hecatombs  of 
man  lives  were  offered  up  on  the  ratification  of  this  alliance," 
(that  between  Eugenius  III,  and  the  Emperor  Frederick  Barbarossa,) 
"  on  the  feast  of  St  Peter  and  St  Paul."  What !  was  this  alliance 
ratified  by  human  sacrifices  ?  We  confess  we  cannot  discover  a 
fflimpse  of  meaning  in  this  odd  piece  of  exa^eration  and  nonsense- 
There  is  not  a  whisper  in  history  to  justify  such  an  assertion. 

And  is  this  the  ignoramus  you,  Messrs.  Constable  and  Co. 
have  employed  to  review  books  of  travels^-to  whom  you  have 
committed  the  destiny  of  your  literary  miscellany  ?  Oh,  fie ! 
Messrs.  Constable  and  Co. !  Though  your  Reviewer  personifies 
pretension, 

—  •*  His  discourse  peremptory. 

His  tongue  filed,  and  nis  generai  behaviour 

Vain,  and  thrasonical,'* 

yet  his  ignorance  appears  through  every  line,  and  he  obviously 
throws  himself  for  information  on  the  author  he  reviles,— -upon 
the  ^^ petttcoated  ultra-radical  author y'' — with  an  unconscious 
simplicity  that  is  very  amusing.  What!  has  he  read  nothing 
on  the  early  story  of  Italy?  Well,  then,  let  him  look  into  Virgil, 
Macrobius,  Micali,  Pignotti;  and  in  those  writers,  ancient  and 
modem,  who  have  treated  on  the  aboriginal  state  of  Italy,  he 
will'  find  the  authorities  of  all  I  have  asserted  on  the  ^^  golden 
age,  assigned  by  fables  to  Italy.^'  Ai^  one  of  the  young  men 
of  the  University  of  Edinburgh  will  point  out  the  passages 
alluded  to,  and  one  among  them  perhaps  will  translate^  for  him 

*  Notwithstanding  one  word  of  Greek,  and  a  few  lines  of  Latin,  whidi  this 
Chronomastix  has  borrowed  to  enrich  his  critique  upon  Italy,  it  is  veiy  evident 
by  his  shameful  blunders,  that  he  is  utterly  ignorant  of  modem  Isciguages.  The 
Quarterly  Review,  denying  that  there  was  such  a  phrase  as  *«  bouquet  d*arbre<* 
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(which  I  cannot  stop  to  do)  thfe  following  paragraph ;  in  itself 
a  sufficient  authority  for  all  I  have  advanced  on  the  subject: — 
**  I  poeti  chiamarano  secol  (Toro  ii  tempo  di  quel  rcg^ii  che  la 
lor  fantasia  scppe  ahbellire  con  le  piu  seducenti  narazioni^  tnentre 
che  la  riconoscenza  nazi&nale  collQcd  in  ctelo  i  nomi  di  quei  bene- 
fattori  delV  umanita*"* — L'ltalia  avanti  il  dominio  dei  Romani. 

threw  the  Ultras  into  dismay :  but  he^is  a  gentleman  mistaking  the  common 
Italian  placard/  *'quanvendeacqua  vita,'*  which  travellers  read  over  every  pot- 
house trom  Susa  to  Naples,  for  a  "  mixture  of  French  and  Latin  t"  because 
"  vetyie**  (pronounced  vendey)  looks  like  the  French  •»  vendj'*  and  "  acqtia  vita" 
reminds  him  of  the  Latin  **aqwi  viu,"  And  on  this  presumption  he  declares 
that  I  know  nothing  of  languages!  In  like  manner  he  ooserves,  that  the  custom- 
house officers  woiud  say,  "  ffa  id  qualche  cosa  per  la  dogana  ?'*  and  not,  as  I 
have  put  it,  "  JSTiente  per  la  dogana  ?"  If  any  Scotch  teacher  of  Italian,  in  a 
provincial  boarding-school,  has  told  the  Reviewer  this,  he  has  misled  him.  Any 
Scotchman  who  has  been  in  Italj  (and  I  have  met  many  accomplished  penons 
of  thai  nation  abroad^  will  set  him  ri0[ht  on  this  head.  The  gruff,  smoky  Doga^ 
niero,  w^ho  presents  lumself  at  the  carriage  window,  and  raises  his  hand,  without 
taking  the  trouble  of  raising  his  eyes,  frequently  permits  nothing  more  than  an 
interrogating  "  niente  ?*'  to  slide  out  of  one  comer  of  his  mouth,  while  the  fumes 
of  his  pipe  evaporate  at  the  other.  As  he  usually  speaks  the  dialect  of  his  own 
state, .  Jiis  Italian  never  reaches  to  the  elegant  Tuscan  <*  ha  Id,**  This  it  is  to 
review  books  of  travels,  without  knowing  any  thing  of  the  countries  of  which 
they  treat.  All  the  re^iaxks  on  my  French  are  equalfy  inaccurate, — ^for  instance, 
tlie  Reviewer  says,  the  "  Coup  de  plat  de  tabre^*  is  wtong ;  that  Lady  Morgan 
should  have  written,  "  Coup  du  plat  de  sabre."  The  phrase,  however,  is  to  be 
ibund,  precisely  as  I  wrote  it,  tn  the  Dictionnaire  de  PAcadevdef  and  in  the 
"  Dictionnaire  critique  de  la  langue  Frangaiae.*'  This  blunder  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Magazine  Reviewer  being  mentioned  to  an  old  French  officer,  he  ob- 
served, *•  Si  l*on  voulut  dire,  gu'un  pertonne  a  regu  Ic  coup  d^un  autre,  en  ditant, 
il  itd  a  donn^  un  coup  avec  le  plat  du  sabre,  cela  voulut  exprimer  que  ce  n*etait 
pas  avec  le  tranchant,  que  Pindividu  futfrdppi  /  vium  avec  le  plat  du  sabre  i  coup 
de  plat  de  sabre,  est  la  phrase  miHtaire  pour  un  eapece  de  chdtitnent  militaire,  trop 
connu  de  nos  armies  sous  Vancien  regime,** 

But  this  is  nothing— he  has  invented  sentiments  for  me,  expressive  of  the  most 
shameless  libertinism  that  ever  disgraced  any  work,  male  or  female ;  such  as 
*•  Lady  Morgan  calls  having  but  one  wife  at  a  time,  a  privation  of  virtue."  J 
appeal  from  this/<i&«  vdtness,  to  the  readers  of  **  Italy.  — ^Another  fabrication, 
equally  gross,  is  the  following :  **  With  all  the  self-satisfied  assurance  of  the  most 
complete  vanity,  she  tells  us,  tliat  Hannibal,  according  to  Livy,  crossed  the  Alps 
bjr  Mount  Cenis."  I  refer  the  reader  to  vol.  first,  page  24.  The  passage  thus 
misconstrued,  purposely  and  knowingly,  is  as  follows :  **  From  such  a  site  as 
this  Hannibal  halted  his.Carthag^nians,  and  pointed  to  the  recompense  of  all  their 
arduous  undertakings — ^from  such  a  site  as  this,  tlie  Lombard  Xlbion  passed," 
&c.  &c.  &c. 

**  The  moon  shines  bright— »n  such  a  night  as  this, 
Troilus  methinks  mounted  the  Trojan  wall." 

— **  In  such  a  night 
Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand ;" 

says  Lorenzo  ajid  Jessica — and  yet,  they  did  not  mean  to  say,  that  on  that  par- 
ticular  night  in  which  they  were  seated  in  Fostia's  garden,  Tboilus  *<  sighed 
his  soul  to  Cressida^"— or  Dido 

^  Waved  her  love  to  come  again  to  Carthage." 
Of  Livy,  his  name,  or  authority,  there  is  not  a  single  -word; — and  yet  this  is  the 
way  I  have  been  always  reviewed!  the  object  being,  cmite  qui  cmtte,  to  stop  the 
sale  of  my  works,  and  prevent  my  wri^g  at  all. 
Vol.  n.  No.  10.— 1821.  2  T' 
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From  the  same  sources  he  tnay  derive  information  on  the 
early  confederacy  of  the  Italian  States;  of  which  Micali  ob- 
serves, "  Tutti  questi  popoli  riuntti  con  vtncoli  d^una  commune 
origine^  tradevanOy  cid  nan  ostante^  dalla  religione  e  daila  poHtica^ 
i/  principal  fondamen$o  deiia  lor  concordta  sotto  la  tutelar  cus- 
todia  di  una  nazione  confederata."  vol.  I.  p.  149. 

"  We  meet  (observes  this  Pseudo-Reviewer)  with  Eiu'ope 
subjugated  (enslaved)  to  slavei^."  But  according  to  my  Irish 
bog4atin,  ^^  subjugated,"  from  its  derivation,  means  literally 
^^  passed  under  the  yoke !"  It  is  related  that  the  Romans  did 
so  upon  an  occasion-^ 

"Patience  per  force  with  wilful  choler  meetiiig;" 

but  they  were  not  therefore  enslaved !  The  Reviewer  is  referred 
to  any  Roman  History  (abridged  for  the  use  of  Young  Ladies). 

^^  In  page  3,"  adds  this  Captain  O'Blunder  of  the  Edin- 
burgh,—-^^ in  page  3,  Conquest  is  said  to  be  consolidated  by 
Usurpation ;  but  I  beg  to  inform  Miladiy*  that  Conquest  con- 
solidates  Usurpation !" 

Oh,  my  Chn>nomastix,  you  may  "  tell  that  to  the  Marines,'' 
but  the  Caesars  and  the  Napoleons  would  never  have  believed 
you !  They  were  Conquerors  first — Emperors  afterwards ;  and 
they  consolidated  the  conquests,  which  gave  them  an  influenq^ 
over  the  opinions  of  their  fellow  citizens,  by  usurpations,  which 
gave  them  power  over  their  rights* 

"  Where?  (continues  mon  imperturbable /)  where  did  Lady 
Morgan  discover  that  the  Paradise  (Italy,  we  presume,)  lured 
from  the  plains  of  Egypt  ?"  &c.  &c.  &c.— Call  you  this  review- 
ing ? — ^'^  Call  you  this  backing  your  friends ! ! !"  Messrs.  Con- 
stable and  Co.  i  Why,  Goodman  Dull^  Lady  Morgan  found  it 
in  such  works  as  her  Reviewer  evidently  never  beard  of— in 
Buonarroti — ^in  Maffei — in  Mazzochi — ^who  all  differ  in 
some  respects,  though  all  agree  that  the  early  inhabitants  of  Italy 
had  their  origin  in  ancient  emigration.  "  Chi  la  ripete  dalP 
Egitto  !  rsays  Pignotti)— c^i  dai  Canei  /  cht  da  questi  e  das 
Feneci^^  &c.  &c.  &c.  &c. 

•*  In  page  7  we  are  informed,  (continues  the  Reviewer  of  •*  Italj^,") 
that  "  hecatombs  of  Roman  lives  were  offered  up  on  the  ratification 
of  this  alliance  between  Eueenius  III.  and  the  Emperor  Frederick 
Barbarossa,  on  the  feast  of  St  Peter  and  St  Paul !— What,  was  this 
alliance  ratified  by  blood  ?  we  confess  we  cannot  discover  a  glimpse 

*  This  epithet  of  "  MUadi"  is  meant  to  be  wit,  but  it  cannoft  pass  for  origi- 
nality^  It  has  been  worn  threadbare  in  the  service  of  Blackwood's  Ifagudne, 
who  received  it,  a  little  the  worse  for  wear,  from  his  Dublin  contributor:  thence 
it  passed  to  the  «  Morning  Post  ;*»  and  is  yet  deemed  worthy  of  adoption  bv  thr 
Editor  of  the  Edinbuigli  Magazine.  But  wit  is  like  cookery,— 
— —  •*  Et  souvenez  vous  bien, 
Qu^un  diner  ri«luHiff€  ne  valut  jamais  rien."— ^di2^f/. 
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•f  meanins  in  this  odd  piece  of  exa^ration  and  nonsense.  There 
is  not  a  whisper  in  history  to  justify^such  an  assertion." 

To  this  I  answer,  not  in  the  History  of  ^  Jack  the  Giant 
killer" — ^but  there  is,  in  the  splendid  "  History  of  the  Italian 
Republics,"  by  Sismondi — and  in  all  other  histories,  which 
treat  of  this  notorious  epoch  of  the  middle  ages.  ^^  Man  Cousin, 
voili  un  belle  occasion  pour  apprendre  a  Itre*'^ — as  D' Argenson 
said  to  the  illiterate  Bignon,  when  he  was  appointed  librarian 
to  the  King. 

'*  In  page  17  we  meet  (observes  my  Bignon)  with  the  following 
pa&sage: 

'  For  whfle  the  classical  annals  of  Italy,  with  all  their  vices  find 
criines,  make  a  part  of  the  established  education  of  England,  the  far 
nobler  history  of  the  Italian  RepttUies,  les  sieeles  des  mMtes 
igmor^s^  remains  but  little  known.'-— It  is  impossible  to  deternine 
whether  ignorance  or  nonsense  predominates  in  this  passage.  The 
classical  annals  of  Italy,  of  which  Lady  Morean  knows  about  as 
much  as  the  man  in  the  moon,  do  certainly  majLe  a  part  of  the  es- 
tablished education  of  Enjgla^id,  and  we  rejoice  that  this  is  the  case ; 
but  we  should  certainly  insult  the  understandings  of  our  readers, 
were  we  to  attempt  to  vindicate  the  study  of  the  classical  annals 
of  Italy,  teeming  as  they  do  with  great  and  immortal  examples  of 
patriotism  and  virtue,  or  to  expose  *'  the  portentous  ignorance  which 
could  describe"*  the  study  of  the  history  of  the  puny,  ferocious,  and 
sanguinary  Republics  of  Italy— -of  the  crimes  of  such  men  as  the 
Dvic  de  Valentino,  and  Popes  Alexander  and  Clement — as  far  nobler 
than  that  of  Numa,  of  Tarquin,  of  Brutus,  of  Ceesar,  of  Pompey,  of 
Augustus,  or  of  Cicero." 

The  puny  Republics  of  Italy ! !  What  then,  I'  ask,  was  the 
state  of  Rome  in  the  times  of  the  Numas  and  Tarquins  ?  A 
cluster  of  wicker  huts,  resembling  the  miserable  creaghts  of  the 
Irish  Rapparees :  while  the  marble  capitals  of  Italy,  the  glorious 
works  of  the  Orcagnas,  the  Bramantes,  and  the  Michael  An- 
gelos,  still  attest  the  splendour  of  the  Republics  of  the  middle 
ages,  their  wealth,  extent,  and  civilization.  For  the  Valentinos, 
the  Alexanders,  and  the  Clements,  devoted  tp  execration  as  they 
are  in  the  pages  of  **  Italy"  (where  probably  the  Reviewer  first 
learnt  any  thing  about  them),  they  were  much  of  the  same  sort 
of  persons  as  £e  Numas  and  the  Tarquins-^and  I  should  like 
to  know,  par  par enthese,  which  of  the  Tarquins  is  the  Tory  re- 
viewers favourite  and  model  for  the  study  of  British  youth) — 
like  them,  impostors  and  tyrants,  affecting  a  divine  right  to 
trample  on  the  liberties  of  mankind.  Their  system  was  long 
continued  in  Europe :— in  Englafid  it  ended  with  the.  Stuarts ; 
and  not  all  the  Tor)*  magazines  in  Great  Britain — ^not  even 
^  ours^^  of  Edinburgh,  will  bring  it  back, 

*•  TW  inclination  be  a»  thorp  a»  'fvnlL** — 

*  See  note  in  Bdinbuigfa  Magmzine. 
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But  the  examples  of  study  held  up  by  the  accused  in  her  work, 
are  not  the  Valentines  and  Alexanders — they  are  the  Capponi, 
the  Strozzi,  the  Kucccllai — ^the  Sydneys,  Russells,  and  Hamp- 
<)ens  of  the  Republics  of  Italy. 

"  Leonardo  da  Vinci"  (says  the  Reviewer,  who  accuses  me  of 
nonsense)  "  employed  upon  his  Supper  J  Our  readers  will  doubt- 
less feel  curious  to  know  how  long  tnis  learned  painter  was  occu- 
pied in  eating  his  supper ! ! !  We  blush  to  say  we  really  cannot 
satisfy  them  11 !" 

"  Leonardo's  Supper,"  it  is  well  known,  is  the  common  as  well 
as  technical  term  given- to  Da  Vinci's  picture,  and  not  "  Leo- 
nardo's great  master-piece,  Christ's  last  Supper,"  as  the  Chro- 
nomastix  of  the  £dinburgh  Magazine  supposes.  AnH  does  the 
Reviewer  blush  here  ?  Let  him  keep  his  reviev^g  blushes  for 
greater  instances  of  ignorance  than  he  has  yet  betrayed ;  for  I 
have  not  yet  done  with  him. 

"  3.  Indecency. — This  may  appear  an  extraordinary  category 
under  which  to  class  the  sins  of  *  a  womarCs  work;^  yet  truth  com- 
pels us  to  speak  out.  Many  of  the  passages  in  this  book  ar»  of  a 
Kind  to  shame  a  rake  of  any  sense  and  judgment ;  and  whenever  au 
opportunity  occurs,  we  invariably  find  her  Ladyship  sporting  her 
badinage,  her  lascivious  descriptions,  and  double  entendres,  with  a 
freedom,  facility,  and  expertness,  that  may  startle  weak  nerves. 
We  shall  only  produce  one  of  the  least  exceptionable  instances  of 
this  sort  of  transgressions,  and  refer  our  readers  to  the  rest  We 
dare  not  pollute  our  pages  with  the  odious  stuff*  which  this  ultra- 
radical in  petticoats  aisports  so  much,  con  amove, 

•  Wishing  to  visit  the  triumphal  arch  at  Susa,  (the  first  and  almost 
the  last  perfect  monument  of  antiquity  to  be  seen  in  Italy  till  Rome 
is  reached,)  we  were  told  that  it  stood  in  the  gardens  of  the  Gover- 
nor, behind  the  fort.  On  ascending  to  its  gates,  we  were  received  by 
a  veteran,  who,  for  a  trifling  douceur,  admitted  us  within  the  walls, 
and  presented  us,  not  to  the  *  warder  bold,'  but  to  the  Govemor^s 
housekeeper.  The  keys  of  the  fortress  seemed  to  hang  from  her 
smart  French  apron,  and  some  visitants  might  have  found  that  there 
was  <  more  peril  in  her  eye  than  fifty  of  their  swords.'  There  was 
a  saucy  mock  humility  about  her,  indicating;  one,  whujhough  hired 
to  serve,  remained  to  rule.  As  we  returned,  under  her  escort,  from 
visiting  the  arch,  we  encountered  the  Governor,  a  most  admirable 
dramatic  figure,  in  full  uniform  and  powdered  toupee.  *  Shall  I 
present  you  P'  said  she,  and,  without  waiting  our  answer,  tripped  up 
to  him,  continuing,  '  Here  are  two  Signori,  [does  her  Ladyship 
mean  two  gentlemen  ?*3  who  wish  extremely  to  sec  your  Belvedere.* 

*  Np,  hc^  Ladyship  means  to  g!ve  the  Italian  idiom  as  an  Italian  ^oke  it ; 
"  Signori"  is  the  terni  always  addressed  to  a  company  of  both  sexes— The  "Ad- 
dio,  Signori,"  the  Italian  salute,  on  entering  a  room  where  both  sexes  are  pre- 
sent, (tantamount  to  Good-day,  ladies— gentlemen)  was,  1  remember,  always 
translated  into  French  by  one  of  our  Florentine  visiters^  (ambitious  of  speakirig^ 
that  language)  by  «  Ifonjour,  Mcsnmrt," — ^Such  ignorance  as  this  critique  in- 
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The  wreh  look  with  which  she  said  this*  let  us  into  the  secret  of  the 
Governor,  that  his  belvedere  was,  for  the  present,  his  cheval  de 
battaille.  It  was  a  little  pavilion  at  the  extremity  of  a  bastion :  be- 
neath were  the  Fas  [Qu«re  pays]  de  Suze,*  and  the  vales  of  Pied- 
mont ;  above  hung  the  snowj  Alps ;  and  torrents  fell,  and  streams 
.  trickled,  on  every  side.  The  Governor  was  the  very  epitome  of  the 
Vieille  Cour,  He  walked  with  his  hat  off,  showed  us  his  flower- 
knots,  and  praised  the  English,  by  whose  advice  and  whose  assist- 
ance fortresses  once  more  rose,  and  gallant  governors  and  pretty 
housekeepers  ruled  them*  Nothing  could  be  more  theatric  than  the 
whole  scene.  The  old  sentinel,  with  one  arm,  smoking  his  pipe, 
under  a  broken  arch ;  an  old  gardener,  in  a  faded  regimental,''  occ. 

The  proofs  given  in  the  counts  of  this  indictment  of  indeanicy 
are  marked  in  reprobating  italics^ — they  are  '*  Housekeeper  P^^^ 
"  Mired  to  serve ^  remained  to  ruleV--^^  Arch  look  I W'* — ^'^  Che^ 
vaJ  de  battaillemr—'^  Pas  de  Suzeinr—^^  Vieille  courlir 
aad  "  Gallant!!!!'' 

Alas !  for  such  phrases  as  these  am  I  to  incur  the  odium  of 
indecency? — the  worst  a  woman  can  sustain,  the  last  she  would 
choose  to  bear ! — Indecency !  These  are  curious  times  ! — 
Princes  might  recall,  if  they  would,  the  days  and  manners  of  the 
Charleses  and  the  Louises ! — ^they  might  take  a  mistress  from 
the  stage,  or«hoose  her  from  the  Red  Bench,  and  exhibit  the 
offspring  of  their  illicit  loves  in  public  and  in  private  society, 
and  yet  I  doubt  if  one  of  those  moral  censors,  those  pure  sup- 
porters of  the  "  social  order"  who  fall  foul  of  my  "  indecent 
anecdote,"  and  write  down  "  Housekeeper^'  in  Italics,  would 
even,  by  inference,  or  inuendo,  attack  these  privileged  violators 
of  decency  an#  decorum ! 

<'  My  simple  truth  must  be  abused 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks,'' 

for  the  purpose  of  intimidating  the  ignorant  and  the  shallow 
from  reading  a  work,  where  the  nefarious  system,  by  which 
alone  such  creatures  can  thrive  and  flourish,  is  courageously 
attacked,!  and  frankly  exposed. 


(as  the 


djcates,  would  disgrace  the  editorship  of  a  two-penny  ballad.  Have  the  **  Sij^- 
nori^'  Constable  and  Co.  no  Italian  corrector  of  the  press,  to  correct  also  their 
Reviev/cr  ? 

•  Quaere  pays.") — ^This  «« qucre  pays"  is  worth  millions ! ! ! — Est4l potrible^ 
the  stupid  Prince  of  Denmark  used  to  say  to  his  father-in-law,  James  the 
Second,  upon  all  extraordinary  events, J  Ett-il  posiibfe,  that  a  Reviewer,  hired 
by  such  publishers  as  Messrs.  Constable  and  Co. — whose  **  communications" 
probably  were  ^  particuiarly  addressed  to  Longman  and  Company,  London," 
should  make  a  ^vxm.  on  the  **Pa»  de  Suze ////** — Should  he  start  a  doubt  on 
the  J'as  de  Calais,  he  is  lost !  Even  Messrs.  Constable  and  Longman  will  find 
him  out  on  that  point — ^that  will  be  2ifaux-ptu  indeed ! 

j-  This  art  was  fu'st  resorted  to  by  the  Quarterly,  and  it  then  invented  that 
odious  calunmy  by  a  distortion  of  facts,  which  Mr.  Playfair  has  copied,  and  which 
has  been  kindly  refuted  by  some  generous  person  whom  I  do  not  know,  in  the 
Gazette  Historical,  Politieal,  and  Litcraiy,  of  July  9, 1820.  I  £^ve  the  passage : — 
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The  next  charge  brought  forward  by  the  Reviewer  i 

Irrelioion  ! ! ! — **  In  page  3,  vol.  I,"  he  says,  «  the  Christiav 
Church  is  described  as  founded  in  sacrifice,  &c  &c^— This  is  pretty 
distinct  as  to  her  Ladyship's  cr^ed ;  and  thoueh  compelled  to  do  so 
in  justification,  we  cannot  but  solicit  the  indulgence  of  all  serious 
and  religious  persons,  who  may  take  the  trouble  to  wade  throodi 
this  article,  for  contaminating  our  pages  with  the  following, — ^the 
last  extract  which  we  shall  produce  under  this  head, — rererring 
merely  to  the  pages  where  further  examples  may  be  found  in  abun- 
dance, by  all  those  who  desire  more.  '  Meantime,  some  devotee, 
who  paid  dearly  for  the  privilege,  tottered  under  the  burden  of  an 
immense  black  Christ,  larger  than  life ;  while  another  pious  athlete 
bore  a  white  Christ  of  equal  dimensions !'  Vol.  I.  p.  S49.  At  his 
leisure,  the  reader  who  desires  further  specimens,  may  consult  the 
following  pages  of  VoL  L  225, 30, 188, 200,  and  249 ;  and  of  Vol.  If. 
86, 149,  ir9,  £11,  274,  and  412.  This  last  is  quite  horrible,  and, 
except  this  woman,  there  is  not,  we  are  convinced,  another  English 
writer  that  would  have  penned  so  atrocious  an  outrage  on  all  reli- 
gion and  decency.  Our  very  blood  almost  curdled  to  read  it.  But 
we  must  advance  with  our  ungrateful  examination." 

The  anecdote  given  in  this  insulated  and  distorted  way,  is  part 
of  a  description  of  a  religious  procession,  annually  performed  at 
Genoa,  revived  and  protected  by  the  King  of  Sai^inia*  The 
terms  "  Cristo  nero — Crtsto  biancOy'*  are  taken  from  the  royal 
and  sacred  program  of  the  festival.  The  King  of  Sardinia 
stands  accountable,  and  not  the  author,  for  this  arUele,  with 
which  the  immaculate  of  the  Edinburgh  has  contaminated  his 
pure  pages.  It  may  be  added,  that  in  page  3,  voL  I.  there  is 
no  such  term  as  the  "  Christian  Church,"  it  it  "a  weak  in- 
vention of  the  enemy's :" — ^for  the  pages  alluded  to  by  num- 
bers, they  are  the  best  refutations  of  the  whole  charge,  and  to 
them  the  public  is  referred.* 

.**  nie  first  count  in  the  indictment  runs  thus— *  The  indecent  stoiy  about  not 
finding  a  Maid  in  Dieppe  to  represent  the  Virgin,  is  not  fit  for  a  book  that  gets 
into  the  hands  of  young  people,  who  have  either  religion  or  virtue.'  Does  be 
know  tliat  Lady  Morgan  says  rw  wch  lAin^?"— that  she  never  asserted  that  a  maid 
or  a  virgin  could  not  be  found  in  Dieppe,  out  the  ima^e  of  the  Virgin  H  carry  in 
the  frocean^m?  The  Revolution  had  spread  such  desolation,  tiut  when  pro- 
cessions were  revived  by  Louis  XVIIL  the  priests  could  not  find  in  the  chapel 
an  ^fiffy  to  represent  the  person  whose  festival  they  commemorated.  Before 
>lr.  Playfair  again  quotes  a  passage  for  tlie  purpose  of  criticising  it,  we  would 
recommend  to  him  rather  to  consult  the  ori^al  work,  than  any  fiJse  and  pre- 
judiced misrepresentation  of  it." 

*  In  reply  to  these  chaives  of  immorality,  &c.,  once  for  all,  I  appeal  fitnn 
the  Reviewers  to  the  works  themselves.  Let  me  be  judged  by  what  I  have 
written ;  and  not  by  the  commentaries  of  my  enemies,  or  the  dislocated  and 
insulated  passages  they  choose  to  put  forwiu?d  for  their  own  purposes.  It  is 
somewhat  angular  that  of  these  zealous  advocates  for  public  decency,  there  are 
few  (whose  names  and  histories  are  known)  whose  lives  will  justify  dieir  hypo- 
critical pretensions,  and  who  have  not,  at  some  period  of  their  literary  existence, 
been  guilty^  the  very  m\^  they  so  eagerly  attempt  to  fix  on  the  opponents  of 
their  newly  adopted  politics. 
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••  6.  Prkmbditated  Perversion  of  Facts. — ^This  is  a  grave  and 
scfrious  crimination,  and  the  proof  shall  be  as  complete  as  the  vice 
here  indicated  is  odious  and  revolting.  Our  first  example  shall  be 
from  p.  12  of  Vol.  I.  '  Francis  (I.)  wnen  a  prisoner  in  Spain,  and 
weary  of  confinement,  pledged  his  honour  to  the  Emperor  that  he 
would  return  if  permitted  to  visit  his  dominions.  When  he  reached 
the  frontiers  of  France,  he  burst  into  a  fit  of  lau^ter  at  Charles's 
credulity;  and  arriving  at  Paris  built  a  little  Pavilion,  and  calling 
it  Madrid,  took  possession  of  it,  with  Me  void  a  JffadridJ  Now 
this  story  is  as  false  as  it  is  ridiculous,  and  what  is  more,  Lady 
Mor^n  cannot  but  know  that  it  is  false.  Will  any  human  being 
that  IS  in  the  smallest  degree  acquainted  with  history,  believe  in 
the  *  credulity'  of  the  Emperor  Charles  V.,  or  that  he  would  have 
been  the  dupe  of  such  an  artifice  as  that  recorded  above?" 

For  the  violation  of  the  pledged  oath  of  Francis  the  First,  and 
the  Pope's  absolving  him  from  it,  Robertson,  Muller,  and  Sis- 
mondi,  may  be  adduced  as  evidences ;  and  the  main  feet  being 
established,  the  episode  of  the  Pavilion,  even  if  apocryphal 
and  g^ven  on  insufficient  authority,  would  have  been  no  grave 
offence :  but  the  anecdote  of  the  Pavilion  de  Madrid  is  as  noto- 
rious as  the  existence  of  the  Pavilion  Marsan^  and  it  is  possible 
the  Reviewer  may  know  as  much  of  one  as  the  ©then 

"  Of  the  same  freedom,"  he  continues,  **  with  historical  facts  we 
have  another  example  in  page  26,  Vol.  I. 

*  The  French  army,  under  Louis  XIV.  became  the  slavish  agent 
of  the  most  egotistical  ambition ;  and  the  excesses  permitted  to  his 
troops  diminished  their  popularity,  and  corrupted  their  discipline. 
The  disasters  which  closea  and  disgraced  his  reien  left  the  people 
discontented,  and  the  troops  degraded.  The  military  system  con- 
tinued to  degenerate  undfer  Louis  XV.  The  foreign  toe  was  the 
least  formidable  enemy  the  army  found  to  ehcounter.  The  battle  of 
Fontenoy  was  nearly  lost,  because  forty  thousand  men  were  left  be- 
yond the  reach  of  cannon-shot  to  guard  the  person  of  the  kins,  and 
ills  ambulating  harem.  The  councils  of  war,  held  in  the  king's 
cabinet,  Were  presided  by  his  mistresses,  and  governed  by  cour- 
tiers, whose  interest  it  was  to  counteract  the  unhappy  commander, 
who  could  do  nothing  without  the  court' 

"  We  had  lately  occasion  to  consult,  with  reference  to  an  histo- 
rical inouiry,  nearly  every  thing  that  had  been  written  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  battle  of  Fontenoy ;  and  even  in  the  periodical  publica- 
tions of  1744  and  1745,  many  of  which  were  in  the  hands  of  the 
mortal  enemies  of  the  French  monarch,  we  neirer  found  the  least 
hint  of  such  an  absurd  and  monstrous  piece  of  conduct  as  the  kins 
hazarding  the  loss  of  the  battle,  by  retaining  40,000  men  to  guard 
himself  and  his  *  Jimbulating  jffarem.'  We  disbelieve  tlie  story 
in  Mo  as  inconsistent,  both  with  authentic  history,  and  with  itself; 
and  Mce  aver  that  an  author  of  any  veracity  would  never  have  pro- 
duced it,  unless  accompanied  and  fortified  by  the  most  undoubted 
authority." 
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To  this  the  author  replies,  that  military  campaigns  and /»rrtc- 
(iicai  publications  of  the  day  are  not  the  works  where  anecdotes- 
of  courts  and  cabinets,  and  the  tender  indiscretions  of  Kings, 
are  to  be  found.  And  she  refers  for  her  authorities  to  the 
numerous  M^moires  of  the  reign  of  Louis  the  Fifteenth.  The 
**  Storj',"  and  much  more  curious  matter  than  she  has  dared  to 
bring  forward,  will  be  found  in  the  "  Memoir es  Historiques  et 
Anecdotes  de  la  Cour  de  France  du  terns  de  Mad,  Pompadour^'* 
and  in  a  work  of  much  higher  character,  by  Mons.  Du  Clos, 
Historiographer  of  France,  and  Member  of  the  Academic 
Fran(faise — his  well-known*  '*  Memoires  secrets  sur  les  Regnes 
de  Louis  quatorze  et  Louis  quinze.^^ — As  to  the  ***  story"  of  the 
^*' Ambulating  Harem^^  which  is  **  disbelieved  entirely,"  faith 
must  be  involuntaiy ;  but  of  the  fact  there  are  but  too  many 
evidences, — some  of  them  are  melancholy  enough.  The  beau- 
tiful though  unfortunate  Duchess  de  Chateauroux  was  the  sul- 
tana of  this  ambulating  Harem.  She  had  taken  Agnes  Sorel 
as  her  model,  and  urged  the  King  to  join  the  army,  whither 
she  accompanied  him  with  most  of  the  ladies  of  the  court:  the 
queen  only^  and  her  few  faithful  friends,  being  denied  this  dis- 
tinction. At  Metz,  the  King  was  seized  with  a  distemper 
supposed  to  be  mortal ;  the  Bishops  (one  of  them  a  Fitzjames), 
and  the  Jesuits  who  surrounded  the  couch  of  the  royal  invalid, 
insisted  on  the  removal  of  the  Duchess  ;  and  the  King  permit- 
ted a  lettre  de  cachet  to  be  issued  against  the  unfortunate 
woman  he  had  seduced  from  innocent  obscurity.  The  King  re- 
covered, dismissed  his  bishops,  and  took  back  his  mistress ! 
who  shortly  after  died  by  poison-^the  fate  of  her  younger  sister 
and  predecessor  in  guilt,  and  in  the  affections  of  Louis  the  Fif- 
teenth.! Should  the* Reviewer  in  the  loyal  Edinburgh  Maga- 
zine startle  at  such  royal  anecdotes  as  these,  and  cry — 

**  A  flourish !  trumpets,  strike  alarum,  drums. 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  this  tell-tale  woman 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed !" 

*  Of  this  ver\'  curious  work,  Baron  Grimm  observes,  "  On  ne  saurait  doutc- 
de  I'autorit^  de  cet  ouvrage ;  il  tient  un  milieu  fort  interessant  entre  le  geotx* 
des  memoires  particuUeres,  et  cehu  d'une  histoire  g^enerale." 

f  The  eldest  sister,  Madame  de  MaiUy,  had  preceded  the  two  other?,  and, 
horrible  to  say,  shared  the  gtiilty  honours  lavished  on  the  youngest,  M^idame 
de  Vintemille,  who  was  said  to  have  been  poisoned  by  Cardinal  Fleuiy.-y-* 
probable  calumny,  though  he  was  her  declared  enemy.  Madame  de  BhiJly 
died  in  penitence,  and  in  despair,  ordering  her  remains  to  be  buried  near  a  com- 
mon drain,  as  unworthy  a  more  honourable  sepulchre.  Such  was  the  aArociou.-i 
profligacy  of  the  court  of  Louis  the  Fifteenm,  even  before  the  reigns  of  the 
Pompadours  and  the  Du  Barry's, — and  such  the  fate  of  the  Sultanas  of  thst  am- 
bulatinr  Harenh  of  whom  the  lleviewer  could  find  nothing  in  the  accoimt  he 
read  of  the  battle  of  Fontenoy,  or  in  the  periodical  publications  of  the  ye&r<i 
1744-45. — ^But  it  has  been  long  held  out  to  such  flimsy  critics,  as  a  waminGT, 
that  «« a  Hule  reading  is  a  dangerous  tiling :"— sooner,  or  later,  pretenaon  is  in 
cvitably  found  out. 
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I  must  refer  him  to  the  pleasantest  of  all  works,  written  by  the 
best  of  all  Tories,  the  Stuart4ovmg  Evelyn — ^these  are  stories 
of  royal  harems,  stationary  and  ambulatory,  to  make  his  hair 
stand  on  end !  For  what  is  a  French  King  carrying  his  mis- 
tress to  the  wars,  to  a  King  of  England  taking  his  with  him  to 
Church?  Evelyn,  abetter  authority  than  ^^ periodical publica'^ 
tions  of  the  day^^  describes  Charles  the  Second  receiving  the 
sacrament  with  his  natural  sons,  in  the  presence  of  their  various 
mothers,  whom  he  (Evelyn)  so  often  and  so  qusuntly  calls 
"  these  cattk:' 

And  here  I  might  rest  the  merits  of  my  cause,  nor  wear  out 
the  padence  of  the  umpire  I  have  chosen,  by  going  farther  into 
that  tissue  of  dtdl  maligqity,  and  slandering  ignorance,*  which 
makes  the  "  benefit  of  the  strictures"  on  "  Italy"  in  the  Edin- 
burgh Magazine,  and  which  is,  in  fact,  a  ^^  brief  abstract"  of  all 
other  attacks  on  my  work.  And  if  I  do  once  more  ^*  draw  my 
arrow  to  my  head,''^  it  is  not  in  my  own  defence  !  It  is  in  the 
cause  of  one,  on  whom  I  have  most  unintentionally  drawn  down 
the  most  unmanly,  most  libellous,  and  most  unfounded  attack, 
that  ever  was  levelled  at  a  female  character,  in  the  pages  of  a 
periodical  publication.  This  is  not  the  place  to  pause  and  mark 
the  origin  and  describe  the  object,  and  the  end,  of  all  literary 
criticism  ;  to  refer  to  the  times  of  Longinus  and  of  Horace— -of 
Vida  and  Boileau— -of  Roscommon  and  Buckingham— or  even 
to  the  epoch  when  periodical  reviews  succeeded  to  individual 
criticism,  and  were  first  founded  in  England  by  such  men  as 
Smollet,  Franklin,  and  Priesdey.  These  are  all  great  names. 
They  belonged  to  men  of  eminent  genius,  devoted  to  the  true 
interests  of  literature  and  public  taste !  men  who,  having  in  their 
own  immortal  works  proved  their  capacity  for  the  high  calling 
they  pursued,  were — 

**  Supreme  in  judgment  as  in  wit," 
and — 

<*  M^ht  boldly  censure,  &  they  boldly  writ." 

Their  strictures,  however,  were  confined  to  works,  not  directed 
to  persons !  They  reviewed  books,  not  authors !  and  applied 
their  critical  acumen  to  literary  errors,  and  not  to  human  inr 
firmities.f 

*  Among  **  the  mterable  trash  indited  by  this  woman,  this  ignorant  and  foolish 
woman,"  are  placed,  as  words  unknown,  *•  caducity,** — ^adhesion," — "domes- 
ticity," — **Rimianticism,'*  (the  designation  of  a  literary  sectrin  Italy,  of  which  a 
history  is  given  in  the  work  reviled) — **  ultramontane,"  and  many  other  words 
the  Reviewer  supposes  I  coinBd: — <*  dnctUe  dubiett^**  a  phrase  of  Pope's,  he  calls 
nonsense,  and  so  on  with  the  rest:  this,  hofwever,  is  the  way  I  have  been  always 
reviewed.  »  * 

t  When  the  unfortunate  Mary  Robinson  read  the  attack  of  Mr.  GifTord,  who, 
in  revkwing  her  works,  exposed  her  infimuties,  she  is  said  to  have  exclaimed, 
^*  Earth  MdefneP* — her  prayer  was  heaid! 
Vot.  n.  No.  10.— 1821.  2  X 
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Tke  first  number  of  liie  Quarterly  Review  founded  a  new  era 
in  the  histoiy  of  literary  criticism;  and  young  and  insignificant 
as  I  then  was,  /*  was  chosen  as  the  subject  of  an  esperiment 
which  was  to  prove  the  possibility  of  hunting  down  principles 
and  books  obnqpcious  to  the  spirit  in  which  that  publication  was 
got  up,  by  bringing  in  calumny,  invective,  and  misrepresentation, 
to  the  aid  of  critical  strictures  and  literary  observation.  The 
plan  was  followed  up,  from  time  to  time,  in  various  publications, 
and  with,  various  success,  according  to  the  nerves  and  spirit  of 
the  shosen  victim  to  which  it  was  applied.  It  sent  die  sensitive, 
the  ingenious  Keates,  to  an  early  grave !  It  first  struck  at  the 
reputation,  and  then  at  the  life,  of  the  unfortunate  Scott !  The 
cowardly  and  the  cold-blooded,  who,  secure  in  ancmyoiotts  am* 
buscade,  and  indemnified,  as  it  is  too  reasonabl]^  aijQiposed,  by 
their  high  employers,  for  any  pecuniary  damages  they  mightf 
incur  by  their  libellous  attacks  on  private  character— erf*  such 
men,  each,  and  all^  it  may  be  said  that  their  dar>  bile^^heir 
constitutional  cruelty — ^thcir  malady-»or  their  malice,  must  have 
found  vent  somewhere,  and  that  "  S^i^  tCavaient  pas  icrit^  ila 
auraient  iti  assassins^  They  have,  however,  taken  up  the 
safer,  if  not  the  better  trade.  But  still,  not  even  in  that  ^^  £q9s 
of  BiUingsgate*^  the  Quarterly — to  whose  Editor,  woman  seems 
a  creature  of  natural  antipathy  ! — ^not  evpn  in  the  blood-stained 
pages  of  filackwood's  publication,  have  such  epithets  been  ap- 
plied to  a  female,  of  any  description-^even  of  the  worst)-*^ 
the  Editors  and  Proprietors  of  the  Edmburgh  Magazine  have 
permitted  one  of  their  writers  to  give  to  a  woman  who  is  not  an 
author-^with  whom  a  literary  criticism  could  have  had  nothing  to 
do— ^d  who  is  a  gentlewoman — a  Princess — and,  according  to 
the  Jacobite  principles  of  Toryism,  is  the  legitinuite  Queen 
Dowager  of  England, — I  mean  Louisa  Princess  of  Stolberg, 
Countess  D' Albany,  widow  of  the  late  James  Edward  Stuart, 
"the  last  of  the  Pretenders. — ^The  paragraph  here  alluded  to  in 
the  Edinburgh  Magazine,  is  as  follows: 

«  Lady  Morgan  would  persuade  us  that  the  Countess  of  D' Al- 
bany was  the  wife,  and  not  the  haklot  of  Victor  Alfieri,  merely 
because  this  poetical  mad -cap  thought  fit,  in  one  of  his  wild 
humours,  to  honour  her  with  the  ej^theU  of  La  Donna  mia  (La  mia 
Donna)*  The  reason  of  this  assertion  oi  falsehood,  which  every  one 
knew  to  be  such,  was,  that  this  adulteress  on  one  occasion  deigned 
to  converse  with  Miladi  from  her  box  at  the  Opera,  and  to  tiOk  of 

*  The  QuAiterty,  aUudiiigr  lately  to  that  Attack,  •upp99e9  I  migfu  then  hace 
been  ymtngt  and  the  ^ttoHdienne  of  August  4»  1821,  (the  <«New  Times"  of 
France)  improving  on  this  hint,  ob^erves^  <<Lady  ISoigaa,  long  tejns  coome 
d&ns  le  ai^cle  cfemicr^ sous  le  nom  de  Miss  Owenson,"  &c.  &c.  «*long  kaova  in 
the  iaH  cetawy  by  the  name,**  &c.  &c. 

^  t  See  the  accouBt  of  the  damages  paid  by  fiditon  of  Blackwood's  Magazine, 
in  the  S<»tsman. 
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Alien,  an  honour  wfakh  she  could  noi  <to  kst  than  repaj,  by  a 
paltry  and  mendacious  atteni|ii  to  whitewash  a  strumpet  who  Iiad 
dishonoured  the  last  branch  of  the  royal  House  of  Stuart  It  -is 
universalljr  known  in  Ital^,  as  Dr.  Moore  has  Ions  ago  informed  us> 
that  Alfieri's  connexion  with  the  Countess  of  Albany  was  just  of 
that  simple  and  convenient  sort  which  ganerally  obtains  in  the  land 
of  Cecisbeos  (Ceci^m)  and  Cavalieri  Serventi.  We  may,  there- 
fore, dismiss  uiis  Fomarina,  as  Lady  Morgan,  but  for  the  words  of 
condescension  at  the  Opera,  would  have  called  her,  with  the  slender 
ceremony  which  our  country  accords  to  ladies  of  her  caste.*  Lady 
Morsan  farther  tells  us,  for  she  is  determined  to  make  a  case,  that 
the  husband  was  '  brutal.'  Certainly  a  husband  that  refuses  to 
pander  to  the  libidinous  propensities  of  his  faithful  wife,  deserres 
to  be  piUoried  at*'  brutal.'  When  a  husband  has  once  beenii^jured^ 
1m  is  sure  to  be  abused  by  all  women  of  loose  morals  1" 

Upon  tbe  language  of  this  paragraph  I  shall  say  not  one  word; 
but  I  owe  it  to  the  Countess  D^  Albany  to  state,  that  when  I  was 
in  ItaAy  (and  I  call  upon  Lord  Burghersh,  the  British  Minister 
at  the  Court  of  Florence,  to  bear  witness  to  the  truth  of  what  I 
state)  that  lady  was  held  by  the  British  and  Tuscan  govern- 
ments in  the  highest  consideration ;  receiving  marked  attention 
from  the  British  ambassador  and  his  lady ;  and  from  the  Grand 
Duke  and  Archduchess,  his  daughter ;— visited  in  form  by  all 
the  royal  and  all  the  distinguished  personages  who  came  to  Flo- 
rence ;  and  (presiding  over  a  circle  the  most  illustrious  by  rank, 
by  talent,  and  by  vurtue,  to  be  found  in  any  house  in  Europe.f 

And  now,  my  ^Hurd  of  literary  misrule !"  my  CHaoN%)MAB- 
Tix  !  my  anonymous  assailant  of  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  or 
Literary  Miscellany ;  I  dismiss  you ! !  You  may  back  your 
hobby,  and  retire  from  the  lists ;  grateful  for  the  distinction 
which  has  been  accorded  you  in  being  thus  pre-eminently  held 

*  Baphjiel's  Fomarina  was  lo  CftUed  ftom  her  being  tbe  daa^bter  of  AfomarOf 
or  baker.  Nothing  can  justify  the  gross  perversion  of  applying  diis  epithet  to 
a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Stolheiig. 

t  Among  the  distinguished  pcnons  vhom  I  remendier  to-  hare  seen  in  the  sa- 
loons of  Madame  D'^bany,  in  my  last  viuts  to  her,  were  their  Royal  Highnesses 
the  Prince  and  Princess  Roral  of  Denmark  (the  Princess  is  heir  to  the  throne, 
and  daughter,  of  Matilda  of  Bn^^and,  sister  to  his  late  Majesty),  their  Royal 
Highnesses  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Wirtemberg,  his  Highness  the  Prince  of 
Mecklenberg,  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  A]va*>Berwick  (nephew  and  niece  to 
the  Countess  D' Albany).  To  these  and  other  iUustrious  foreigners  weie  adde4 
the  whole  of  the  British  aristocracy  then  resident  at  Fk)rence  (a  most  numerous 
and  brilliant  circle),  who  were  most  generally  presented  to  the  Countess  by  the 
British  Minister.  The  Countess  D'Albany  never  goes  out  of  her  own  house  in 
the  e^nings.  Even  her  vints  to  the  Archduchess  are  paid  in  the  morning. 
She  told  roe  she  had  not  been  at  the  opera  for  twenty  yean.  So  much  for  the 
anecdote  of  my  gratitude  for  the  notice  **  she  honoured  me  with  from  her  opera- 
box."  I  hlusb  to  enter  into  such  partaculsn,  where  a  person  of  Madame  D'Al- 
bany's  rank  and  yean  is  concerned.  WLUi  res^upt  to  the  first  sanks  of  Euro- 
peao  society  it  is  unnecessary — for  to  that  chiss  she  is  univena%  known ;  but  I 
owe  it  to  her,  and  to  myself,  that  no  class  should  remain  ignorant  of  the  fovlness 
of  the  attack  made  on  Aer,  merely  to  wound  me. 
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up  to  public  deriaioD,  as  best  representing  the  corps  to  which 
you  belong. 

**  Away !— wretched  Iqiipostor! 

Self4oving  Braggart! 

Scorn  of  all  the  Muses ! 

Go  revel  with  thy  ignorant  admirer^; 

Let  worthy  names  alone." 

For  you,  Messrs.  Constable  and  Co.,  whose  names  appear 
prefixed  to  a  work,  to  which  the  Tonsons  and  the  Dodslets 
would  scarcely  have  lent  theirs,  I  call  upon  you  for  your  thanks* 
It  is  not  improbable,  that  your  Literary  Miscellany,  but  for 
me,  might  have  been  confined  to  the  admiration  of  the  tea-table 
coteries  of  obscure  villages,  or  the  subscription  reading-rooms  of 
provincial  towns  ;*  or  those  still  lesser  but  prefmding  circles  of 
"  benign  ceruleans,^^  who  put  up  with  "  the  cheap  and  dkrUf^  of 
second-rate  monthly  critical  Reviews !  But  now  I  prefix  the 
prize-article  of  your  Magazine  to  the  front  of  volumes  destined 
to  circulate  through  Europe,  through  America,  and  to  reach  all 
British  colonies  wherever  British  enterprise  has  placed  them. 
My  French  publisher  shall  affix  your  ^^  Review  on  Italy j^  done 
into  the  dialect  of  ies  Holies,  to  the  second  edition  of  his  trans- 
lation ,*  and,  thus  preserved,  your  Magazine  may  be  quoted  by 
future  and  foreign  literati,  as  a  curious  specimen  of  the  low 

*  Great  efforts  are  made  in  a  Sunday  ministerial  print,  «  Tim  GuardUm,"  U 
keep  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  afloat  Both  are  supported  by  tny  old  **9»9ng 
foes"  of  the  Quarterly.  Extracts  from  the  article  on  « Italy,"  were  copied  frara 
the  Edmbuxgh  into  the  **  Guardiatit**  for  the  spedal  edification  of  its  Sunday 
readers;  for,  zealous  in  the  work  of  personal  de&nation  and  party  rancour, 
«  Sunday  thines  no  Sabbath-da^*  to  these  ooiHHsma  supporteis  of  rtSj^wm  and 
9odal  order, — ^In  a  late  number  of  the  ^  Gua&diax"  it  is  oosenred,  in  its  eidogium 
on  the  Edinburgh  Maguxiney  «•  TTiereis  a  great  dealofnundMenoe,  andjvdiciow 
criticism,  in  this  periodical -work/ /r'—Of  « theeound  eenee^"  the  eztncts  here 
given  of  the  "  Review  of  Italy"  (neariy  the  whole  of  the  article)  may  suffice ; 
and  of  the  **  judiciousness  of  the  criticism^"  it  may  be  obsenred,  thit  nothing  like 
ftn  analysis  of  the  work  criticised  is  attempted !  nothing  said  on  its  scope,  na- 
ture, or  object,  or  of  the  style  or  character  of  its  details,— no  fiir  specimens  are 
brought  forward,  for  or  against  it ;  and  the  whole  **  judicious  critidenh"  of  the 
**  Guardian's"  protegee,  amounts  to  a  furious  tirade  against  a  chosen  victiffi, 
made  up  of  gross  falsehoods,  coarse  invectives,  and  the  calling  of  names  which 
better  belong  to  the  peculiar  warfkie  of  St.  ilea's  than  to  the  pages  of  a  lite, 
rary  Review.  What,  However,  is  most  curious  in  all  this,  is,  the  close  affiliation 
of  these  black  Aandi^— these  periodical  marauders  upon  fiune,  chancier,  and  re- 
putation.—It  is  some  of  the  leading  «« chefs  de  brigands,"  of  the  Quarteriy,  who 
have  enroUed  a  division  of  their  corps, 

"  TVie  cankers  of  a  calm  vorld," 
under  the  banner  of  the  ''Guardian,"  who  supply  the  Edinbui^  Magarine! 
contribute  to  the  Courier !  uod  direct  the  operations  of  the  whole  of  the  nmus- 
terial  press !  and  if  they  sometimes 

«« Lead  their  ragamujfku  where  they  are  peppered," 
their  defeat  in  one  instance,  oaly  originates  a  new  plan  of  attack  in  another. — 
They  *'  chan^  but  the  name"  and  then — 

"  The  creature^s  at  its  dirty  work  again." 
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state  to  which  crittcism  and  periodical  publication  were  bronght 
in  Great  Britain  by  party  sphiit,  in  the  beginning  of  the  19th 
Century;  and,  still  more,  it  may  serve  as  a  proof  of  the  con- 
tempt in  which  such  works  were  held  by  contemporary  writers*- 
even  by  one  whom  they  most  reviled,  and  tha^  on^-^^-a  Woman! 

In  dismissing  the  Edinburgh  Magazine,  a  word  may  be  said 
concerning  the  British  Critic,  wMch,  in  its  review  of  "  Italy," 
gleaned  much  o(  its  raw  material  from  the  pages  I  have  just 
examined.-— The  British  Critic  is  edited  by  a  clergyman,  its  con- 
tributors artfclergymen,  and  its  readers  are  said  to  be  exclusively 
clergymen!  From  such  "  spirits pure^^^  much  might  have  been 
expected,  and  whatever,  in  their  opinions,  were  my  "*  nianiiold 
sins,"  still  I  miglit  have  hoped  more  from  ikar  Christian  mild- 
ness,  than  from  the  uncharitable  severity  of  my  laical  Judges. — 
To  their  pages  belonged  a  tone  of  evangelical  rcprdbf!  a  pious 
effort  to  lead  the  sinner  to  repentance !  a  fair  summary  of  errors, 
and  a  gende  exhortation  to  recant  them!  I  might  have  expected 
this  the  more,  because  all  the  heterodoxy  of  my  work  is  confined 
to  a  preference  of  Christianity  to  human  substitutions  and  de- 
pravations— ^the  New  Testament  "  without  comment,"  to  the 
British  Crf^io— and  the  Apostles  and  Fathers  of  the  primitive 
church,  to  the  Cardinals  and  Canterburys  of  more  canting  times. 

The  review  of  Italy,  however,  in  the  British  Critic,  is  not 
Evangelical!  the  Reverend  Reviewer  declares  himself,  it  is  not 
even  to  be,  what  all  reviews  ought  to  be,  "  ano/^^ic,"— he  means 
it,  he  says,  ^  to  be  rather  synthetic  ;"  and  the  following  passage, 
copied  verbatim  from  page  113,  (August,  1821)  affords  a  speci- 
men of  his  notion  of  that  term :  ^ 

"  It  is  a  sight"  (says  the  Reverend  Reviewer)  <' right  pleasant  to 
behold,  when  man  and  wife  differ  very  much  from  cat  and  dog, 
when  the  opposite  elements  of  male  and  ff^male  disposition  are  so 
equally  intermingled  that  the  matrimonial  animal^  which  is  the 
produce  of  the  two,  seems  to  possess  more  of  individuality  than  of 
composition." 

This  paragraph  is  curious  as  coming  from  a  Protestant  divine ; 
that  it  should  be  a  ^^  sight  right  pleasant^  that  man  and  wife 
should  differ  from  (those  proverbial  opponents)  cat  and  dog^'* 
may  be  an  opmion  of  the  reverend  gentieman's,  drawn  from  a 
fatal  experience  of  its  rarity;  though  I  seek  not  to  penetrate  the 
"  secrets  of  the"  parsonage  "  house."  But  the  figurative  term 
of  a  ^^matrimonial  animal^'^  though  haply  "right  pleasant,^' 
seems  rather  a  light  and  laical  expression  as  applied  to  that 
"  honourable  estate^  which  signifies  unto  us  the  mystical  union 
between  Christ  and  his  church. 

This  ^^  synthetical^^  ^te^,however,of  the  Reverend  Reviewer, 
is  only  intended  as  an  attack — ^not  on  my  book — but  on  my  at- 
tachment to  my  husband,  on  the  coincidence  of  our  opiBion!<t. 
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and  the  unitjr  of  pur  soitmieiits,  which  hk  Reverence,  in  a  tone 
of  what  he  thinks  ^*  right  pkasani''  irony,  terms  an  happy  ^^  an* 
drogynous  organizatioQ"— >^  a  beautiful  accord  of  int^ectiial 
hermaphroditism  !'^  For  ^^  man  and  wife"  not  to  live  ^*  like  cat 
and  dog"  may  be  a  palpable  innovation  (in  the  Rroererufs 
opinion),  a  s3rmptom.  dF  radical  reform,  and  a  vile  attack  upon 
the  social  system  !-^It  may  be  a  state  which  he  and  (to  use  his 
own  phrase)  hts  ^  conjugal  yoke-fellow"  may  never  have  en- 
dured ;-*4}Ut  surely,  whatever  may  have  been  his  own  private 
sentiments  on  the  subject,  it  is  hardly  accordant  wiMi  the  sancti- 
monious-gravity of  that  ^^  church  and  state"  breviary,  the 
British  Critic,  to  make  married  happiness  and  unity  the 
subjeol  of  a  sustained  and  ^^  right  pleasant"  ridicule,  thhMigh 
two  whole  pages  and  a  half. 

Included  in  this  "  SyntketicaP'*  attack  upon  the  poor  **  matrix 
moniai  animaP^  there  are  two  others  of  equal  importance  and 
severity :  the  one  "  touching"  my  husband's  name ;  the  objec- 
tion made  to  it  being,  that  it  may  confound  htm  (with  those 
unlearned  in  the  Red-book)  with  a  "  worthy  Baronet^^  who 
"  genuinekf  writes  himself  Sir  Charles,"  (says  the  Reverend 
Reviewer)  ;  "we  need  not  inquire  how  bar  the  worthy  Baronet 
is  pleased.     What  will  Mrs,  Grundy  say  to  this  ?" 

The  other  crime  alleged  against  me  is,  my  husband's  pro- 
fession !*-*fbr  'tis  in  vain  to  conceal  it— he  is  a  Cambridge 
graduate  physician!  a  circumstance  which  affords  the  ^uufg-entle 
dulnms'*'^  of  my  Reverend  Reviewer  a  peg  to  hang  a  joke  upon, 
by  an  application  of  the  worn-out  line, 

*'  A^night,  hl|^ht  of  the  burning  pestle." 

These  personal  attacks,  which  ^^foUaw  ehse^^  and  are  too  dull 
and  tedious  to  recopy,  the  Reviewer  in  the  "  British  Critic" 
calls  "  keeping  clear  of  the  analytic."  He  then  proceeds  to  in- 
form his  readers  that  he  also  means,  in  his  review  on  ^  Italy," 
to  "  reject  all  superfluous  ornament^  all  the  arabesque  of  anec^ 
dote^  piquant  bon  mot^  private  memoirs^  £s?c. . &?c!c?*c."  But 
even  those  ^^  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signors,"  his  habitual 
readers,  might  perhaps  have  been  just  as  well  pleased  to  have 
found  "the  arabesque  of  anecdote,"  the  *^ piquant  bon  mot^^ 
quoted  in  his  pages,  as  that  violent  tirade  against  that  ^^  mon- 
ster," that  "  matrimonial  animal,"  cdnjugal  unity  insentinent 
and  opinion,  which,  whatever  may  be  the  private  feelings  of 
their  Reverences  of  the  British  Critic,  may  not  induce  mem 
to  crier  au  scandal !  and  to  feel  the  "  Church  in  danger"  from 
such  mistaken  advocates  as  this.  The  Reviewer  then  proceeds 
to  show,  by  misquoting  and  misrepresenting  every  line  he 
touches  on,  that  we  (the  matrimomal  animal)  ^  lived  without 
paying  for  our  victuals  /"  that  "  an  introducticm  to  the  Casino 
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Nobile  of  MUan,  is  like  goingto  drink  tea  at  Cumbeiland  Gar- 
dens ;"  that  ^^  the  apothecaries  of  the  north  oif  Italy  have  their 
attainments  mixed  up  with  philosophy  and  general  information,^^ 
&c.  &c*  &c.  These  grave  and  deliberate  falsifications  of  an  au- 
thor's text,  may  be  part  of  the  "  Church  polity  /"  if  this  be  flie 
case,  the  interests  of  ^  social  order"  are  at  stake,  and  the  author 
sacrificed,  like  the  victim  of  former  times,  may  writhe,  but  can- 
not resist,  under  the  knife  of  the  high  priest,  who  performs  the 
rites  of  immolation.  The  Reviewer  having  hinted  that  I  kept 
bad  society  as  well  as  good,  that  I  was  ill  received  by  the  great, 
and  I  was  well  received  by  the  iowly,  because  says  tite  Reve- 
rend and  </p/fca^e  Reviewer,  ^^  the  vomit  of  a  Nobile  is  the  feast 
of  a  Cittadino,"  sums  up  my  character  as  an  author,  and  the 
nature  of  my  work,  thus  synthetically  reviewed^  by  the  following 
quotation— 

"  Therewith  she  spewM  out  of  hbr  filthy  maw 
A  floud  of  poiion,  horrible  .and  black ; 
Her  TOM  IT  fuU  of  booka  and  papers  was." 

Having  thus  for  the  present  setded  a  part  of  my  account  with 
the  professional  reviewers,  it  remains  only  to  make  a  very  few 
remarks  on  the  pamphlet  already  alluded  to,  published  under 
the  title  of  ^  Observations  upon  the  Calumnies  and*  Misrepre- 
sentations in  Lady  Morgan's  ^  Italy,'  respecting  the  British 
transactions  in  that  country  in  1814-15  ;"  a  work  attributed  to 
a  Military  Officen  I  am,  however,  but  litde  disposed  to  tres- 
pass on  die  reader's  patience,  by  a  detailed  examination  of  this 
work ;  because,  like  Mrs.  Malaprop,  my  critic  is  so  polite  an 
arguer,  that  almost  ever^  word  he  says  makes  for  his  opponent ; 
and  because  the  whole  question  is  before  the  public.  If  this 
gendeman  is  not  a  professional  reviewer,  he  seems  sufficiendy 
practised  in  the  craft ;  and  has  condescended  (as  far  as  any 
thing  bearing  the  appearance  of  gentleman  can  do  so)  to  adopt 
its  jargon  and  persiflage;  seeming  equally  to  regard  a  differ- 
ence of  political  opinion,  as  a  sufficient  cause  for  placing  his  op- 
ponent beyond  the  pale  of  human  courtesies.  The  very  title- 
page  of  his  book,  as  applied  to  a  subject  upon  which  two  honest 
opinions  might  be  held,  and  appended  to  a  work  which  contra- 
dicts no  material  fact  that  could  have  come  within  the  cogni- 
zance of  the  author  he  attacks,  if  not  in  itself  a  *^  calumny" 
and  a  ^^  misrepresentation,"  is  at  least  a  ^  discourtesy,"  which 
comes  with  a  more  especial  ill  grace  from  one  whose  very  first 
charge  against  me  is  a  want  of  courtesy  to  Lord  Bentinck.  For 
the  private  and  personal  character  of  that  Nobleman  I  have  the 
highest  respect ;  and  I  should  be  most  sincerely  grieved,  if,  in 
the  heat  of  discussion,  I  had  ^^  travelled  out  of  the  record"  to 
pen  a  single  wc»id  that  could  hurt  his  feelings.  But  when  an 
individoid  enters  upon  a  public  office,  he  renders  himself  ame- 
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nable  to  the  tribunal  of  public  opinion ;  and  I  do  not  think  I 
have  written  one  syllable  concerning  Lord  Bentinck's  public 
conduct  in  this  instance,  that  has  not  been  asserted,  both  in  and 
out  of  Parliament,  by  persons,  like  myself,  having  a  personal  or 
epistolary  intercourse  with  the  inhabitants  of  Italy. 

With  respect,  however,  to  the  main  point  at  issue  between  my 
anon)anous  opponent  and  myself,  his  own  work  is  my  best  de- 
fence. It  is  no  refutation  of  ^  calumnies" — ^it  is  no  contradic- 
tion of  &cts ;  but  a  mere  special  pleading  upon  the  case ;  and 
surely  it  is  litde  creditable  to  a  ministry,  that  its  public  policy 
should  require  to  be  defended  upon  verbal  subtilties  and  equivo- 
cating distinctions.  The  whole  dispute,  stripped  of  this  casu- 
istry, resolves  itself  into  these  points :  Did  the  English  Govern- 
ment promise  independence  to  the  Italians  ?  and,  if  it  did,  did 
it  keep  its  promise  ?    . 

Now  the  truth  of  my  assertions,  as  to  the  first  particular,  is 
not  impugned ;  and  the  consequences  I  have  thence  drawn,  are 
opposed  only  by  a  demurrer,  that  I  (and  the  Italians  with  me) 
have  mistaken  ^e  meaning  of  the  term.  The  following  are  the 
critic's  own  words—**  Now,  admitting  as  we  fredy  do,  that  in 
these  proclaimations  the  Italian  nation  were  told  that  the  inde* 
pendence  df  their  nauve  country  would  be  the  result  of  their 
exertions it  will  remain  to  be  ascertained  what  this  indepen- 
dence meant ;  and  what  former  epoch  in  Italian  history  was  al- 
luded to  ?"  (p.  5  &  6.)  The  term,  however,  is  susceptible  of 
but  two  significations.;  that  usually  given  to  the  word  (an  ex- 
emption from  foreign  control  and  interference),  or  the  state  of 
the  sovereignties  before  the  Revolution.  But  whatever  mean- 
ing diplomacy  may  affect  to  assign  to  its  own  words,  in  order 
to  conceal  a  wanton  deception,  it  will  hardly  have  the  insolence 
to  define  **  independence"  the  subjugation  of  Genoa  to  Pied- 
mont. In  fact,  however,  the  words  used  in  Lord  Bentinck's 
proclamations  were,  factamo  A  che  P  Italia  cid  dtoenga  che  eiia 
giaju  NEi  suoi  TEMPI  MiGLioRi.  **  Let  us  make  Italy  what  it 
was  in  its  best  days ;"  which,  with  respect  to  Genoa,  could  mean 
nothing  else  but  the  restoration  of  its  Republic  in  its  ancient 
purity.  Upon  this  demurrer,  however,  a  second  is  founded, 
namely,  the  impossibility  of  fulfilling  the  promise  thus  inter- 
preted—** If  these  mystical  words,  independence  and  former 
happiness^  had  no  such  meaning,  and  that  Great  Britain  and 
the  Italians  between  them  were  to  expel  the  French  from  Italy, 
and  then  leave  that  country  without  any  government  at  aQ, .  •  • . 
or  to  take  the  Herculean  task  of  forming  the  whole  discordant 
mass  into  one  monarchy,  &c.  we  must  unwillingly  admit,  that 
the  government  of  Great  Britain  when  they  authorized,  and  her 
organs  when  they  issued,  such  proclamations,  were  nothing  less 
than  madmen,  or  idiots,  or  roguts.^^   (p.  7.)    Giving  my  oppo- 
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ttent  the  full  benefit  of  this  alternative,  (which  ly  at  least,  never 
disputed)  I  can  only  leave  the  public  to  make  its  own  comnaen- 
tary  on  the  text  of  the  proclamations. 

But,  as  if  the  critic  were  dissatisfied  with  his  own  quibble,  he 
proceeds  (p.  8.)  to  argue  that  the  Italians,  not  having  co-ope- 
rated with  their  English  and  Austrian  invaders,  were  not  enti- 
tled to  the  benefits  of  the  promised  independence.  What  degree 
of  co-operation  might  be  expected  from  a  nation  garrisoned  by 
the  French  armies,  I  know  not ;  but  the  effect  of  the  proclama- 
tions was  certainly  to  paralyze  any  exertions  which  the  Italians 
might  have  made  against  an  enemy  such  as  Austria,  (the  object 
of  six  hundred  years'  aversion)  when  coming  as  an  open  cob- 
queror.  But  if  there  is  any  individual  so  besotted  as  to  believe 
that  the  most  determined  abandonment  of  Napoleon's  system  on 
the  part  of  the  Italians,  would  have  induced  the  Austrians,  "in 
any  possible  case,  to  lend  themselves  to  measures"  involving 
their  lefi;itimate  claims  on  Italy, — or  would  have  caused  the  Bri- 
tish cabmet  to  interfere  for  the  protection  of  Italy  from  Austrian 
aggression,  I  am  willing  that,  with  that  individual,  my  cntic's 
argument  should  have  its  full  weight.  In  this,  as  in  all  other 
instances,  the  defence  of  the  aUied  cabinets  is  placed  by  this 
gendeman  upon  a  casuistical  sophistry,  of  which  few  persons, 
accustomed  to  reason  or  to  feel,  can  long  remain  the  dupes.  In 
the  case  of  Genoa,  the  best  authorities  I  ha^  the  opportunity  of 
consulting  on  the  spot,  agreed  that  an  active  resistance  of  the 
inhabitants  to  the  English  invasion,  must  have  prevented  that 
city  from  falling  into  our  hands.  As  to  the  assertion,  that  com- 
plaints came  exclusively  from  the  partisans  of  Napoleon,  it  is  a 
miserable  sophism,  calculated  to  captivate  the  English  ear,  and 
beneath  reply. 

In  page  11,  it  is  asserted,  that,  ^^  in  no  case  could  the  British 
cabinet  be  persuaded  to  lend  themselves  to  measures  involving 
in  them  a  contradiction  of  the  principles  of  legitimacy."  Why, 
then,  does  not  the  house  of  Brunswick  surrender  the  throne  ?  or 
if  this  be  too  much,  why  did  our  cabinet  deprive  Genoa  of  its 
legitimate  sovereignty,  and  give  it  to  an  usurper  ?  But,  above 
all,  why  did  it  issue  the  proclamations  which  form  the  ^und  of 
this  discussion?  This  metaphysical  abstraction  of  "legitimacy," 
full  of  sound,  but  signifying  nothing,  is  never  used  but  to  cover 
fraud  or  violence,  and  to  rebut  the  great  principle  of  a  nation's 
right  to  govern  itself. 

In  p.  12,  it  is  said,  that  "  the  Emperor  of  Austria's  iKiitig  a 
tyrant  isfalse.^^  It  is  not  false.  He  who  governs  despotically, 
his  word  alone  being  law — ^he  who  imprisons  whom  he  pleases, 
and  takes  what  taxes  he  pleases,  is  a  tyrant ;  and  the  universal 
hatred  of  this  Emperor's  Italian  subjects  confirms  the  appella- 
tion. What  is  added,  "  though  perhaps  if  his  subjects  were 
Vol.  0.  No.  10.— .1821.  2  Y 
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jnore  loyally  disposed,  his  rule  might  become  less  severe,^'  is  a 
cold,  imfeeling  sarcasm,  that  would  hardly  be  expected  from  a 
Turk.  If  the  mass  of  the  British  people  concur  in  thinking  that 
Lombardy  owes  loyalty  to  Austria,  it  would  be  well,  at  once, 
by  an  act  of  parliament,  to  put  an  end  to  the  British  constitution^ 
in  order  to  prevent  the  high-minded  and  independent  few  from 
consuming  time,  means,  health,  and  life,  in  a  vain  attempt  to- 
avert  inevitable  despotism. 

In  p.  15,  it  is  asserted,  that  I  falsely  state  the  flag  of  indepen* 
dence  to  have  been  displayed  on  the  Bocchetta ;  a  mountain,  I 
believe,  unfortified,  where  consequendy  no  flag  could  be  dis- 
played. My  critic  must  have  known  (if  capable  of  understanding 
English)  that  the  expression  was  equivalent  to  the  commcm 
figure,  ^^  the  flag  of  England  floats  upon  the  Thames;* the 
French  ensign  flies  upon  the  Seine."  The  fact  is  in  itself  in- 
different, and  I  cannot  but  think  it  was  seized  upon  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  misleading  the  public. 

With  respect  to  the  manner  in  which  the  cession  of  Genoa 
took  place,  I  have  described  it  upon  the  concurrent  testimony  of 
many  Genoese ;  namely,  that  the  Sardinian  flag  was  hoisted  one 
morning  unexpectedly  to  the  inhabitants,  and  to  their  utter  coa- 
stemation.  As  for  what  the  critic  adds,  that  ^^  I  express  my 
astonishment  (perhaps  my  regret)  that  the  garrison  was  not 
massacred,"  the  following  are  my  words,  ^^  and  yet  the  Genoese 
did  not  rise  en  masse  to  massacre  the  English,  the  violators  of  a 
trust  so  sacred !  To  the  g'iory  of  the  Genoese  be  it  recorded, 
that  even  in  the  bitterest  moments  of  disappointment  and  suf* 
fering,  they  did  not  accuse  the  British  military."  I  appeal,  from 
this  ^^  ojfficerj^  to  the  slowest  intellect  and  most  vulgar  mind  in 
Europe,  if  he  has  not  foully  slandered  me  in  this  particular.  As 
to  ^  the  English  taking  all  they  could  get,"  the  context  equally 
.  shows  that  diis  refers  only  to  the  hospitality  they  experienced ; 
and  cannot  be  construed,  with  any  decency,  into  a  charge  of  dis- 
honesty against  our  military — a  crime  foreign  to  their  character 
and  habits. 

So  much  then  for  the  ^^  calunmies  and  misrepresentations"  of 
which  I  stand  charged  by  this  anonymous  pamphleteer.  That  I 
do  not  agree  with  him  in  his  slavish,  sycophantic,  and  let  me 
add,  un-English  conclusions,  is  my  misfortune :  I  can  neither 
get  place  nor  promotion  by  my  sentiments.  I  hope  the  same  is 
not  the  case  with  him,-— the  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hire. 

Fortius  obtrusion  upon  public  notice,  I  beg  to  solicit  mdul* 
gence,  and  to  offer  niy  excuses. 

Literary  disputes,  between  authors  and  their  critics,  werefor- 
merly  subjects  of  mere  literary  interest,  to  literary  circles  ex- 
clusively. To  the  world  in  general  they  were  topics  of  indif- 
ference, or  matter  for  ridicule.    The  warfare  of  such 
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'*  Phantastical  phantasms^ 
Such  unsociable  and  point-device  companions. 
Such  rackers  of  orthography," 

as  worried  Pope  and  annoyed  Steme,  was  still  made  within  the 
pale  of  literature.  But  in  the  present  day,  criticism,  under  the 
cover  of  a  periodical  review  of  books,  has  become  the  means  of 
attacking  principles,  and  a  very  efficient  source  of  political  and 
mtiiistenal  influence.  In  a  country  where  books  and  their  authors 
can  no  longer  be  burned,  and  where  the  liberty  of  the  press  is 
fitill  upheld  by  the  illumination  of  the  people,  an  effort  is  made 
to  neutralize  its  blessed  effects  by  a  covert  attack  upon  all  the 
vital  interests  it  supports.  A  host  of  professional  writers,  whose 
vocation  lies  in  their  necessities,  urged  by  interest  and  unre* 
strained  by  principle,  have  ranged  themselves  under  the  stand- 
ard of  corruption,  for  the  purpose  of  undermining  the  constitu- 
tional liberty  of  the  land,  by  merciless  assaults  on  all  whose 
writings  tend  to  support  it,  while  under  the  license  conceded  to 
their  anonymous  and  political  warfare,  pique,  envy,  or  invidi  • 
ousness,  are  permitted  to  scatter  their  random  shots,  in  personal 
slander  or  csdumnious  misrepresentation. 

But  a  few  more  deaths  like  Keates'  and  Scott's— a  few  more 
vilifying  and  unfounded  accusations,  such  as  my  sex  have  not 
saved  me  from— and  life  endangered,  character  blasted,  feelings 
wounded,  and  indignation  preying  on  itself,  as  it  stifles,  in  its 
proud  and  spirited  contempt,  the  prompt  defence  to  the  vile 
assault  which  has  roused  it — all  must  tend  to  terminate  a  contest 
unequally  supported  by  the  exposed  few,  and  the  hidden  many ; 
in  whose,  favour,  the  generosity  or  indifference  of  the  public 
must  soon  determine. 

With  respect  to  the  general  interests  of  literature,  it  may  be 
advanced  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that  they  have  been  more 
injured  than- benefited  by  the  prevalency  and  influence^f  peri- 
odical reviews.  Even  the  best  and  first  of  such  publications 
have  been  .accused  of  national  partialities,  of  personal  predilec- 
tions, and  of  being  subjected  to  the  influence  and  interests  of 
the  publisher  for  whom,  and  in  whose  name,  they  are  edited : 
while  with  respect  to  the  whole  corps  of  professional  literary 
umpires,  it  is  undeniable  that  their  works  have  tended  to  check 
the  free  play  of  public  judgment,  by  forestalling  its  decisions  ; 
have  enfeebled  public  taste,  by  pretending  to  guide  it ;  have 
thrown  literary  opinion  into  leading  strings;  and  while,  by  im- 
posing commentaries  and  scant}'  analyses,  they  have  saved  the 
indolent  the  trouble  of  reading,  and  the  shallow  the  pains  of 
thinking,  they  have  supplied  dogmatizing  pretension  with  a 
tempting  assortment  of  ready-cut  and  dried  decisions,  upon 
works  unknown  to  it  in  the  original;  and  thus  furnished  it  with 
the  means  of  giving  the  law  in  society,  from  whence  those  more 
highly  gifted  with  original  views  and  independent  judgments 
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withdraw  in  disgust,  if  not  in  intimidation.  It  is  also  from  the 
midtiplicity  of  periodical  reviews  of  every  calibre,  and  of  every 
price,  that  the  sphere  of  blue-stocking  coterie-ship  has  been  ex- 
tended, and  that  literary  discussion,  in  more  enlightened  circles, 
has  been  placed  under  the  ban  of  ri:dicule ;  for  all  fear  to  share 
that  "  dread  laugh"  raised  against  those  Messieurs  Trissotins, 
who  prey  on  the  pages  of  periodical  publications,  as  silk  worms 
feed  on  less  noxious  leaves,  and  spin  out  again  the  light  nutri- 
ment they  have  imbibed,  until  the  flimsy  fragile  web,  though  it 
catch  none  but  gad-flies,  usurps  and  supplies  the  place  of  stuff 
of  nobler  texture,  and  more  sterling  material. 

Literary  Reviews  were  made  for  mediocrity — ^they  have  done 
nothing  for  superior  genius ;  they  are  the  converse  of  Falstaff's 
proposition  on  wit.  Good  works,  in  the  present  day,  have  suc- 
ceeded in  despite  of  their  calumnies,  and  bad  ones  have  failed 
in  spite  of  their  support.  In  the  past  days  of  literature  they 
did  not  exist.  When  Chaucer,  Spenser,  Shakspeare,  Jonson, 
and  Dryden  wrote, — those  great  landmarks  of  British  literature ! 
there  were  no  Reviews.  These  writers  started  fairly  and  unim- 
peded, for  the  goal  of  immortality !  and  reached  it, — and  if  one 
name,  destined  to  be  added  to  this  glorious  list,  was  not  "  ob- 
scured in  its  original  brightness^'^  if  it  had  not  its  brilliant 
dawning  hurried  into  untimely  obscurity ;  it  was  due  to  the 
young  and  firm  nerve  of  him,  who  stood  the  brunt,  and  returned 
the  shaft  hurled  at  his  aspiring  genius ; — a  shaft  which,  had  its 
aim  succeeded,  would  have  deprived  this  age  of  the  poet,  whose 
name  in  after-times,  may,  perhaps,  most  distinguish  it. 

And  now,  about  to  withdraw  from  the  lists,  which  I  entered 
with  more  gaieU  de  cocur  than  I  depart  withal,  I  cannot  take 
my  leave  of  that  public,  to  which  I  have '  appealed,  without 
offering  some  acknowledgments  of  my  sense  of  its  protection 
2Hid  indulgence,  which  have  almost  rendered  the  foregoing  de- 
fence against  unfounded  charges  unnecessary.  It  is  to  the  , 
support  of  that  public  I  owe  it,  that  in  spite  of  the  shoals  and 
shallows,  which  have  impeded  my  literary  course,  I  have  still 
been  enabled  to  keep  my  little  bark  afloat.  Pirates,  and  pri\^- 
teers,  weekly,  monthly,  and  quarterly,  with  their  letters  of 
nriarque  from  high  protecting  powers,  have  opened  their  broad- 
sides, and  played  off"  their  small  arms  in  vain. — Public  opinion 
was  still  my  pilot ;  and,  towed  safely  into  port  by  its  assistance, 
I  have  never  yet  been  run  aground.  The  price  given  for  my 
last  venture  from  Italy ^  a  price  (says  one  of  my  critics) 

**  Enough  to  bear  a  royal  merchant  down," 

is  the  best  answer  to  those  who  have  endeavoured  to  undervalue 
the  cargo. 

Sydney  Morgan. 
UzRViTAGE^  September  15,  1821. 
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The  adventures  of  Peter  Glaus,  or  (according  to  his  new  appel- 
lation) Rip-van  Winkle,  diverted  our  attention  from  the  observa- 
tions we  were  about  to  make  in  a  former  Number,  on  the  value  of 
the  traditionary  tales,  which  have  built  themselves  upon,  and  often 
become  the  sole  preservers  of  interesting  historical  fact,  as  well  as 
the  records  of  ancient  manners  and  superstitions. 

Into  the  clouds  of  darksome  doubt  and  uncertainty  which  over- 
hang the  early  days  of  Teutonic  enterprise,  we  cannot  attempt  here 
to  penetrate,  though  the  theme  is  one  on  which  we  often  meditate 
with  an  interest  proportionate  to  the  difficulty  and  perplexity  of 
the  subject  The  Goths  every  where,  and  on  every  account,  excite 
our  most  lively  curiosity,  and  command  the  most  respectful  atten- 
tion. Their  origin  and  appearance  in  Europe,  their  forms  of  govern- 
ment and  progress  in  civilization,  are  all  subjects  full  of  speculation 
to  the  philosophic  lustorian,  for  they  were  the  tribes  who  brou^t 
MTith  them,  ana  infused  into  the  western  continent,  the  very  stamina 
of  vitality,  of  prompt,  manly  principle  and  action ;  so  that  we  trace 
to  them,  wherever  they  settled,  almost  all  that  is  g^reat  and  charac- 
teristic of  European  pre-eminence.  Their  institutions  so  soon 
moulded  themselves  into  the  substantial  and  enduring  principles  of 
order  and  good  government,  that  we  can  hardly  bring  ourselves  to 
believe,  that  they  could  ever  have  been  the  mere  accidental  combi- 
nations of  rude  barbarians,  the  chance-medley  of  chaotic  atoms. 
We  confess  that  when  we  think  of  these  things,  we  are  often  in 
good  earnest  inclined  to  pin  our  faith  on  the  nattering  accounts 
which  Jomandes  gives  of  the  literary  and  philosophic  accjuirements 
of  his  countrymen  in  the  earliest  times;  how  ^at  their  hours  of 
leisure  from  the  almost  perpetual  conflicts,  which  the  ambitious 
policy  of  Rome  was  ever  provoking)  their  wise  men  turned  them- 
selves to  walk  in  the  paths  of  philosophy;  how  one  scrutinized  the 
face  of  the  heavens ;  another  explored  the  nature  of  herbs  and  fruits ; 
a  third  calculated  the  uses  and  laws  of  motion  of  the  moon ;  and  a 
fourth  investigated  the  rules  by  which  the  sun  performed  his  diurnal 
course,  and  contemplated  the  theory  of  the  zodiacal  signs.  These 
pursuits,  indeed,  square  little  with  the  pictures  of  barbarism 
sketched  by  Roman  pride;  though,  in  the  result,  we  see  these  bar- 
barians rising  in  vigour  of  intellect  and  solidity  of  character,  and 
maturing  every  where  institutions  which  have  borne  the  test  of  time, 
and  withstood  alike  the  encroachments  of  despotism  and  democracy, 
while  their  classic  despisers  found  their  boasted  pre-eminence  m 
luxury  and  elegant  refinements,  only  hurrying  them  on  faster  to 
decay  and  ruin. 

We  have  before  alluded  to  the  popular  hjmns  or  songs  which,  in 
the  earliest  ages,  commemorated  the  exploits  of  the  Teutonic  war- 
riors, and  which,  in  the  days  of  Charlemagne,  were  currently  known 
and  talked  of,  as  being  of  the  highest  antiquity,  in  the  same  manner 
as  still  earlier  documents  had  been  in  the  time  of  Tacitus.  ThesCf 
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it  is  true,  hav^  perished  like  their  predecessors ;  but  there  can  be 
little  doubt  that  some  of  the  old  heroic  poems  still  in  existence  are, 
at  any  rate,  founded  on  very  ancient  materials.  The  circumstantial 
details  of  the  achievements  of  Attila  and  Theoderic  have  manifestly 
their  foundation  in  fact;  and  in  the  Scandinavian  Sagas  we  actually 
find  the  original  songs  referred  to  as  then  in  repute,  and  considered 
of  historic  authority.  Thus  the  Wiikma  and  Niflunga  Saga  says, 
**  Worthy  of  notice  are  the  German  songs  of  the  inhabitants  of  Susa, 
[jthe  residence  of  Attila  is  so  called  in  this  Saga]  where  these  ac- 
tions happened.  They  show  the  garden,  the  dun^on,  &c.  and  the 
Munster  and  Bremen  men  tell  the  same  facts,  without  knowing  of 
the  other  accounts,  almost  without  variation;  from  which  we  see 
the  fidelity  of  the  historical  poems  of  the  Teutonic  language." 

It  is  quite  clear  that  a  great  mass  of  poetic  literature,  of  some 
sort  or  another,  had  been,  from  the  remotest  antiquity,  cultivated 
among  the  German  tribes ;  but  the  degree  of  perfection  to  which  it 
had  attained  before  the  pieces  which  mive  survived  to  us,  is  a  more 
doubtful  question.  We  think  that  it  must  have  reached  a  very  con- 
siderable extent  of  comparative  refinement  for  some  time  previous 
to  the  eleventh  century.  The  poets  of  the  Suabian  age,  we  know, 
embodied  the  materials,  if  they  did  not  actually  copy  the  songs,  of 
ages  long  gone  by ;  and  the  elegance  of  their  diction,  as  well  as  the 
ai*tificial,  and  often  very  harmonious,  scheme  of  their  versification^ 
will  (if  our  wanderings  should  chance  hereafter  to  lead  us  thither) 
sive  us  abundant  reason  to  believe  that  they  are  not  the  character- 
istics of  a  people  just  emerging  from  positive  barbarism. 

One  of  the  most  prominent  and  peculiar  features  of  the  tradi- 
tionary tales  of  Germany,  is  the  repeated  allusion  to  the  existence 
in  some  remote  age  of  two  conflicting  races,  the  one  of  giant,  the 
other  of  dwarfish  dimensions.  The  giants  are  alwavs  depicted  as 
making  irruptions  u[K>n,  and  generally  ejecting,  the  dwarfs,  who,  in 
their  turn,  are  described  as  seeing  for  refugee  to  holes  in  the  rocks 
and  forests,  where  they  are  proscribed  as  mischievous  freebooters, 
who  availed  themselves  of  every  opportunity,  and  even  of  magical 
arts,  to  vex  and  plunder  their  conquerors.  The  historic  ground- 
work of  these  traaitions  is  evidently  of  very  hi^h  antiquity.  The 
dwarfs  are  very  different  personages  from  the  pigmies  that  appear 
singly  in  the  pages  of  later  romance,  as  pieces  of  court  furniture,  or 
as  the  messengers  of  the  courteous  knight  and  his  lady.  They  are 
here  free  agents,  acting  in  bodies,  forming  states,  warred  on,  and 
warring  in  return ;  men  who  were  by  no  means  despicable  enemieSi 
and  who 

"  Though  they  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  scmietimes.'* 
Wherever  or  however  these  tales  arose,  certain  it  is,  that  the  fends 
between  these  supposed  dwarf  and  giant  tribes  have  intermine^led 
themselves  with  every  species  of  popular  tradition,  from  the  Eodas 
and  Sasas  of  Scandinavia  to  the  gossipping  stories  of  the  nursery, 
in  which  we  meet,  in  various  g;uises,  the  triend  of  our  youth,  Thomas 
Thumb,  and  the  more  imposing  personage 

«  Who  sat  upon  a  rock  and  bobb*d  for  whale." 
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In  the  lAdest  poetic  reliques  of  the  North,  we  find  the  same  class 
of  beings  answering  in  all  their  attributes  to  their  counterparts  in 
popular  story';  though,  as  might  be  expected,  the  poet  eenerallj 
bedecks  his  heroes  with  a  larger  proportion  of  the  marvellous.  As 
an  illustration  of  this,  we  shall  make  a  few  extracts  from  the  poetic 
version  of  the  exploits  of  a  monarch  of  the  pigmies,  Utte  renowned 
King  Laurin,  who  in  sober  history  was  monarch  of  some  powerful 
German  nation. 

In  the  **  Little  Crarden  of  Roses,"  which  is  generally  quoted  as 
forming  part  of  the  Heldenbuch,  this  little  monarch  is  a  most  con- 
spicuous figure.  Similt  sallies  forth  with  Dietlieb,  her  brother,  to 
hold  her  rural  festivities  under  the  linden  tree  of  the  forest.  In  the 
midst  of  their  revelry,  she  is  carried  off  bj  the  little  king,  who  puts 
upon  her  the  **tam,^^  or  ''naM-emp,"  which  has  the  power  of  ren- 
dering its  wearer  invisible,  and  bears  her  as  a  prize  to  his  court  in 
the  forest. 

He  bore  her  to  his  cave 

Where  he  ruled  in  povalty. 
O'er  hill  and  valley  wilOf 
With  his  little  chivahy. 

Dietlieb  and  his  knights  set  forth  in  pursuit  of  the  lady,  and  in 
the  course  of  their  journey  are  informed  of  the  exploits  and  wond- 
rous power  of  the  King.  They  are  told  that  his  great  pride  is  in  his 
ma^ificent  Garden  of  Roses,  round  which  is  drawn  a  silken  line ; 
and  that  any  luckless  wight  who  trespasses  on  his  majesty's  par* 
terres  would  rue  the  aggression. 

The  tale  is  repeated  to  Dietrich  (or  Theoderic)  of  Bern  (Verona) 
and  Wittich  his  friend,  and  they  immediately  resolve  to  try  tihe 
mettle  of  the  monarch  by  rifling  his  roses.  TTheoderic  is,  however, 
on  arriving  at  the  spot,  ravished  with  the  beauty  of  the  scene ;— not 
so  Wittich ;  he  has  no  horticultural  taste*  and  commences  forthwith 
the  work  of  destruction.  The  pride  of  the  garden  soon  lay  pros* 
irate,  and  the  heroes  sat  mui^ing  on  their  doushty  exploit,  when  on 
a  sudden  the  owner  appears.  We  shall^ve  his  portrait  in  a  few 
stanzas»  in  translating;  which,  we  confess  we  have  done  little  more 
than  nut  a  new  dress  upon  the  correct  but  demi-|>rose  version  con- 
tsunea  in  the  *'  Illustrations  of  Northern  Antiquities." 

Behold  there  came  a  little  kemp. 

In  warlike  manner  dight, 
A  king  he  was  o'er  many  a  land 

And  Laurin  was  he  hight. 

^  A  lance  with  gold  entwined  round 

The  little  kmg  did  bearf 
And  on  the  lance  a  pennon  gay 
Wav'd  fluttering  m  tlie  ah*. 

And  thereupon  two  greyhounds  fleet 

Right  seemly  were  portray'd. 
And  alway  look'd  as  though  thev  chas'd 

The  roebuck  through  the  glade. 

His  courser  bounded  like  a  fawn  • 

With  golden  trappings  gay. 
And  costly  ^ms  around  him  shone. 

Bright  ghttering  as  the  day. 
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And  in  his  hands  Hie  hero  f^nsp'd 

Right  firm  the  golden  rein ; 
With  ruby  red  the  saddle  gleam'd 

As  he  prick*d  o'er  the  plain. 

•  •     •     • 

«    Around  his  waist  a  girdle  fair 
He  wore  of  magic  might; 
The  power  of  twelve  the  stoutest  men 
It  gave  him  for  the  fight 

•  •     •    • 

Cunning  he  was,  and  deep  of  skill. 

And  when  his  wrath  arose 
The  foe  must  be  of  mickle  pow*r 

That  could  ^thstand  bis  blows. 

•  «    •     • 

And  tall  at  times  his  Btatnre  grew 

With  spells  of  graromarie. 
Then  to  the  noblest  princes  he 

A  fellow  meet  might  be. 

•  •     •     • 

A  crown  of  purest  gold  he  bore 

Upon  his  helmet  orig^t. 
With  richer  gems,  or  finer  gold. 

No  mortal  King  is  dight. 

And  on  the  crown  and  tow'ring  helm 

Birds  sung  their  merry  lay; 
The  nightingale  and  lark  did  chant 

Their  melodies  so  gay. — 

It  seem'd  as  on  the  greenwood  tree 

They  tun'd  their  minstrelsy; 
By  hand  of  master  were  they  wrought. 

With  spells  of  grammarie. — 

A  savage  combat  ensues,  and  when  the  king  is  obliged  to  yield  a 
little  to  the  superior  strength  of  Theoderic,  he  has  recourse  to  the 
friendly  *' tarn-cap,'^^  whicn  makes  him,  of  course,  invisible,  and 
enables  him  to  strike  with  greater  eflTect  Of  this  resource,  how- 
ever, he  is,  in  the  end,  deprived ;  and,  after  a  long  struggle,  a  re- 
conciliation is  effected.  The  champions  are  then  invited  to  the 
king's  palace,  in  the  forest  The  scene  there  is  described  in  a  pas- 
sage of  considerable  beauty ;  the  whole  of  which  we  regret  that  our 
limi^  will  not  allow  us  to  quote. 

There  all  the  live-long  day  and  night 

The  birds  fiill  sweetly  sang. 
And  tiirough  the  forest  and  &e  plain 

Their  gentle  measures  rang.  * 

Tor  there  they  tuned  their  melody. 

And  each  one  bore  his  part; 
So  that  with  meny  minstrelsy 

They  cheer'd  each  hero's  heart. 

And  o'er  the  plain  there  ranged  free 
Of  beasts  both  wild  and  tame ; 
•  In  merry  gambols  tl^ere  they  play'd 

•  Full  many  a  lusty  game. 
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The  meadows  there  so  lovely  aeem'd» 

The  flowen  bloom'd  so  fair, 
Ceites,  the  lord  who  rul*d  that  plau>, 

^ould  know  nor  wo  nor  care. 

.  The  traditional  tales  of  the  Hartz  have  continual  reference  to 
the  same  dissentions  between  rival  nations  of  different  stature.  Its 
wilds  and  moUntain-fastnesses,  even  the  existing  names  of  places, 
are  every  where  associated  with  tales  of  wars,  conducted  against 
inferior  tribes,  of  their  conquest  and  lingering  resistance,  their  pre- 
datory incursions  on  the  possessions  of  their  triumphant  enemies, 
and  in  the  end,  their  total  expulsion  or  extermination.  Conceal- 
ment in  rocks  and  woods  became  the  only  protection  of  the  van- 
quished party,  and  poetic  fancy,  as  well  as  popular  superstition, 
added  the  assistance  of  the  tarn  or  nebel-cap,  to  shield  the  little 
warrior  at  times  from  the  superior  physical  force  of  his  opponent. 
This  expedient  reduced  the  attacked  partjr  to  tiie  necessity  of 
playing  a  serious  game  of  blindman's-buff  with  his  enemy,  till,  by 
some  chance,  he  could  displace  the  magical  covering,  and  make 
caption  of  the  convicted  plunderer. 

T*he  following  tale  contains  the  current  account  of  the  final  ex- 
pulsion of  the  little  marauders : 

"  Yonder  holes  in  the  rocks,  on  the  south  side  of  the  Hartx,  were 
formerly  inhabited  by  the  dwarfs ;  and  are,  on  that  account,  called 
dwarf-holes.  In  general,  they  are  so  low  and  narrow,  that  full- 
grown  men  could  only  enter  them  by  creeping  on  all -fours ;  but 
some  have  large  roomy  dwelling  places  within,  capable  of  holding 
many  persons.  Between  Walkenried  and  Neuhof,  two  large  tribes 
of  these  dwarfs  once  dwelt.  An  inhabitant  of  those  parts  observed 
that  his  fruit  and  vegetables  disappeared  every  night,  but  who  was 
the  thief  he  could  by  no  means  discover.  At  last  he  went  to  take 
counsel  of  a  wise  woman ;  and,  by  her  advice,  began  late  one  even- 
ing to  beat  about  in  all  directions  in  the  air,  over  his  pea-field,  with 
a  long  pole.  *  It  was  not  long  before  several  of  the  dwarfs  stood  be- 
fore him  in  their  proper  figures ;  for  he  had  knocked  off  the  nebel- 
caps,  which  had  till  then  made  them  invisible.  The  culprits  fell 
trembling  before  him,  and  confessed  themselves  guilty  of  having 
been  in  the  habit  of  robbing  the  fields,  which  they  said  hunger  com- 
pelled them  to  resort  to  for  subsistence. 

**  The  story  of  the  prisoners  soon  put  the  whole  neighbourhood 
in  commotion.  The  awarfs  at  last,  sent  embassadors  to  beg  for  the 
release  of  their  brethren,  promising  in  return,  to  quit  the  country 
for  erer.  This  was  soon  settled ;  but  the  mode  of  taking  their  de- 
parture gave  rise  to  much  dispute.  The  farmers  would  not  allow 
them  to  go  off  with  all  their  plunder,  and  the  dwarfs  refused  to  be 
▼isible  at  their  departure.  At  last  it  was  agreed,  that  they  should 
eo  oTer  a  litUe  bridge,  that  led  to  Neuhof;  that  each  of  them,  a$ 
he  passed,  should  throw  into  a  large  vessel,  to  be  set  for  the  pur- 
pose, a  certain  part  of  his  property,  as  a  toll  for  free  passage, 
bat  tfant  none  of  the  farmers  should  be  present  And  so  it  was  ar- 
ranged ;  but  some  curious  folks  hid  themselves  under  the  bridge, 
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that  they  might  hear  the  dwarfe  go  off-  For  roan^r  hours  they  heard 
nothing  but  the  trampling  of  the  little  men,  and  it  seemed  just  as 
if  a  great  flock  of  sheep  passed  over  the  bridge.  Since  that  time, 
only  here  and  there  one  of  these  little  animals  has  been  seen  ;  but 
every  now  and  then,  one  of  them  has  made  his  appearance  from  Hie 
holes  of  the  mountains,  and  played  mischievous  pranks,  such  as 
stealing  into  the  neighbouring  houses  and  leaving  changelings  in 
'  the  place  of  the  infant  children  whom  he  chooses  to  carry  off." 

The  German  antiouarians  are  convinced  that  these  stories  are 
founded  on  historic  fact.  It  is  certain,  that  many  of  the  Gotliic 
tribes  were  of  very  large  stature  and  strong  muscular  power,  while 
other  nations,  such  as  the  Huns,  for  instance,  are  represented  as  re- 
markable  for  natural  inferiority,  though  in  reality  the  difference 
was  in  no  case  very  great.  Ceesar  mentions  the  jeers  of  the  Gauls 
at  tlie  inferior  stature  of  the  Romans,  who  must  at  any  rate,  have 
reached  within  a  very  few  inches  of  their  enemy's  standard.  But 
conquest  every  where  created  a  disposition  to  insult  and  di9|Murage 
the  vanquished,  and  in  this  way  we  see  more  than  one  art  employ^ 
to  exalt  the  victor.  In  old  drawings,  the  personages  intended  to 
be  honoured,  are  exhibited  as  towering  in  size  above  the  humiliated, 
and  the  captive  Wittekin  scarcely  reaches  above  the  knees  of  his 
conqueror  Charlemagne.  The  nature  of  the  combats,  moreover, 
which  are  recorded  between  the  rival  races,  proves  strongly  their 
natural  origin :  with  all  the  pretended  disparity  of  bodily  power, 
the  parti^  fight  with  apparently  equal  success,  and  with  tiie  same 
weapons,  if  we  except  the  occasional  use  of  the  nebel-cap ;  whereas, 
if  the  whole  had  been  a  fiction  of  the  imagiiULtion,  each  would  have 
been  endued  with  attributes  and  weapons  suitable  to  his  peculiar 
rank  and  character  in  the  scale  of  beings. 

We  shall  not  here  weary  our  readers,  by  entering  into  the  histo- 
rical questions  arising  out  of  these  records  of  the  revolutions  of  na> 
tions — ^that  part  of  the  subject  is  chiefly  interesting  to  the  local  in- 
vestigator, and,  so  far  as  it  is  connected  with  the  ancient  inhabi- 
tants of  the  Hartz,  has  been  ingeniously  handled  by  Otraar,  in  whose 
hands  we  leave  it  to  be  decided,  whether  the  Celts,  the  Huns,  the 
Suevi,  the  Sclavi,  or  Vendi,  fto  which  latter  people  his  opinion, 
strengthened  by  several  etymological  coincidences,  inclines)  are  the 
warriors  whose  fai|j  proportions  are  thus  curtailed  and  libelled  bv 
their  spoilers. 

Any  view,  after  all,  is,  in  the  opinion  of  some  of  the  far-sighted 
too  confined,  which  does  not  carry  the  eye  of  the  inquirer  to  a  far 
more  remote  period ;  for  undoubtedly  the  traditions  may  mount 
much  higher,  and  savour  of  the  themes  of  those  songs  which  record 
tlie  battles  fat  the  first  irruptions  of  the  foUowei-s  of  Odin  into  Eu- 
rope) with  those  giant  tribes,  whose  lineal  descent  Angrim  Jonas. 
thinks  he  has  successfully  traced  to  the  Canaanites  flying  from  the 
concjuering  arm  of  Joshua. 

The  hero  of  the  following  tale  (which  gives  the  popular  account 
of  t]je  formation  of  an  immense  mark  or  cavity  in  a  rock,  called  the 
"  Hosb  i;appc''  or  «  Horse's  footstep,")  is  worthy  rf  being  enrolled 
among  Odin's  Berserker: 
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**More  than  a  thousand  years  ago*  ail  the  countrj  about  the 
Hartz  was  inhabited  by  giants,  who  were  heathens  and  sorcerers* 
They  knew  no  joy  but  in  murder  and  rapine.  If  all  other  weapons 
failed  them«  they  would  tear  up  oaks  of  sixty  years'  growth  and 
fif  ht  with  them.  Whoever  came  in  their  way  fell  beneath  their 
clubs,  and  all  the  women  whom  they  could  seize  were  cairied  off  to 
wait  upon  th^r  pleasure  day  and  niaht. 

**  One  of  these  giants,  called  Bondo,  who  was  immensely  huge 
and  powerful,  spread  terror  through  all  the  land.  Before  him 
trembled  all  the  giants,  both  among  the  Bohemians  and  Franks. 
But  Emma,  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  the  Riesen-sebirge  [the 
Giant-mountains],  would  not  yield  to  the  suit  which  he  urged. 
Neither  stren^h  nor  cunning  availed,  for  she  was  in  league  with  a 
powerful  spint  One  day,  Bohdo  beheld  his  beloved  hunting  at  a 
distance  on  the  mountains;  he  saddled  his  courser,  which  sprang 
over  the  plains  at  the  rate  of  a  mile  in  a  minute,  and  swore  by  all 
the  spirits  of  hell,  to  reach  her  this  time  or  perish.  He  rushed  on 
swift  as  the  hawk  flies,  and  had  nearly  overtaken  her  before  she 
perceived  that  her  enemy  pursued  her ;  when  at  the  distance  of 
two  miles,  she  knew  her  enemy  by  the  gate  of  a  plundered  town 
which  he  bore  as  a  shield.  Then  spurred  she  swiftly  her  horse, 
and  it  flew  from  hill  to  hill,  from  rock  to  rock,  over  marshes,  and 
through  woods,  till  the  trees  of  the  forest  cracked  like  stubble 
under  its  feet.  Thus  passed  she  over  Thuringia  and  came  to  the 
mountains  of  the  Hartz.  Often  did  she  hear,  some  miles  behind 
her,  the  snorting  of  Bohdo's  steed,  and  goaded  on  her  own  courser 
to  new  exertions. 

t-  <'  At  leneth  it  came  panting  to  the  brink  of  the  precipice,  which  is 
now  called,  the  Devil^s  Dancing-place,  from  the  triumph  there  of 
the  spirits  of  hell.  Kmma  looked  down  in  horror,  and  her  horse 
trembled,  for  the  rock  stood  like  a  tower  more  than  a  thousand 
feet  over  the  ^byss  below.  From  beneath,  was  faintly  heard  the 
rushing  of  the  stream  in  the  valley,  which  here  curled  itself  into  a 
frightful  whirlpool.  Above  it,  on  the  opposite  side,  rose  another 
shelf  of  rock,  which  seemed  scarcely  wide  enough  to  receive  the 
fore-foot  of  her  steed.  Awhile  she  stood  amazed  and  doubtful. 
Behind  rushed  the  enemy  more  hateful  to  her  than  death ;  before 
lay  the  abyss,  which  seemed  yawning  to  her  destruction.  Again 
she  heard  the  snorting  of  her  pursuer's  horse,  and  in  the  terror  of 
her  heart,  she  cried  to  the  spirits  of  her  fathers  for  help,  and  reck- 
less plunged  her  ell-long  spurs  into  her  courser's  flank. 

**  And  it  sprang!  sprang  over  the  abyss  of  a  thousand  feet,  reach- 
ed happily  the  rocky  shelf,  and  drove  its  hoof  four  feet  deep  into 
the  hani  stone,  till  the  sparks  of  fire  flew  like  lightning  around. 
There  is  the  footstep  still !  Time  has  not  bated  aught  of  its  depth, 
and  no  rain  shdl  wear  away  the  track.— Emma  was  saved !  but  ner 
royal  crown  of  gold  fell,  during  the  leap,  from  her  head  into  the 
abyss  below.  Bohdo  saw  only  his  Emma,  and  thought  not  of  the 
precipice;  he  sprang  after  her  with  his  war-horse,  and  plunged 
into  the  whirlpool  which  still  bears  his  naipe.   There,  changed  into 
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a  black  haand,  he  wiitohes  the  PriiiGess's  crown,  thitt  no  one  may 
draw  it  from  the  gulf. 

"  A  diver  waa  once  induced,  by  large  promises,  to  make  the  at- 
tempt^-4ie  plunged  in,  found  tiie  crown,  and  drew  it  up  till  the 
assembled  crowd  beheld  the  golden  points^— Twice  the  burden  es- 
caped from  his  hands,  and  the  people  cried  to  him  to  renew  the  at- 
tack. He  did  so,  and-— a  stream  of  blodd  tinged  thetpooU  but  the 
diver  came  up  no  more. 

*'  The  wanderer  passes  through  that  vale  with  chilly  horror,  for 
clouds  and  darkness  hang  around  it,  and  the  stillness  of  death 
broods  over  the  abyss— no  bird  ^ings  its  way  over,  and  in  the  dead 
of  ni^ht  the  hollow  bellowing  of  the  heathen  dog  is  often  heard  in 
the  distance." 


SNUTV-TAKIRG. 

^  When  the3r  talked  of  their  Raphaek,  Contgios,  uid  staiT, 
He  shified  his  trampet  and  only  took  muff/' 

I  often  take  a  pinch  myself — and  though  I  never  yet  have  car- 
ried a  box,  I  know  enough  of  the  human  nose  and  its  tendency 
after  long  indulgence,  to  exact  as  a  matter  of  right  what  was  ori- 
ginally granted  as  a  favour,  to  make  great  allowances  for  those 
who  do;  I  can,  therefore,  fully  sympathise  in  the  feelings  of  a  nu- 
merous and  respectable  portion  of  the  community,  who  complain 
with  some  indignation,  of  die  uncharitable  attack  upon  their  pri- 
vate habits  in  a  late  Number  of  the  New  Monthly,*  Certain  epi- 
thets, altogether  unworthy  a  civilized  Journal,  are  there  levelled 
at  a  very  ancient  and  harmless  custom;  and  though  backed  by  the 
authority  of  an  English  peer,  bear  unequivocal  marks  of  that 
radical  spirit,  which,  as  far  as  a  hatred  of  tobacco  is  concerned, 
cannot  be  too  vehemently  reprobated.  But  let  'not  the  writer 
flatter  himself,  that  Rappee  and  High  Toast  are  ^  easily  put 
down.  He  may  denounce  our  noses  as  "  dust-holes"  if  he  will — 
but  what  precious  dust! — ^what  an  aider  of  thought — what  a  soia- 
Tnen  curarum — ^what  a  helpmate  of  existence,  /3<»  it^myn  as  Plato 
said  of  the  olive ! — what  a  soother  of  irritability  as  Sir  Joshua 
found  it.  Let  this  anti-nasal  declaimer  just  step  into  Messrs. 
Fribourg  and  Pontets,  and  heUl  soon  see,  m  the  formidable  array 
of  robust  and  well-battalioned  jars,  what  an  unequal  contest  he 
has  undertaken  to  wage  against  one  of  die  most  popular  usages  of 
his  country: — jars  containing  every  modification  of  sternutatory 
materials,  collected  from  every  quarter  of  the  globe,  and  sanction- 
ed, many  of  them,  in  emblazoned  characters,  by  the  highest  names 
in  Europe,  from  Hardham's  No.  37,  for  rough  sneezers,  down  to 
the  delicate  and  cosdy  Maccabau,  whose  essence  is  so  subtle  and 
peiTading^  that,  like  Desdemona's  charms,  it  makes  die  ^  senses 
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ache"  with  exuberance  of  delight.  There  is  Martim<|iie,  pua- 
gent,  aromatic,  and  best  after  dinner ;  Masulapatam,  its  name 
and  odour  transporting  the  fancy  to  the  gorgeous  East;  French 
Bureau,  every  grain  of  which  gives  a  man  a  feel  of  business ; 
The  King  of  Prussia's,  compounded  from  Frederick's  receipt, 
expressly  for  heroes  and  statesmen;  Fine  Spanish,  with  which 
Bonaparte  gained  all  his  victories;  Mr.  Vansittart's,  usually 
callea  for  by  writers  and  readers  of  plans  for  paying  off  the  Na- 
tional Debt ;  Violet  and  a-la-Rose,  for  noviciates  and  dandies — 
and,  above  all,  the  inimitable  Lundy  Foot,  that  master-spirit  in 
sneezing  matters,  whose  single  genius  has  don^  more  for  the 
human  nose  than  the  combined  discoveries  of  every  preceding 
tobacconist  or  amateur,  and  whose  name,  though  he  now  is 
^  laid  in  dust,"  flourishes,  and  will  flourish,  as  long  as  the  world 
shall  keep  in  view  that  cardinal  maxim,  to  estabhsh  which  his 
life  was  devoted — that  snuff  in  its  perfection  should  be  taken 
dry.  Nor  let  it  be  supposed,  that  these  and  the  many  others  I 
might  enumerate,  operates  solely  as  physical  excitants;  no,  the 
imagination  comes  in  for  its  full  share  of  the  enjoyment*  When 
we  take  a  pinch  for  instance,  of  Napoleon's  favourite,  (fine 
Spanish  above-mentioned,)  how  soul-stirring  to  feel  that  we  are 
doing  precisely  what  the  hero  himself  did  after  the  battle  of  Ma- 
rengo. Again,  what  a  fund  of  delicious  association  is  thrown 
in,  without  any  extra  charge,  in  a  fresh  canister  of  Wellington's, 
or  Lord  Petersham's — what  a  conscious  community  of  tastes! — 
what  a  grateful  levelling  of  distinctions,  without  disturbing  the 
public  peace,  ^  Mr.  Bimie !  How  cheering  to  our  self-love  to 
reflect  that,  however  exalted  above  us  these  great  men  may  be 
in  other  respects,  their  nostrils  fare  no  better  than  our  own.  Let 
the  libeller  of  noses  tldnk  of  this,  and  pause  before  he  renews 
his  unseemly  vituperation.  Let  him  further  consider,  that  his 
invectives  directly  tend  to  bring  into  contempt  some  very  vene- 
rable ceremonies,  adopted  after  mature  deliberation,  for  civic 
and  state  occasions,  where,  while  the  other  senses  are  disre* 
garded,  we  see  the  pleasures  of  the  nose  selected  as  most  worthy 
of  public  favour  and  princely  countenance.  Who,  for  example, 
ever  heard  of  the  freedom  of  a  cit}*  being  presented  in  a  splendid 
fiddle-case?  or  a  foreign  ambassador,  on  the  eve  of  departure, 
requested  to  accept,  as  an  especial  mark  of  Royal  approbation,  a 
valuable  soup-ladle,  or  a  beautifully  wrought  cork-screw? — No 
such  thing;  the  bare  idea  excites  derision ;  but  for  ages  past, 
both  in  England  and  other  European  states,  the  snuffbox  has 
been  the  favoured  vehicle  of  privilege  and  honour ;  and  it  re- 
quires little  argument  to  show,  that  a  preference  so  long  esta- 
blished and  acquiesced  in,  must  have  solid  reasons  on  its  side, 
that  cannot  now  be  shaken  by  all  the  sophistries  of  ridicule  or 
abase.    I  once  asked  an  ingenious  friend,  ^^  how  the  organ  of 
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smelling  had  contrived  to  come  in  for  all  this  honour?'^-^His 
reply  was :  ^^  clearly  because  it  is  now  considered  the  seat  of 
honour*  The  old  Hudibrastic  notion  is  exploded — at  least 
if  that  noble  quality  dwells  before,  beyond  a  doubt,  its  head- 
quarters are  the  nose — ^pull  it,  even  with  the  most  circumspect 
gentleness,  and  how  incurable  the  insult.  Now  it  being  of  the 
essence  of-  honour,  to  be  as  alive  to  benefits  as  it  is  sensitive  to 
outrage,  hence  its  visible  dwelling-place  has  been  made  the  sub- 
ject of  all  these  costly  gifts,  precisely  on  the  principle  of  the 
Pagan  offerings  of  old,  at  the  shrine  of  some  high-minded  but 
irritable  divinity." 

The  writer  whom  I  am  refuting,  expresses  extraordinary  won- 
der at  the  continuing  prevalence  of  snuff-taking.  I  recommend 
to  his  consideration  two  facts  :  First,  it  is  equally  a  luxury  of 
the  rich  and  the  poor,  and  almost  the  only  luxury  which  the  rich 
have  not  discarded,  because  the  poor  can  afford  to  enjoy  it.  I 
put  it  to  his  candour,  whether  there  be  not  here  some  proof^ 
^^  that  there  must  be  a  pleasure  in  snuff-taking,  which  snoff^-takers 
only  know." — Secondly,  it  has  ever  been  a  favourite  custom 
with  men  the  most  distinguished  for  genius  in  every  department 
of  intellect ;  I  have  already  named  a  few.  Sir  Joshua,  Frederick 
of  Prussia,  Napoleon,  and  Mr,  Vansittart ;  and  it  is  generally 
considered,  that  without  some  such  help  the  minds  of  those 
eminent  persons,  however  naturally  elevated,  could  not  have 
risen  so  high,  or  soared  so  long.  I  might  multiply  examples 
without  number.  In  my  own  poor  way,  I  have  found  what  an 
aid  it  is  to  inspiration.  A  celebrated  Irish  writejrof  the  present 
day,  being  asked,  where  he  had  got  one  of  his  most  brilliant  fan- 
cies, replied  with  equal  truth  and  candour,  ^^  where  I  got  all  the 
rest,  in  Lundy  Foot's  shop  f^  and  (to  give  one  more  contempo- 
rary instance)  the  frequenters  of  the  Italian  Opera  cannot  fail  to 
observe,  that  the  admirable  leader  of  the  band  there,  no  sooner 
perceives  a  difficult  Obligato  coming  upon  him,  than  he  invariably 
prepares  his  mind  by  a  hasty  pinch  for  that  exquisite  conception 
of  his  subject,  which  his  tones  and  execution  never  fail  to  com- 
municate. 

But  to  go  an  inch  or  two  deeper  into  the  subject :  when  a  man 
takes  a  pinch  of  snuff,  he  exemplifies  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
principles  of  human  nature— the  love  of  excitation.  Nature  has 
given  our  blood  and  thoughts  a  certain  rapidity  of  movement,  but 
we  find  it  more  agreeable  to  set  them  going  a  little  faster,  or  (the 
more  usual  case,)  we  jade  them  by  excessive  exercise,  and  must 
have  recourse  to  artificial  stimulants  to  restore  their  vigour-— «lse 
we  are  the  victims  of  m/iui,  Anglici,  the  blue  devils.  We  become 
harsh  and  testy ;  we  torment  our  families,  distrust  our  friends.  If 
we  are  rich  enough  to  travel,  we  fly  from  place  to  place,  ^^  seeking 
comfort  and  finding  none."     If  we  are  poets,  we  write  sonnets 
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against  the  human  race,  magnanimously  including  ourselves.  If 
the  wars  are  raging,  we  long  for  the  tumult  of  the  camp ;  we 
somehow  feel  that  cutting  off  the  heads  of  half  a  dozen  French- 
men, would  prove  a  great  relief.  If  it  be  time  of  peace,  we  stay 
at  home  and  pine  away;  and  unless  some  real  calamity  should 
fortunately  step  in  to  divert  our  thoughts,  the  chance  is,  that  we 
call  in  the  razor  or  the  pistol  to  terminate  the  scene.  This  is 
an  extreme  case,  though  not  an  imaginary  one,  as  every  coroner 
can  tell;  but  the  intermediate  degrees  are  felt  more  or  less  by 
all,  and  the  application  of  powdered  tobacco  to  the  nose,  is  only 
one  of  the  thousand  methods  that  have  been  invented  to  satisfy 
the  universal  craving  for  excitement. 

Were  it  possible  for  the  mind  to  seize  at  a  single  view  the 
occupations  of  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  globe,  it^ould  be  some- 
what curious  to  behold  the  numbers  that  at  any  given  point  of 
time,  are  busily  and  solely  employed  in  raising  their  animal  spi* 
rits  to  the  agreeable  point  of  elevation,  and  to  compare  the  va- 
rious artifices  adopted  for  this  purpose.  Of  the  eight  hundred 
millions,  the  computed  number  of  the  whole,  we  should  have  so 
many  millions  smoking,  so  many  carousing;  so  many  millions 
or  thousands  throwing  off  drams;  so  many  sipping  coffee;  so 
many  masticating  opium,  and  other  exhilarating  extracts ;  so 
many  dancing,  singing,  hunting,  or  gambling,  all  to  keep  off  the 
tedium  vita.  .Some  must  have  mimic  scenes  of  bloodshed  on  the 
stage ;  some  must  see  men  kill  one' another  in  earnest ;  for  others 
a  mortal  cock-fight  is  a  sufficient  stimulant.  Some  keep  the  va- 
poiu-s  at  bay  by  talking  politics,  others  by  talking  scandal,  mil- 
lions by  talking  of  themselves.  Some  droop  if  the  world  neglects 
to  praise  them,  and  of  these,  some  prefer  a  full  draught  of  adu- 
lation at  stated  intervals,  while  others,  among  whom  are  authors, 
actors,  crowned  heads,  and  handsome  ladies,  must  be  tippling  it 
from  morning  till  night.  Some  take  to  the  excitement  of  hot  sup- 
pers ;  others  to  ghost  stories ;  others  to  authentic  accounts  of 
earthquakes,  murders,  and  conflagrations.  But  it  were  endless 
to  proceed;  money-making,  money-spending;  fanatical  devo- 
tion ;  auto-de-f^s ;  Indian  torturing  of  prisoners ;  sight-seeing ; 
last  new  novels ;  in  a  word,  many  of  men's  occupations  and 
most  of  their  amusements — what  are  they  but  the  several  ways 
of  attaining  the  same  end :  and  happy  they  who  have  so  regu- 
lated their  passions,  as  to  require  no  other  stimulant  than  a  tew 
diurnal  sneezes  to  keep  their  minds  in  good  humour  with  the 
world  and  themselves. 


GlV£ir  WITH  MY  PICTURE  TO  MY  BROTHER. 

I  bade  the  artist  use  his  utmost  care. 
To  make  this  imag«  of  thy  sister  smile ; 

That  though  in  wo,  or  sickness,  thou  may'st  there 
Ne'er  trace  the  sorrows  tho^  could'st  ne'er  bcgiiilc 
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Or  that  wfeen  time  or  ftte  ahal]  chill  my  heart, 
And  when  in  silent  peace  I  calmly  sleep* 

E'en  then,  to  thee  no  pain  I  may  import. 
To  swell  thy  breast  with  si^hs,  or  bid  tfiee  weep  1 


JaETTERS  FROM  SPAIN.      BT  DON  I^EUCADIO  DOBLADO^ 

LvrrsH  Ti. 

SeviUe^  > . 

Dear  Madam, 

An  unexpected  event  has,  since  my  last,  thrown  the  inhabitants 
ef  this  town  into  raptures  of  joy.  The  bull -fights  which,  by  a  royal 
order,  bad  been  discontinued  for  several  years,  were  lately  granted 
to  the  wishes  of  the  people.  The  news  of  the  most  decisive  victory 
could  not  have  nlfore  elated  the  spirits  of  the  Andaiusians,  or  roused 
them  into  greater  activity.  No  time  was  lost  in  making  the  neces- 
sary preparations.  In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  all  was  ready  for 
the  exhibition,  while  every  heart  beat  high  with  joyful  expectation 
of  the  appointed  day  which  was  to  usher  in  the  favourite  amusement 

You  should  be  told,  however,  that  Seville  is  acknowledged,  on  all 
hands,  to  have  carried  these  fights  to  perfection.  To  her  school  of 
htUmanship  that  art  owes  all  its  refinements.  Bull -fighting  is  con- 
sidered by  many  of  our  youne  men  of  fashion  a  hish  and  becoming 
accomplishment;  and  mimicking  the  scenes  of  Ae  amphitheatre 
forms  the  chief  amusement  among  boys  of  all  ranks  in  Andalusia. 
The  boy  who  personates  the  most  important  character  of  the  drama 
— ^the  bull — ^is  furnished  with  a  large  piece  of  board,  armed  in  front 
with  the  natural  weapons  of  the  animal,  and  having  handles  fasten- 
ed to  the  lower  surface.  By  the  last  the  boy  keeps  the  machine 
steady  on  the  top  of  the  head,  and  with  the  former  ne  unmercifully 
pushes  such  of  his  antagonists  as  are  not  dexterous  enough  to  evade, 
or  sufficiently  swift  to  escape  him.  The  fighters  have  small  darts, 
pointed  with  pins,  which  they  endeavour  to  fix  on  a  piece  of  cork 
stuck  flat  on  the  homed  board,  till  at  length  the  bull  fidls,  accord- 
ing to  rule,  at  the  touch  of  a  wooden  swora. 

Our  young  country-gentlemen  have  a  substitute  for  the  r^ular 
bull -fights,  much  more  approaching  to  reality.  About  the  beginning 
of  summer,  the  great  breeders  of  black  cattle---generally  men  of 
rank  and  fortune— send  an  invitation  to  their  nei^bours  to  be  pre- 
sent at  the  trial  of  the  yearlings,  in  order  to  select  those  that  are  to 
be  reserved  for  the  amphitheatre.  The  greatest  festivity  prevails  at 
these  meetings.  A  temporary  scaffolding  is  raised  round  the  walls 
of  a  very  large  court,  for  the  accommodation  of  the  ladies.  The 
gentlemen  attend  on  horseback,  dressed  in  short  loose  jackets  of 
«ilk,  chintz,  or  dimity,  the  sleeves  of  which  are  not  sewed  to  the 
body,  but  laced  with  broad  ribands  of  a  suitable  colour,  swelling 
not  ungracefully  round  the  top  of  the  shoulders.  A  profusion  of 
hanging  buttons,  either  silver  or  gold,  mostly  silver  gilt,  twinkle  in 
numerous  rows  round  the  wrists  of  both  sexes.  The  saddles  called 
Albardones,  to  distinguish  them  from  .the  peak-saddle,  which  is  sel- 
dom used  in  Andalusia^  rise  about  a  foot  before  and  behind  in  a 
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triangalar  shape.  The  stirraps  are  iron  boxes,  open  on  both  sides, 
and  i^ording  a  complete  rest  the  whole  leng^  of  the  foot*  Both 
country-neopie  and  gentlemen  riding  in  these  saddles,  use  the  stir- 
rups so  short,  that,  in  defiance  of  all  the  rules  of  man^,  the  knees 
and  toes  project  from  the  side  of  the  horse,  and,  when  goiloping,  the 
rider  appears  to  kneel  on  its  back.  A  white  beaver-hat,  of  rather 
more  than  two  feet  diameter,  fastened  under  the  chin  by  a  riband, 
mraa  till  lately  worn  at  these  sports,  and  is  still  used  by  the  horse- 
men at  the  public  exhibitions;  but  the  Montera  is  now  prevalent 
1  find  it  difficult  indeed  to  describe  this  part  of  the  national  dress 
without  the  aid  of  a  drawing.  Ima^ne,  nowever,  a  bishop's  mitre 
inverted,  and  closed  on  the  side  intended  to  receive  tne  head. 
Conceive  the  two  points  of  the  mitre  so  shortened  that,  placed 
downwards  on  the  skull,  thev  should  scarcely  cover  the  ears.  Such 
is  oar  national  cap.  Like  Don  Quixote's  head-piece,  the  frame  is 
made  of  pasteboard.  Externally  it  is  black  velvet^  ornamented 
with  silk  frogs  and  tassels  of  the  same  colour. 

Each  of  the  cavaliers  holds  a  lance,  twelve  feet  in  length,  headed 
with  a  three-edged  steel  point  This  weapon  is  called  Garroca, 
and  it  is  used  by  horsemen  whenever  they  have  to  contend  with  ihe 
bulls  either  in  the  fields  or  the  am|>hitheatre.  The  steel,  however, 
is  sheathed  by  two  strong  leather  rings,  which  are  taken  off  in  pro- 
portion to  the  strength  of  the  bull,  and  the  sort  of  wound  whicn  is 
intended.  On  the  present  occasion  no  more  than  half  an  inch  of 
steel  is  uncovered.  Double  that  length  is  allowed  in  the  amphi- 
theatre ;  though  the  spear  is  not  intended  to  kill  or  disable  the 
animal,  but  to  iLeep  him^off  by  the  p^ainfiil  pressure  of  the  steel  on  a 
superficial  wound.  Such,  however,  is  the  violence  of  the  bulls  when 
attacking  tiie  horses,  that  I  once  saw  the  blunt  spear  I  have  de- 
scribed, run  along  the  neck  into  the  body  of  the  beast  and  kill  him 
on  the  spot  But  this  is  a  rare  occurrence,  and  foul  play  was  sus- 
pected on  the  part  of  the  man,  who  seems  to  have  used  more  steel 
than  the  lance  is  allowed  to  be  armed  with. 

The  company  being  assembled  in  and  round  the  rural  arena,  the 
one-year-old  bulls  are  singly  let  in  by  the  herdsmen.  It  might  be 
supposed,  that  animals  so  young  would  be  friffhtened  at  the  approach 
of  tne  horseman  couching  his  spear  before  tneir  eyes;  but  our  An- 
dalttsian  breeders  expect  better  things  from  their  favourites.  A 
jroung  bull  must  attack  the  horseman  twice,  beanns  the  point  of  the 
spear  on  his  neck,  before  he  is  set  apart  for  the  bloody  honours  of 
tne  amphitheatre.  Such  as  flinch  from  the  trial  are  instantly  thrown 
down  by  the  herdsmen,  and  prepared  for  the  yoke,  on  the  spot 

These  scenes  are  often  concluded  with  a  more  cruel  sport  named 
Derribar.  A  strong  bull  is  driven  from  the  herd  into  the  open  field, 
where  he  is  pursued  at  full  gallop,  by  the  whole  band  of  horsemen. 
The  Spanish  bull  is  a  fleet  animal,  and  the  horses  find  it  difficult  to 
keen  up  with  him  in  the  first  onset  When  he  be^^ins,  however,  to 
slack  in  his  course,  the  foremost  spearman,  couching  his  lance,  and 
aimine  obliquely  at  the  lower  part  of  the  spine,  above  the  haunches, 
spurs  his  horse  to  his  utmost  speed,  and,  passing  the  bull,  inflicts  a 
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wottiid»  which,  being  exceedingly  painfuU  makes  him  wince»  lose  his 
balance*  and  come  down  with  a  tremendous  fall.  The  shock  is  so 
violent  that  the  bull  seems  unable  to  rise  for  some  time.  It  is  hardly 
necessary  to  observe,  that  such  feats  require  an  uncommon  degree 
of  horsemanship,  and  the  most  complete  presence  of  mind. 

Our  town  itself  abounds  in  amusements  of  this  kind,  where  the 
professional  bull -fighters  learn  their  art,  and  the  awuttewn  feast 
their  eyes,  occasionally  joining  in  the  sport  with  the  very  lowest  of 
the  people.  Tou  must  know,  by  the  way,  that  our  town  corporation 
enjoy  the  privilege  of  being  our  sole  and  exclusive  butchers.  Thev 
alone  have  a  risht  to  kill  and  sell  meat ;  which,  comins  throam 
their  noble  hands,  (for  this  municipal  government  is  entailed  on  the 
first  Andalusian  families)  is  the  worst  and  dearest  in  the  whole 
kingdom.  Two  druves  of  lean  cattle  are  brought  every  week  to  a 
large  slaughter-house  (el  matadero)  which  stands  between  one  of 
the  city  ntes  and  the  suburb  of  San  Bernardo.  To  walk  in  that 
neighbouriiood  when  the  cattle  approach  is  dangerous ;  for,  notwith* 
standing  the  emaciated  condition  of  the  animius,  and  tiiouj^  many 
are  oxen  and  cows,  a  crowd  is  sure  to  collect  on  the  plain,  and  by 
the  waving  their  cloaks,  and  a  sharp  whistling  which  they  make 
through  their  fingers,  they  generally  succeed  in  dispersing  the 
drove,  in  order  to  single  out  the  fiercest  for  their  amusement 
^Nothing  but  the  Spanish  cloak  is  used  on  these  occasions.  Holding 
it  gracefully  at  arm's  length  before  the  body,  so  as  to  conceal  the 
person  from  the  breast  to  the  feet,  they  wave  it  in  the  eyes  of  the 
animal,  shaking  their  heads  with  an  air  of  defiance,  and  generally 
calling  out  Hal  Tbro,  Toro.  The  bull  pauses  a  moment  before  he 
rushes  upon  the  nearest  object  It  is  said,  that  he  shuts  his  eyes  at 
the  instant  of  pushing  with  his  horns.  The  man  keepine  his  cloak 
in  the  first  direction,  flings  it  over  the  head  of  the  animid,  while  be 
glances  his  body  to  the  left,  just  wh^n  the  bull,  led  forward  bv  the 
original  impulse,  must  run  on  a  few  yards  without  beinc  aMe  to 
turn  upon  his  adversary,  whom,  upon  wheeling  roundt  he  Ends  pre- 
pared to  delude  him  as  before.  This  sport  is  exceedingly  lively; 
and  when  practised  bv  proficients,  seldom  attended  with  danger. 
It  is  called  Cap6o.  The  whole  population  of  San  Bernardo,  men, 
women,  and  children,  are  adepts  in  tins  art  Within  the  walls  of 
the  slaughter-house,  however,  is  the  place  where  the  bull-fighters 
hj  profession  are  allowed  to  improve  themselves.  A  member  of 
the  town  corporation  presides,  and  admits,  gratis,  his  friends ; 
among  whom,  notwithstanding  the  filth  natural  to  such  places, 
ladies  do  not  disdain  to  appear.  The  Matadero  is  so  well  known 
as  a  school  for  bull-fightin|^  that  it  bears  the  cant  appellation  of  the 
College.  Many  of  our  nrst  noblesse  have  frequented  no  other 
school.  Fortunately,  this  fashion  is  wearing  away.  Yet  we  have 
often  seen  Viscount  Miranda,  the  head  of  one  of  the  proudest 
families  of  the  proud  city  of  Cordova,  step  into  the  public  amphi- 
theatre, and  kill  a  bull  with  his  own  hand.  This  gentleman  had 
reared  up  one  of  his  favourite  animals,  and  accustomed  him  to  walk 
into  hb  parlour,  to  the  gireat  consternation  of  the  company.    The 
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bull,  however,  once,  in  a  surly  mood,  forgot  his  acquired  lameness, 
and  gored  one  of  the  servants  to  death;  in  consequence  of  which 
his  master  was  compelled  to  kill  him. 

That  Spanish  gentlemen  fight  in  public  with  bulls,  I  suppose  you 
have  heanl  or  read.  But  this  does  not  re^larly  take  place,  except 
at  the  coronation  of  our  kings,  and  in  their  presence.  Such  noble- 
men as  are  able  to  engage  in  the  perilous  sport,  volunteer  their  ser« 
vices  for  the  sake  of  ttie  reward,  which  is  some  valuable  place  under 
government,  if  they  prefer  it  to  an  order  of  Knighthood.  They  isip- 
pear  on  horsebacK,  attended  by  the  first  professional  fighters^  on 
loot,  and  use  short  spears  with  a  broad  blade,  called  Rejones. 

A  BuUrday,  (Dia  cie  Toros)  as  it  is  emphatically  called  at  Seville, 
stops  all  public  and  private  business.  On  the  preceding  afternoon 
the  Amphitheatre  is  thrown  open  to  all  sorts  of  people  indiscrimi- 
nately. Bands  of  military  music  enliven  the  bustling  scene.  The 
seats  are  occupied  by  such  as  wish  to  see  the  promenade  on  the 
arena,  round  which  the  ladies  parade  in  their  carriages,  while  every 
man  seems  to  take  pleasure  in  moving  on  the  same  spot  where  the 
fierce  combat  is  to  take  place  within  a  few  hours.  The  spirits  of 
die  company  are,  in  fact,  pitched  up  by  anticipation  to  the  gay, 
noisy,  and  bold  temper  of  the  future  sport. 

Our  Amphitheatre  is  one  of  the  Ufrgest  and  handsomest  in  Spain. 
A  great  «trt  is  built  of  stone ;  but,  from  want  of  monev,  the  rest  is 
vrood.  From  ten  to  twelve  thousand  spectators  may  oe  accommo- 
dated with  seats.  These  rise,  uncovered,  from  an  elevation  of  about 
eight  feet  above  the  arena,  and  are  finally  crowned  bv  a  gallery, 
from  whencj  the  wealthy  behold  the  fights,  free  from  the  inconve- 
niences of  die  weather.  The  lowest  tier,  however,  is  preferred  by 
jounff  gentlemen,  as  affording  a  clearer  view  of  the  wounds  in- 
flicted on  the  bull.  This  tier  is  protected  bv  a  parapet.  Another 
strong  fence,  six  feet  high,  is  erected  round  the  arena,  leaving  a 
apace  of  about  twenty  between  its  area  and  the  lower  seats.  Open- 
ings, admitting  a  man  side-ways,  are  made  in  this  fence,  to  allow 
the  men  on  foot  an  escape  when  closely  pursued  by  the  bull.  They, 
however,  most  ^nentllv  leap  over  it,  with  uncommon  agility.  But 
bulls  of  a  certain  breed,  will  not  be  left  behind,  and  they  literally 
clear  the  fence.  Falling  into  the  vacant  space  before  the  seats,  the 
animal  runs  about  till  one  of  the  gates  is  opened,  through  which  he 
is  easily  drawn  back  to  the  arena. 

Few  amo^  the  lower  classes  retire  to  their  beds  on  the  eve  of  a 
BuU-day.  From  midnight  thejr  pour  down  the  streets  leading  to 
the  Amphitheatre,  in  the  most  riotous  and  offensive  manner,  to  be 
present  at  the  Encierro-^^ftue^iii^-in  of  the  bulls,  which  being  per- 
lormed  at  the  break  of  day,  is  allowed  to  be  seen  without  paving  for 
seats.  Those  animals,  are  conducted  from  their  native  fields  to  a 
large  plain  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Seville,  from  whence  eighteen, 
the  number  exhibited  daily  during  the  feasts,  are  led  to  the  Amphi- 
theatre on  the  appointed  day,  that  long  confinement  may  not  break 
down  their  fierceness.  This  operation  has  something  extremely 
wild  in  its  character.    All  the  Amateun  of  the  town  are  seen,  on 
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horseback  with  their  lances,  hastenine' towards  Tablada,^e  spot 
where  the  bulls  are  kept  at  large.  The  herdsmen,  on  foot,  collect 
the  yictims  of  the  day  into  a  drove ;  this  the  j  do  by  means  of  taine 
oxen,  called  Cabestros,  taught  to  be  led  by  a  halter,  carrying,  tied  > 
round  their  neck,  a  large  deep-sounding  bell,  with  a  wooden  clap* 
per.  What  the  habit  of  following  the  bells  of  the  leaders  fails  to 
do,  the  cracking  of  the  herdsmen's  slings  is  sure  to  perform,  when 
the'  animals  are  not  driven  to  madness.  The  horsemen,  besides, 
stand  on  all  sides  of  the  drove  till  they  get  it  into  a  round  trot.  Thus 
they  proceed  to  within  hall  a  mile  of  the  amphitheatre.  At  that 
distance  a  path  is  closed  up  on  botii  sides,  with  stout  poles,  tied 
horizontally  across  upright  stakes-— a  feeble  rampart,  indeed,  aninst 
the  fury  of  a  herd  of  wild  bulls.  Yet  the  Sevillian  mob,  though 
fully  aware  of  the  danzer,  are  mad  enou^  to  take  pleasure  in  ex- 
posing themselves*  The  intolerable  noise  in  my  street,  and  the  in- 
vitation of  a  Member  of  the  Maestranza— -a  corporate  association 
of  noblemen,  whose  object  is  the  breeding  and  breaking  of  horses, 
and  who  in  this  town  enjoy  the  exclusive  privilege  of  giving  bull- 
feasts  to  the  public,  induced  me,  during  the  last  season,  to  ^t  op 
one  mornine  with  the  dawn,  and  take  my  stand  at  the  amphithea- 
tre, where,  from  their  private  sallery,  I  commanded  a  view  of  the 
plain  lying  between  the  river  Guadalquivir  and  that  building. 

At  the  aistant  sound  of  the  oxen's  bells,  shoals  of  people  were 

seen  driving  wildly  over  the  plain,  like  clouds  before  a  strong  gale. 

One  could  read  in  their  motions,  a  struffile  between  fear  on  one 

side,  and  vanity  and  habit  on  the  other,   ^ow  they  approached  the 

palisade,  now  tney  ran  to  a  more  distant  spot    Many  climbed  up 

the  trees,  while  the  more  darine  or  fool-haray,  kept  their  station  oa 

what  they  esteemed  a  post  of  honour.    As  our  view  was  tenai- 

nated  by  a  narrow  pass  oetween  the  river  and  the  ancient  tower 

called  del  Oro,  or  Golden,  the  cavalcade  broke  upon  us  with  great 

effect    It  approached  at  full  gallop.    The  leading  horsemen,  now 

confined  within  the  palisades,  and  naving  the  whole  herd  at  their 

heels,  were  obliged  to  run  for  their  lives.    Pew,  however,  ventured 

on  this  desperate  service,  and  their  greatest  force  was  on  the  rear. 

The  herdsmen  clinging  to  the  necks  of  the  oxen,  in  order  to  keep 

pace  with  the  horses,  appeared,  to  an  unpractised  eye,  doomed  to 

inevitable  destruction.    The  cries  of  the  multitude,  the  sound  of 

numberless  horns,  made  of  the  hollow  stem  of  a  large  species  of 

thistle,  the  shrill  and  penetrating  whistling  which  seems  most  to 

harass  and  enrage  the  nulls,  together  with  the  confused  and  rapid 

motion  of  the  scene,  could  haraly  be  endured  without  a  degree  of 

dizziness.    It  often  happens,  that  the  boldest  of  the  mob,  succeed 

in  decoying  a  bull  from  tlie  drove ;  but  I  was,  this  time,  fortunate 

enouffh  to  see  them  safely  lod^ged  in  the  Toril— -a  small  court  di- 

videa  into  a  series  of  compartments  with  drop-gates,  in  the  form  of 

sluices,  into  which  they  are  successively  goaded  from  a  surrounding 

gnillery,  and  lodged  singly  till  the  time  of  letting  them  loose  upon 

tiie  arena. 

The  custom  of  this  town  requires  that  a  bull  be  given  to  thepopu- 
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laee  immediately  after  the  skutHne-in.  The  irrejrular  fight  that 
ensuea  is  perfectly  disgustine  and  shocking.  The  only  time  I 
have  witnessed  it,  the  area  of  &e  amphitheatre  was  actui^lfy^  crowd- 
ed with  people,  both  on  horse  and  toot  Fortunately  their  num- 
bers distracted  the  animal :  on  whatever  side  he  crulrged  large 
masses  ran  before  him,  on  which  he  would  have  made  a  dreadful  ha- 
voc, but  for  the  multitude  which  drew  his  attention  to  another  spot. 
Yet  one  of  the  crowd,  evidently  in  a  state  of  intoxication,  stood 
still  before  the  bull,  was  tossed  up  to  a  ereat  height,  and  fell  appa- 
rently dead.  He  would  have  been  gored  to  pieces  before  our  eyes, 
had  not  the  herdsmen  and  some  other  good  fighters  drawn  away  the 
beast  with  their  cloaks. 

Such  horrors  are  frequent  at  these  irregular  fights ;  yet  neither 
the  cruelty  of  the  sport,  nor  the  unnecessary  danger  to  which  even 
the  most  expert  bull- fighters  expose  their  lives,  nor  the  debauch 
and  proflieacy  attendant  on  such  exhibitions,  are  sufficient  to  rouse 
the  zeal  of  our  fanatics  against  them.  Our  popular  preachers  have 
succeeded  twice,  within  my  recollection,  in  shutting  up  the  theatre. 
I  have  myself  seen  a  friar  with  a  crucifix  in  his  hand,  stop  at  its 
door,  at  tne  head  of  an  evenihg  procession,  and,  during  a  consider- 
able part  of  the  performance,  conjure  the  people,  as  they  valued 
their  souls,  not  to  venture  into  that  abode  of  sin ;  but  I  never  heard 
from  these  holy  euardians  of  morals  the  least  observation  asainst 
bull-fighting :  and  even  our  high-ilyers  in  devotion— the  Phuippi- 
ofis,*  whom  we  misht  call  our  Methodists,  allow  all,  except  cler- 
gymen, to  attend  &ese  bloody  scenes,  while  they  deny  absolution 
to  any  who  do  not  renounce  the  play. 

Before  quitting  the  amphitheatre  1  was  taken  by  my  friend  to  the 
gallery  from  which  the  bulls  were  being  eoaded  into  their  separate 
stalls.  As  it  stands  only  two  or  three  feet  above  their  heads,  I 
co«ld  not  but  feel  a  degree  of  terror  at  such  a  close  view  of  those 
fiery  sava^  eyes,  those  desperate  efforts  to  reach  the  beholders, 
accompanied  dv  repeated  and  ferocious  bellowings.  There  is  an 
intelligence  and  nobleness  in  the  lion  that  makes  him  look  much 
less  terrific  in  his  den.  I  saw  the  Divisa,  a  bunch  of  ribands  tied 
to  a  barbed  steel  point,  stuck  into  the  bulls'  necks.  It  is  intended 
to  distinguish  the  breeds  by  different  combinations  of  colours,  which 
are  stated  in  hand-bills,  sold  about  the  streets  like  your  court-ca- 
lendars before  the  assizes. 

Ten  is  the  appointed  hour  to  begin  the  morning  exhibition ;  and 
such  days  are  nxed  upon  as  will  not,  by  a  long  church-service,  pre- 
vent the  attendance  of  the  canons  and  prebendaries,  who  choose  to 
be  present;  for  the  chapter,  in  a  body,  receive  a  regular  invitation 
from  the  Maestranza.  Such,  therefore,  as  have  secured  seats,  may 
stay  at  home  till  the  tolling  of  the  great  bell  announces  the  eleva- 
tion of  the  hostr-«  ceremony  which  takes  place  near  the  conclusion 
of  the  daily  momimr  service. 

The  view  of  the  Seville  amphitheatre,  when  full,  is  very  strikipg. 
Most  people  attend  in  the  Andalusian  dress,  part  of  which  I  have 

•  Sec  Letter  IV.  p»ge  159. 
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-  already  described.  The  colour  of  the  men's  cloaks,  which  ai^  of 
silk,  in  the  fine  season,  varies  from  purple  to  scarlet  The  short 
loose  jackets  of  the  men  display  the  most  lively  hues,  and  the  white 
veils  of  the  females,  which  are  generally  worn  at  these  meetings, 
tell  beautifully  with  the  rest  of  fiieir  say  attire. 

The  clearing  of  the  arena,  on  which  a  multitude  lounge  till  the 
last  moment,  is  part  of  the  show,  and  has  the  appropriate  appella- 
tion of  Despejo.  This  is  performed  by  a  regiment  of  infantry.  The 
soldiers  entering  at  one  of  the  gates  in  a  column,  display  their 
ranks,  at  the  sound  of  martial  music,  and  sweep  the  people  before 
them  as  they  march  across  the  ground.  This  done,  the  gates  are 
closed,  the  soldiers  perform  some  evolutions,  in  which  the  com- 
manding officer  is  expected  to  show  his  ineenuitv,  till  having  placed 
his  men  in  a  convenient  position,  they  disbana  in  a  moment,  and 
hide  themselves  behind  the  fence. 

The  band  of  Toreros  (bull-fighters)  one  half  in  blue,  the  other  in 
scarlet  cloaks,  now  advance  in  two  lines  across  the  arena,  to  make 
obeisance  to  the  president  Their  number  b  generally  twelve  or 
fourteen,  including  the  two  Matadores,  each  attended  by  an  assist- 
ant called  Mediaespada  (demi-sword).  Close  in  their  rear  follow 
the  Picadorea  fpikemen)  on  horseback,  wearing  scarlet  iackets 
trimmed  with  silver  lace.  The  shape  of  the  horsemen's  jackets  re- 
sembles those  in  use  among  the  English  post4>oy8.  .As  a  protection 
to  the  legs  and  thighs,  they  have  stroi^  leatiier  overalls,  stuffed  to 
an  enormous  size  with  soft  brown  paper— a  substance  which  is  said 
to  offer  great  resistance  to  the  bulks'  horns.  After  making  their  bow 
to  the  president,  the  horsemen  take  their  post  in  a  line  to  the  left 
of  the  gate  which  is  to  let  in  the  bulls,  standing  in  the  direction  of 
the  barrier  at  the  distance  of  thirty  or  forty  paces  from  each  other. 
The  fighters  on  foot,  without  any  weapon  or  means  of  defence,  ex- 
cept their  cloaks,  wait,  not  far  from  the  horses,  ready  to  ^ve  assist- 
ance to  the  pikemen.  Every  thing  bein^  thus  in  readiness,  a  con- 
stable, in  the  ancient  Spattisn  costume,  ndes  up  to  the  front  of  the 
principal  gallery,  and  receives  into  his  hat  the  key  of  the  Toril  or 
bulls'  den,  which  the  president  flings  from  the  balcony.  Scarcely  has 
the  constable  delivered  the  key  under  the  steward's  ffallery  when, 
at  the  waving  of  the  president's  handkerchief,  the  bugles  sound 
amid  a  storm  of  applause,  the  gates  are  flung  open,  and  the  first  bull 
rushes  into  the  amphitheatre.  I  shall  describe  what,  on  the  day  I 
allude  to,  our  connoisseurs  deemed  an  interesting  fight,  and  if  you 
imagine  it  repeated,  with  more  or  less  danger  and  carnage,  eight 
times  in  the  mornins  and  ten  in  the  evening,  yon  will  have  a  pretty 
accurate  notion  of  the  whole  performance. 

The  bull  paused  a  moment  and  looked  wildly  upon  the  scene;  then, 
taking  notice  of  the  first  horseman,  made  a  desperate  chaive  against 
him.  The  ferocious  animal  was  received  at  the  point  of  the  pike, 
which,  according  to  the  laws  of  the  game',  was  aimed  at  the  fleshy 
part  of  the  necK.  A  dexterous  motion  of  the  bridle-hand  aad 
right  leg  made  the  horse  evade  the  bull's  horn,  by  turninff  to  the 
left.    Made  fiercer  by  the  wound,  he  instantly  attacked  tne  next 
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pikemvi,  whose  horse,  less  obedient  to  the  rider,  was  so  deeply 

S»red  in  the  chest  that  he  fell  dead  on  the  spot  The  impulse  of 
e  bull's  thrust  threw  the  rider  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse. 
An  awful  silence  ensued.  The  spectators,  rising  from  their  seats, 
beheld  in  fearful  suspense  the  wild  bull  gorins  the  fallen  horse, 
while  the  man,  whose  only  chance  of  safety  depended  on  lying 
motionless,  seemed  dead  to  all  appearance.  This  painful  scene 
lasted  but  a  few  seconds ;  for  the  men  on  foot,  by  running  towards 
the  bulU  in  various  directions,  waving  their  cloaks  and  uttering 
loud  cries,  soon  made  him  quit  the  horse  to  pursue  them.  When 
the  danger  of  the  pikeman  was  passed,  and  he  rose  on  his  legs  to 
vault  upon  another  horse,  the  burst  of  applause  mi^ht  be  heard  at 
the  fartnest  extremity  of  the  town.  Dauntless  ana  urged  by  re- 
venge, he  now  galloped  forth  to  meet  the  bull.  But,  without  detail- 
ing the  shocking  sights  that  followed,  I  shall  only  mention  that  the 
ferocious  animal  attacked  the  horsemen  ten  successive  times, 
wounded  four  horses  and  killed  two.  One  of  these  noble  creatures, 
though  wounded  in  two  places,  continued  to  face  the  bull  without 
shrinking,  till  growing  too  weak  he  fell  down  with  the  rider.  Yet 
these  horses  are  never  trained  for  the  fights ;  but  are  bought  for  the 
amount  of  thirty  or  forty  shillings,  when,  worn  ,out  with  labour,  or 
broken  b;^  disease,  they  are  unfit  for  any  other  service. 

A  flourish  of  the  bugles  discharged  the  horsemen  till  the  beginning 
of  the  next  combat,  and  the  amusement  of  the  people  devolved  on 
the  Banderilleros,-— the  same  whom  we  have  hitherto  seen  attentive 
to  the  safety  of  the  horsemen.  TheBahderilla,  literally,  little  flas, 
from  which  they  take  their  name,  is  a  shaft  of  two  feet  in  length, 
pointed  with  a  barbed  steel,  and  ^aily  ornamented  with  many  sheets 
of  painted  paper,  cut  into  reticulated  coverings.  Without  a  cloak, 
and  holding  one  of  these  darts  in  each  hand,  the  fighter  runs  up  to 
the  bull,  and  stopping  short  when  he  sees  himself  attacked,  he  nxes 
the  two  shafts,  without  flinging  them,  behind  the  horns  of  the  beast 
at  the  verv  moment  when  it  stoops  to  toss  him.  The  painful  sen* 
sation  makes  the  bull  throw  up  his  head  without  inflicting  the  in- 
tended blow,  and  while  he  rages  in  impotent  endeavours  to  shake 
off  the  hanging  darts  that  ^1  him,  the  man  has  full  leisure  to 
escape.  It  is  on  these  occasions,  when  the  Banderilleros  fail  to  fix 
the  aarts,  that  they  require  their  surprising  swiftness  of  foot  Be- 
ing without  the  protection  of  a  cloak  they  are  obliged  to  take  in- 
stantly to  flight  The  bull  follows  them  at  full  gallop ;  and  I  have 
seen  the  man  leap  the  barrier,  so  closely  pursued  b^  the  enraged 
brute,  that  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  sprung  up,  by  placing  the  feet  on 
its  head.  Townsend  thought  it  was  literally  so.  Some  of  the  darts 
are  set  with  squibs  and  crackers.  The  match,  a  piece  of  tinder,  made 
of  a  dried  fungus,  is  so  fitted  to  the  barbed  point  that,  rising  by  the 
pressure  which  make:^  it  penetrate  the  skin,  it  touches  the  tram  of  the 
mre-works.  The  only  object  of  this  refinement  of  cruelty  is  to  confuse 
the  bull's  instinctive  powers,  and,  by  making  him  completely  fran- 
tic, to  diminish  the  danger  of  the  Matador,  who  is  never  so  exposed 
as  when  the  beast  is  collected  enough  to  meditate  the  attack. 
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At  the  waving  of  the  presideiit's  handkerchiefy  the  bugles  aoanded 
the  death  sign^,  and  the  Matador  came  forward.  Pepe  Illo»  the 
pride  of  this  town,  and  certain!  j  one  of  the  most  graceful  and  dex- 
terous %hter8  that  Spain  has  ever  produced,  having  flung  off  his 
cloak,  approached  the  bull  with  a  quick,  light,  and  fearless  step.  In 
his  left  nand  he  held  a  square  piece  of  red  cloth,  spread  upon  a  staff 
about  two  feet  in  length,  and  in  his  right  a  broaa  sword  not  much 
loneer.  His  attendants  followed  him  at  a  distance.  Facing  the 
bull,  within  six  or  eight  yards,  he  presented  the  red  flag,  Jceeping 
his  body  partially  concealed  behind  it,  and  the  sword  entirely  oat 
of  view.  The  buH  rushed  against  the  red  cloth,  and  our  hero  slipped 
by  his  side  by  a  slight  circular  motion,  while  the  beast  passed  under 
the  lure  which  the  Matador  held  in  the  first  direction,  till  he  had 
evaded  the  horns*  Enraged  by  this  deception,  and  unchecked  by 
any  painful  sensation,  the  bull  collected  all  his  strength  for  a  des- 
perate charge.  Pepe  lUo  now  levelled  his  sword  at  the  left  side  of 
the  bull's  neck,  and,  turning  upon  his^  rig^t  foot  as  the  animal 
approached  him,  ran  the  weapon  nearly  up  to  the  hilt  into  its  body. 
The  bull  staggered,  tottered,  and  dropt  gently  upon  his  bent  le^ ; 
but  had  yet  too  much  life  in  him  for  any  man  to  venture  near  with 
safety.  The  unfortunate  Illo  has  since  nerished  from  a  wound  in- 
flicted by  a  bull  in  a  similar  state.  The  Matador  observed,  for  one 
or  two  minutes,  the  signs  of  approaching  death  in  the  fierce  animal 
now  crouchine  before  mm,  ana  at  his  bidding  an  attendant  crept 
behind  the  bull  and  struck  him  dead,  by  driving  a  small  poignard 
at  tiie  jointure  of  the  spine  hnA  the  heaa.  This  operation  b  never 
performed,  except  when  the  prostrate  bull  lingers.  I  once  saw  Illo, 
at  the  desire  of  the  spectators,  inflict  this  merciful  blow  in  a  man- 
ner which  nothing  but  ocular  demonstration  would  have  made  me 
believe.  Taking  the  poignard,  called  Puntilla,  by  the  blade,  he 
poised  it  for  a  few  moments,  and  jerked  it  with  such  unerring;  aim 
on  the  bull's  neck,  as  he  lay  on  his  bent  legs,  that  he  killed  the 
animal  with  the  quickness  of  lishtning. 

Four  mules,  ornamented  wiui  laree  morrice-bells  and  ribands, 
harnessed  a-breast,  and  drawing  a  beam  furnished  with  an  iron 
hook  in  the  mid<ile,  galloped  to  the  place  where  the  bull  lay.  This 
machine  being  fastened  to  a  rope  previously  thrown  round  the  dead 
animal's  horns,  he  was  swiftly  dragged  out  of  the  amphitheatre. 

I  have  now  given  you  a  more  minute,  and,  I  trust,  more  correct 
description  of  every  thing  connected  with  the  bull-fights  than  has 
ever  been  drawn  by  any  traveller,  liownsend's  is  thebest  account 
of  these  sports  I  ever  met  with ;  yet  it  is  not  free  from  mistakes.  So 
diflBcult  IS  it  to  see  distinctly  scenes  with  which  we  are  not  fami- 
liarly acquainted. 

The  risk  of  the  filters  is  great,  and  their  dexterity  alone  pre- 
vents its  being  imminent.  The  lives  most  exposed  are  those  ot  the 
Matadores ;  and  few  of  them  have  retired  in  time  to  avoid  a  tragi- 
cal end.  Bull-fighters  rise  from  the  dregs  of  the  people.  As  most 
of  their  equals,  wey  unite  superstition  and  profligacy  in  their  cha- 
racter. None  of  them  will  venture  upon  the  arena  without  a  settpu- 
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lary,  two  small  sciuare  pieces  of  cloth  suspended  by  ribands^  on  tiie 
breast  and  back»  between  the  shirt  and  the  waistcoat.  In  the  front 
square  there  is  a  print,  on  linen,  of  the  Yir^  Mary— generally,  the 
(Jarmel  Mary,  wlio  is  the  patron  goddess  of  all  the  roeues  and 
vagabonds  in  Spain.  These  seavularies  are  blessed  and  sdd  by  the 
Carmelite  Friars.  Our  great  Matador,  Pepe  Ulo,  besides  the  usud 
amulet,' trusted  for  safety  to  the  patron^e  of  St.  Joseph,  whose 
chapel  adjoins  the  Seville  amphitheatrie.  The  doors  of  thia  chapel 
were,  durms  lUo's  life,  thrown  open  as  long  as  the  fig^t  continued, 
the  ima^e  of  the  saint  being  all  that  time  encircled  by  a  great  num- 
ber of  lighted  wax  candles,  which  the  devout  gladiator  provided  at 
his  own  expense.  The  Saint,  however,  unmindful  of  this  homase, 
allowed  his  client  often  to  be  wounded,  and  finally  left  him  to  his 
fate  at  Madrid. 

To  enjoy  the  spectacle  I  have  described,  the  feelings  must  be 
greatly  nervertea ;  yet  that  degree  of  perversion  is  very  easily  ac* 
complisned.  The  disnlay  of  coura^  and  address  which  is  made  at 
these  exhibitions,  ana  the  contagious  nature  of  all  emotions  in 
numerous  assemblies,  are  more  than  suflBcient  to  blunt,  in  a  short 
time,  the  natural  disgust  arising  from  the  first  view  of  blood  and 
slaughter.  If  we  consider  that  even  the  Vestals  at  Rome  were  pas- 
sionately fond  of  gladiatorial  shows,  we  shall  not  be  surprisea  at 
tiie  Spanish  taste  &r  sports  which,  with  infinite  less  waste  of  human 
life,  can  eive  rise  to  tne  strongest  emotions. 

The  following  instance,  with  which  I  shall  conclude,  will  show 
you  to  what  degree  the  passion  for  bull  fights  can  grow.  A  gentle- 
man of  my  acquaintance  had,  some  years  ago,  the  misfortune  of 
losing  his  sight.  It  might  be  supposed,  that  a  blind  man  would 
avoidthe  scene  of  his  former  enjoyment— a  scene  where  every  thing 
is  addressed  to  the  eye.  This  sentleman,  however,  is  a  constant 
attendant  at  the  amphitheatre.  Aforning  and  evening  he  takes  his 
place  with  ihe  Maestranza,  of  which,  he  is  a  member,  having  his 
guide  by  his  side.  Upon  the  appearance  of  every  bull  he  greedily 
listens  to  the  description  of  the  animal,  and  of  all  that  takes  place 
in  the  ^ht.  Ais  mental  conception  of  the  exhibition,  aided  by  the 
well  known  cries  of  the  multitude,  is  so  vivid,  that  when  a  burst  of 
applause  allows  his  attendant  just  to  hint  at  the  event  that  drew  it 
from  the  spectators,  the  unfortunate  man's  face  gleams  with  plea- 
sure,  and  he  echoes  the  last  clappings  of  the  circus.  L.  D. 
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RxTTjiin)  hastes  him  home  from  the  war. 

And  rapid  and  hot  is  his  speed. 
His  silver  crest  beaming  afar. 

And  love  is  the  spur  of  hii  steed. 

Then  haik  to  the  trumpet  and  dram! 

See  to  the  cap  and  the  feather ; 
Oh !  my  heart,  how  it  beats  like  the  one,  the  one ; 
^nd  trembles,  though  glad,  like  the  oUier. 
»  Vol.  n.  No.  10.— 1821.  3  B 
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Though  trumpets  aire  aounding  his  fiune* 
Tet  his  sparkling  eye  tells,  even  now, 
That  he  drmna  a  fiir  tenderer  dresm. 
Then  hatk  to  the  tnimpet  and  dmin! 

See  to  the  cap  and  tte  feather! 
And  the  cry  of  the  maidens,  they  oonc,  they  come, 
Heroea  and  loven  together. 


ACqVAINTANCBS. 

"  Let  others  fear  their  foes ;  you  beware  only  of  your  fiiends." 

Ajtastjuiub. 

I  DO  not  wpnder  at  people  being  fond  of  hating,  for  it  is  truly 
a  much  more  comfortable  feeling  in  society  than  its  opposite* 
To  tell  a  person,  either  by  word  or  look,  that  you  hate  him^  is 
easy,  and  easily  understood ;  but  you  must  find  out  some  more 
complicated  method  of  informing  an  acquaintance  that  you  Uke 
him*  In  one  there  is  the  sembluice  of  a  thousand  things  to  be 
avoided— -servility  and  adulation,  if  he  be  above  you--^elf-im- 
portance  and  an  air  of  patronage,  if  beneath ;  but  plain,  down- 
right hatred  is  not  to  be  mistaken ;  if  it  is  not  altogether  spirit 
and  independence,  it  is  something  very  like  them,  and  may  fairly 
|>ass  for  a  virtue  in  these  cursedly  civil  times* 

If  there  be  any  unpleasant  feeling  in  hatred,  it  is  in  the  first 
conception ;  the  subsequent  indulgence  of  it  (I  do  not  mean  in 
outward  action)  is  one  of  the  most  agreeable  feelings  we  possess 
•^-^^  I^m  sure,  ma^am,  you'll  agree  with  me,  if  you  reflect  for  a 
moment.'  But  friendship  is  a  bore  as  long  as  ever  it  exists— 
the  continual  source  of  those  petty  uneasinesses  which,  it  is  truly 
observed,  contribute  more  to  embitter  life  than  the  most  serious 
misfortunes.  From  the  first  pique  to  the  last  saUsfacdon,  the 
regulations  of  quarrel  are  known  and  defined ;  so  are  those  of 
love ;  but  no  moral  legislator  has  yet  thought  it  worth  his  while 
to  regulate  the  province  of  friendship.  It  is  a  mongrel  states— a 
neutral  and  anarchical  sort  of  territory,  like  the  Isle  of  Man  of 
old,  a  refuge  for  all  the  outlaws  from  more  worthy  and  decided 
feelings.  As  long  as  people  remain  friends,  mutual  behaviour 
is  a  puzzle ;  but  the  instant  they  quarrel,  the  road  is  plain  be- 
fore them,  and  no  one  can  be  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed*  While 
in  the  several  degrees  of  intimacy,  men  seem  to  be  acting  out 
of  nature— every  second  step  is  an  awkwardness  or  an  absurdly* 

First  come  the  horrors  of  introduction—- the  anticipated  ideas 
of  face,  manner,  character,  that  regularly  prove  erroneous— -our 
own  idea  of  ourselves— their  idea  of  us — our's  of  them — the 

same  compared— d civil— father  haught}* — ^he  might 

have  done  so  and  so^— but  no  matter*  Then  the  departure,  and 
we  retrace  the  interview :  how  treacherously  exact  the  memor>' 
is  in  noting  every  circuoistance,  while  if  we  wai^led  a  namc^  it 
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home,  aU  that  day,  all  that  night,  the  over-consciouHiefla  of 
thought  sticking  in  us  like  pins  and  needles. 

**  Oh  tbat  the  deaeit  were  my  dwelling'-pUicey 
With  one  fair  ipirit  for  my  suniBCer." 

But  ladies  wonH  go  into  the  desert  even  to  spend  the  honey* 
moon ;  and  if  the  fair  spirits  wonH  go  with  us,  why  we  must 
e'en  stay  with  them. 

It  were  endless  to  enumerate  the  various  fashions,  perplexi- 
ties, and  despondencies,  attendant  on  touching  of  hats,  shaking 
of  hands,  making  of  bows,  and  saluting  of  cousins.  Some  lift 
the  hand  to  the  uppermost  button  of  the  coat,  as  a  kind  of  half- 
way house  between  the  breeches-pocket  and  hat-leaf,  and  if  you 
be  short-sighted,  will  never  forgive  you ; — ^there  is  no  balm  in 
GUead  for  non-salutation.  These  canvassers  of  bows  are  in  the 
first  cank  of  nuisances  ;  they  possess  an  astonishing  ubiquity ; 
you  are  not  safe  for  having  once  passed  them ;  *<  again,  again, 
and  oft  again,"  must  thy  best  beaver  pay  toll  at  the  turning  of  a 
comer.  There  is  a  very  amusing  paper  in  *'  The  Indicator** 
upon  shaking  hands;  the  writer  abets  the  cordial  shake,  and 
tells  a  story  of  some  one^s  introducing  a  fish-slice  into  the  pas- 
sive hand  of  an  acquaintance  by  way  of  rebuke.  I  have  envied 
the  said  fish-slice  since,  when  in  the  hands  of  Hibernians  and 
seamen,  who  are  both  unconscionable  in  their  grasp. 

With  ladies,  however,  it  is  a  very  agreeable  salutation,  if  it 
l^e  not  in  the  dog-days,  not  to  mention  the  convenience  of  hav-  . 
ing  such  a  tacit  barometer  of  affection.  As  a  hint,  a  hearty 
shake  or  loving  squeeze  is  much  better  than  endangering  the 
corns  of  a  mistress  or  dirtying  her  stockings.  Though  in  these 
cases,  as  in  all  others,  moderation  should  be  used ;  it  is  ex- 
tremely awkward  to  see  (as  I  have)  a  cornelian  ring  fly  from  a 
fair  hand,  owing  to  the  rude  pressure  of  an  unhandy  beau,  or  by 
burying  the  diamond  or  garnet  in  the  finG;er,  to  produce  an  ex- 
clamation too  confessive  of  the  ardour  of  the  address.  Every 
one  has  heard  the  comical  story  of  two  gendemen,  seated  on 
each  side  of  a  lady,  each  flattering  himself  that  he  possessed  the 
hand  of  the  fair  one,  till  they  convinced  one  another  of  the  mu- 
tual mistake  by  squeezing  die  blood  oiU  of  their  eight  fingers. 
But  not  one  of  my  gentle  readers,  I  dare  say,  would  be  at  a  loss 
to  recall  a  similar  contre-teins  of  his  own  when  a  novice  in  the 
tender  passion ;  he  had  rather  trust  his  fingers  with  the  secret 
than  his  tongue. 

There  is  an  ingenious  writer  in  this  very  Magazine,  who 

**  HMMme  stout  notiona  on  the  kunngacOTe."    . 
I  am  bot  at  all  indiiied  to  agree  with  him,  bdng  myself  a  down- 
rig^^monosculist.    Let  the  lip  and  the  heart  go  together  but-^ 
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to  one.  I  protest  against  kissing  thre«  hundred  country  cousins 
four  times  a  year,  twice  at  Christmas  and  twice  at  Whitsuntide. 
It  is  by  far  too  much  'of  a  good  thing. 

Such  are  the  vexations  and  troubles  ere  we  enter  even  the 
threshold  of  friendship ;  and  *^  we  may  go  farther  and  speed 
worse,"  as  Father  O'Leary  said  to  the  impugner  of  purgatory. 
All  the  necessar}'  requisites  Tor  mingling  with  our  fellow-^crea- 
tures— of  secrecy,  selfishness,  politeness,  reserve— ^1  these  we 
generally  learn  by  having  felt  the  dangerous  conse()uences  of 
wanting  them.  And  when  we  come  to  cast  up  the  balance  be- 
tween the  pleasures  and  the  troubles  of  intimacy,  the  latter  so 
predominate,  that  we  are  more  inclined  to  give  up  the  concern 
altogether,  than  make  use  of  our  experience  in  new  and  more 
cautiously  managed  conAexions.  Friendship,  I  know,  is  looked 
upon  as  a  more  noble,  a  more  disinterested  feeling  than  love ; 
and  ladies,  in  particular,  who  know  nothing  about  it,  think  it  a 
very  romantic  sort  of  passion  between  us  men.  Alas  t  they 
have  by  far  too  good  an  opinion  of  the  lords  of  the  creation  : — 
if  they  knew,  if  they  could  bring  themselves  to  imagine,  for  a 
moment,  the  real  state  of  the  case— but  they  cannot — they  would 
find  that  there  is  as  much  selfishness,  as  many  insignificant  jealou* 
sies  in  friendship  as  in  love  ;  and  that  these  are  ten  times  more 
odious  and  troublesome,  being  such  as  no  man  would  be  mean 
enough  to  confess,  however  he  might  be  little  enough  to  feel 
and  indulge  them. 

As  long  as  a  person  is .  nothing,  all  these  symptoms  sleep,-^ 
the  selfishness  of  friends  is  not  awakened.  But  when  one  has 
obtained  the  unlucky  fortune  of  having  his  sonnet  inserted  in  a 
Magazine,  or  his  maiden  poem  lauded  in  a  minor  review, — if 
he  have  even  a  Waterloo  medal, 

"  Op  lady  such  as  lovers  prize. 
Have  smil'd  on  him ;" 

then  up  spring  the  little  harvest  of  jealousies,  in  those  very  faces, 
where  he,  luckless  wight,  expected  to  have  found  but  smiles  and 
congratulations.  He  is  no  longer  what  he  was  ;  as  soon  as  he 
becomes  something,  his  friends  become  patrons ;  and  then. 

Farewell  the  sweet  commaiiion  of  young  minds^ 
The  pleasant  paths  of  hope  essay 'd  together, 
The  subtle  wheel  of  sympathy,  that  wmds 
Round  either  heart  the  wishes  of  the  other. 

Poor,  pitiful,  or  talentless  as  he  may  be,  he  will  not  want  some 
one  ^^  to  take  pride  out  of  him."  And  the  moment  he  finds 
that  he  has  made  a  step  in  life,  he  also  finds  thorns  and  dissen- 
tions  beset  him.  At  home,  or  abroad,  in  the  strange  or  the 
friendly  circle,  he  is  astonished  to  see  every  aspect  ahertf ; 
there  may  be  more  smiles,— whether  or  not,  there  certainly  is 
more  rancour. 
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-  But,  uofortunately,  the  sensitive  minds,  that  penetrate  with 
the  greatest  ease  into  the  petty  motives  of  those  around  them, 
and  consequently  most  strongly  feel  the  repulsiveness  of  society, 
are  the  very  bemgs  who  require  more  than^any  others  the  coun- 
tenance  and  presence  of  their  fellows*  'Tis  hard  to  pass  ^^  the 
slough  of  despond"  alone.  And  we  are  compelled  at  times  to 
acknowledge,  that  the  cause  of  the  disease  is  its  only  remedy. 
It  is  this  balance,  this  suspense,  and  alternate  betaking  itself  to 
each,  that  harasses  the  mind,  and  frets  it  to  morbidity.  Each 
beckons  one  to  it.  The  company  of  our  *^  d—  kind  friends" 
is  often  a  refuge  from  loneliness,  and  loneliness  is  always  a  re- 
fuge from  our  **  d— -^  kind  friends."  And  the  only  pleasure 
left,  is  in  abusing  both.  Ralph. 


LETTER  FROM  MONTAIGNE  THE  TOVNOER^  ON  THE  VANITT  OF 
DEEP  LEARNING. 

Mr.  Editor— Some  men  study  for  amusement,  some  with 
professional  views,  others  in  quest  of  discoveries,  but  I  cannot 
say  that  I  have  ever  been  actuated  by  any  of  tiiese  motives.  In 
my  varied  readings  I  never  looked  beyond  the  indulgence  of  a 
liberal  curiosity :  when  I  had  gone  into  a  subject  far  enough  to 
discern  its  bearing,  I  generally  turned  to  a  new  pursuit,  so  that 
I  may  be  said  to  have  seen,  rather  than  touched,  the  boimdaries 
of  knowledge.  In  this  way  have  I- glanced  over  moral  and 
physical  truth,  the  fine  arts,  political  economy,  and  the  classics; 
with  all  of  which  I  have  cultivated  a  kind  of  gentlemanly  ac- 
quaintance, sufficient  to  guard  me  against  any  common  impostor, 
though  not  enough  to  set  me  up  as  an  arbiter  elegantiarum^  or 
a  LL.D.  With  such  a  slender  stock  of  materials,  I  shall,  pro- 
bably, never  become  either  a  great  poet  or  a  great  philosopher ; 
but  still,  I  do  not  consider  my  time  mispent.  The  elements  of 
knowledge  are  not  only  most  easily  acquired,  but  the  most  ex- 
tensively useful.  The  farther  science  is  pushed,  the  less  fruitful 
it  becomes  in  useful  truths.  It  is  like  the  extension  of  agricul- 
ture— as  the  cultivation  becomes  more  refined,  the  produce  bears 
a  less  proportion  to  the  labour  and  capital  employed.  But  a  de- 
sultory knowledge,  like  mine,  is  not  only  more  pleasant  to  ac- 
quire, but,  in  my  opinion,  more  conducive  to  real  wisdom.-  A 
single  pursuit,  neither  enlarges  the  mind,  nor  affords  the  variety 
of  objects  necessary  to  call  forth  its  different  powers ;  and  a 
person  whose  inquiries  are  thus  limited,  is  not  only  ignorant  of 
many  questions  which  interest  society,  but  he  cannot  judge  of 
the  relative  importance  of  his  own  in  the  world  of  literature. 

In  one  of  these  reveries,  in  which  I  sometimes  indulm^  I  was 
rather  surprised  in  remarking  the  singular  turn  which  know- 
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ledge  has'  lately  taken  in  thia  countiy.  To  me  it  ajqieara  relio* 
grading  to  its  fint  principles,  or  rather,  I  should  say,  abandon* 
ing  all  principle  whatever,  and  relapsing  into  pristine  butKHism 
and  immaturity*  And  what  is  extraordinary,  this  declension  is 
not  from  want  of  encouragement  (the  usual  cause  of  decline),  but 
is  the  choice  of  its  most  zealous  professors,  who  appear  to  have 
discovered  that  perfection  is  to  he  found  more  in  rudenen  dian 
refinement  j  and  that  the  latter 'only  tends  to  establish  meretri* 
cious  standards  of  excellence,  or  sophisdcal  systems,  inapfrii* 
cable  or  injurious  to  society.  This,  no  doubt,  is  a  aingolar  re- 
suit  in  the  progress  of  intellect;  but  who  can  contemplate  the 
prevailing  taste  iii  literature  and  science,  without  allowing,  that 
this  is  the  point  to  which  we  are  advancing,  or,  as  I  uiould 
say,— 'for  it  is  a  backward  movement— retreating? 

Thus,  to  begin  widi  the  alterations  in  our  poetry  and  works 
of  imagination.  They  are  not  only  vandidized  in  style,  but  in 
sentiment.  A  new  system  of  morals  is  introduced,  belonging 
more  to  a  natural,  than  civilized  state.  It  is  a  compound  of 
Moorish  and  Grothic  barbarity,  one  class  patronising  the  eastern, 
the  other  the  northern  barbarism.  In  bom,  however,  k  the  same 
contempt  of  refinement  of  the  modem  virtues  of  dutifol  love, 
humanity,  prudence,  and  forgiveness ;  instead  of  which,  we  have 
the  eternal  hatred,  license,  and  fbrocity  of  lavage  life.  The 
style,  too,  of  some  of  the  teachers  in  ^e  new  school,  is  of  the 
s«ne  primitive  character, — it  disdains  all  rule.  The  old  models, 
which  I  had  been  accustomed  to  look  up  to,  are  superseded,  and 
a  rambling,  jolting,  dove-tailed  composition  introduced— ^which, 
while  it  affects  simplicity  and  strength,  seems  to  me  lamentably 
deficient  in  both.  I  can  see  no  reason  myself  for  these  altera- 
tions in  our  national  literature:  I  cannot  see  why  the  old  stand- 
ards should  give  way  to  these  uncoudi  innovations ;  wh^  we 
should  exchange  the  elegance,  terseness,  and  harmony,  of  oor 
Popes,  Addisons,  Humes,  Johnsons,  and  Robertsons,  for  a  jar- 
gon, which  alternately  offends  by  its  puerile  affectations  and 
tinsel  extravagance. 

If  literature  fixes  the  manners  of  a  country,  we  mny  andd- 
pate  wild  work  indeed  from  the  late  change ;  our  admiration  cf 
chivalry  and  sultanism,  of  old  plays  and  old  poets,  will  naturrily 
bring  dieir  accompaniments — ^the  did  tapestry,  Ae  leadieni 
douUet,  the  fardingale,  the  bow*string,  and  ^cjinmk.  We  may 
expect,  too,  a  new  crop  of  Don  Quixotes  and  Baj«zets«-of 
witches,  giants,  dwarfs,  elves,  Pucks,  bull  beggars,  and  other 
monsters  of  the  same  genua.  Already,  indeed,  we  hear  of  one 
unfortunate  gentleman  fnan  the  Nordi,  ^deeply  read,  no  doubt, 
like  the  kni^t  of  La  Mancha,  in  cUvalnc  lore,  and  an  admirer 
of  the  ^^  olden  time,'')  making  his  ikUU  at  a  great  piiUic  solem- 
nity, in  panoply,  armed  with  dirk  and  pistol^  to  Hmc  givat  teaot 
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mt  the  fiur  ckunes  aasemblccL  This,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  be 
a  solitary  instance  of  the  dangerous  tendency  of  the  new  school : 
for  it  would  make  sad  work  in  a  commercial  country  like  Eng- 
land, were  the  windmills  and  fulling-miUs  again  to  become  ob-^ 
jects  of  knighdy  prowess  j  or  were  the  peaceable  merchants  of 
JLiverpool  and  Glasgow  to  be  interrupted  on  the  king's  high- 
way, with  perverse  quesUons  concerning  a  new  race  of  Dulci>- 
neas  del  Toboso.  The  thing,  indeed,  is  too  &utr4  to  stand.  As 
the  Courier  says,  *^  it  won't  do ;"  it  savours  more  of  a  disease, 
a  rage,  a  mania,  than  a  legitimate  passion.  £legance  and  refine- 
ment are  as  naturally  the  adjuncts  of  the  age  in  which  we  live, 
as  barbarism  and  superstition  of  the  fourteenth  century.  To 
attempt  to  unite  them  is  monstrous  and  artificial,  and  betrays  an 
ignorant  impatience  of  surreptitious  fame,  which  must  fail  with 
the  circumstances  that  have  given  it  a  temporary  success. 
Meanwhile,  in  contempt  of  the  new  worship,  I  shall  continue 
my  idolatry  of  the  old  Grecian  idols. 

In  the  sciences  I  see,  ox  fancy  I  see,  a  similar  thirst  for  novelty 
rather  than  truth.  Some  sciences  have  sunk  into  complete  ne«- 
g^t ;  others  are  just  passing  their  grand  climacteric.  What  a 
noise  the  mathematics  made  throughout  Europe  in  the  time  of 
Newton,  Clarke,  and  I^eibnitz,  the  Eulers,  Bemoullis,  d' Alem- 
berts,  and  Maupertuis's.  I  remember  my  grandfather  had  the 
portraits  of  all  these  impassable  calculators  hung  in  his  library, 
with  the  years  of  their  birth  and  death  subjoined.  One  scarcely 
now  ever  hears  their  names  mentioned.  In  England,  mathema- 
tics were  superseded  by  metaphysics;  and  diese  last  have  under- 
gone a  complete  revolution.  Locke's  Theory  of  Sensation  was 
carried  to  such  an  extreme  length  by  Hartley,  Priestley,  and  Dar- 
win, that  man  appeared  no  better  than  a  vegetable,  or  at  most  a 
piece  of  clock-work.  Then  come  Drs.  Reid  and  Bcattie,  who 
by  re-establishing  the  old  mysteries  in  our  organization,  brought 
the  science  of  mind  to  nearly  the  state  in  which  it  was  found  by 
Locke;*  with  the  advantage,  however,  that  we  have  ascertained, 
that  there  are  certain  limits  to  inquiry,  beyond  which  it  is  in 
vain  to  attempt  carr}'ing  our  researches.  The  opinions  of  Reid 
are  adopted  by  Dugald  Stewart,  who  stands  at  the  head  of  mo- 
dem metaphysicians. 

Political  economy  appears  retrograding  in  a  similar  manner 
from  principle  to  empiricism.  I  am  old  enough  to  have  witnessed 
tfaia  branch  of  knowledge  rise  to  the  dignity  of  a  science,  and  it  is 

*  The  French  usually  take  up  a  science  about  the  time  we  abandon  its  culti- 
va:6on.  Thus  the  mathematics  sciences  are  cultivated  with  great  success,  by 
H.  Ijeplsce  and  Biot,  when  they  afe  neglected  in  England.  In  Metaphysics, 
thejr  axe  now  pushing  on  Locke's  Theory  of  Sensation  to  its  vegetable  or  mecha* 
meal  consequences.  It  will  probably  be  some  years  before  they  arrive  at  Dr. 
Reid's  instinctive  qualities.  In  Chemistxy  they  tread  dose  on  our  heels ;  but  in 
Hiis  defiglUial  adence  Dftvy  gives  as  the  advance. 


ob4  Letter  from  Montaigne  tlie  Toungcf. 

probable  I  shall  live  to  see  it  sink  into  its  first  crudities.  Adam 
Smith's  doctrines  are  evidendy  in  great  jeopardy,  from  his  rebel- 
lious followers,  each  of  whom  is  clipping  away  a  part,  professing 
at  the  same  time,  a  deep  veneration  for  the  founder.  Thus,  Mr. 
Malthas,  and  a  writer  in  the  Quarterly,  question  the  utility  of  free 
trade^and  seem  inclined  to  revert,  (in  part  at  least,)  io  the  mercan- 
tile system.  Another  celebrated  economist,  Sismondi,  contends 
that  the  accumulation  of  wealth,  (the  alpha  and  omega  of  Smith's 
system,)  is  not' so  material  to  national  happiness  as  its  distribu- 
tion ;  and  for  this  purpose  recommends  an  interference  with  in- 
dividual liberty,  by  checking  the  growth  of  machinery,  M.  Say, 
is  Smith's  firmest  disciple.  But  Mr.  Ricardo  b  full  oiaci&tious 
novelties ;  he  neither  accords  with  the  founder  of  the  science 
nor  the  founder's  disciples;  nor  by  the  by,  does  he  always  agree 
with  himself.  The  chapters  on  foreign  and  colonial  trade,  and 
that  on  supply  and  demand,  are  sadly  sophistical,  and  inconsist- 
ent with  his  own  principles  in  other  parts  of  the  work.  And  his 
notions,  too,  on  wages  and  profits,  and  that  the  cost  of  produc- 
tion regulates  price,  seem  to  me  not  so  new  in  principle  as  phra- 
seology. But  of  course  I  do  not  presume  to  decide  when  the 
doctors  disagree;  nevertheless,  I  cannot  help  thinking  there  is  a 
good  deal  of  truth  in  M.  Sismondi's  "  Nouvelle  PrincipeJ^  Cer- 
tainly, if  the  mere  acquisition  of  wealth  were  the  aummum  bonum 
of  public  felicity,  we  cannot  do  better  than  continue  the  restric- 
tive system  of  the  last  thirty  years,  which  has  at  least  been  at- 
tended with  that  advantage.  This,  however,  would  bring  back 
the  science  of  economy  to  the  goal  from  which  it  started. 

Such,  then,  is  the  melancholy  result  of  the  pursuit  of  truth  and 
refinement; — ^the  tide  of  knowledge  returns  to  its  source,  instead 
of  advancing  to  maturity.  Our  poets  and  fine  writers  abandon 
the  classic  models  of  literature  for  the  prolixities  and  baSnage 
of  the  old  writers;  metaphysicians  return  to  the  exploded  doc- 
trine of  innate  ideas;  economists  to  restrictions  on  public  indus- 
try; and  a  system  of  morals,  mild,  merciful,  and  just,  is  thrown 
aside  for  the  maxims  of  outlaws  and  savages!— -I  wonder  what 
the  world  will  come  to  at  last.  To  me  it  seems  that  man  is  that 
sort  of  animal,  that  were  he  by  a  miracle  to  attain  perfection,  he 
would,  from  mere  thirst  of  novelty,  return  to  his  former  state 
of  misery  and  infirmity.  He  "  never  is  but  only  to  be  blest;" 
and  this  seems  the  only  state  of  which  he  is  capable. 

In  contemplating  these  intellectual  revulsiops,  I  cannot  help 
congratulating  myself  that  I  have  remained  nearly  stationary  on 
the  threshold  of  science.  Without  the  fatigue  of  inqiury,  I  have 
the  satisfaction  of  finding  myself  on  a  level  with  those  who  have 
extended  their  researches  to  the  higher  regions  of  intellect:  instead 
of  the  adventurers  making  new  discoveries,  they  reap  only  dis- 
appointment; and,  after  disagreeing  among  themselves,  return  to 
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a  few  simple  tnidis  obvious  to  all  the  woricL  What  ought  we  tb 
infer  from  this  i  Clearly,  I  think,  the  vanity  of  abstruse  inqui^ 
lies ;  that  they  lead  to  no  useful  result — ^that  they  only  tend  to 
perplex  and  mislead — and  that  all  the  truths  useful  or  attainable 
by  man  lie  near  the  surfiace,  and  it  is  folly  to  dig  much  lower. 

Ought  we  then,  it  may  be  said,  to  be  satisfied  with  our  present 
knowledge,  and  not  aim  at  a  higher  state  of  improvement  i  By 
no  means :  let  us  improve  as  much  as  possible,  only  do  not  let 
na  toil  after  imaginary  benefits.  A  good  deal  of  misery  attends 
difficult  researches.  If  one  man  masters  a  knotty  subject,  ano- 
dier  must  not  be  below  the  average  state  of  information.  Thus 
is  a  tax  as  burdensome  as  corvee  imposed  on  time  and  industry. 
And  to  what  does  it  all  tend  ^  Our  movements  are  as  clearly  cir- 
cular as  the  paths  of  the  planets.  For  a  time  we  advance ;  but 
if  we  proceed  beyond  a  certain  point,  it  only  brings  us  to  the 
place  from  which  we  started.  It  is  curious  enough  to  observe 
these  mutations  in  the  social  orbit — ^how  industry  begets  wealth, 
wealth  indolence  and  luxury,  which  again  render  industry  ne- 
cessary;—how  public  virtue  leads  to  national  greatness ;  how 
that  begets  power  and  corruption,  which  again  calls  forth  public 
virtue  ;  how  private  morals  lead  to  excess  of  population,  which 
begets  licentiousness,  and  licentiousness  agam  brings  private 
morals  into  repute.  Thus  good  every  where  leads  to  evil ;  evil 
to  good ;  and  society,  like  the  vegetable  world,  passes  from  in- 
fancy to  maturity — then  decays,  and  that  decay  is  the  germ  of 
a  new  series  of  revolutions.  It  is  all  very  laughable:  it  is 
lamentable  too,  but  it  is  true.  Our  lot  is  fixed,  and  we  may  as 
well  complain  that  we  were  not  made  angels  and  demigods  as  that 
we  are  not  capable  of  indefinite  improvement.  There  is,  how- 
ever, no  doubt,  a  certain  limit  in  which  man  may  enjoy  a  maxi- 
mum of  happiness :  to  attain  that  limit,  and  adhere  to  it,  is  the 
only  true  philosophy ; — ^to  pass  it,  or  come  short  of  it,  equally 
leads  to  evil.  This  limit  I  fancy  is  as  little  to  be  found  m  the 
higher  geometry,  the  differential  calculus,  or  the  researches  of 
metaphysicians,  as  in  the  illumination  of  the  Hottentot,  or  the 
Esquimaux :  probably  it  may  be  found  in  the  midway. 

Sincerely  desiring  the  happiness  of  mankind,  I  would  fain  hope 
we  are  approaching  the  happy  medium  betwixt  excess  of  re- 
finement and  barbarism.  One  indeed  can  hardly  suppose  that 
we  shall  not  be  benefited,  though  not  perfected,  l^  experiencing 
the  mischief  of  the  two  extremes.  Already  I  think  we  may 
reckon  on  some  points  being  gained,  which  cannot  fail  to  be  per- 
manendy  beneficial.  Of  this  descrif^ion  are  religious  toleration, 
the  freedom  of  the  press,  and  the  invention  of  machinery.  The 
first  must  be  fatal  to  superstition,  the  second  to  political  oppres- 
sion, and  the  last  will  lessen  the  number  of  the  working  classes— 
the  most  unhappy  part  of  the  community. 
Vol.  IL  No.  10.-1921.  3  C 
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When  society  has  obtained  all  the  improvements  of  which  it 
is  capable,  the  following  probably  will  be  the  most  important 
changes :  Having  learned  to  be  more  careful  of  health,  mankind 
will  be  longer  lived.  Affairs  of  love,  I  apprehend,  wiU  be  qoite 
as  numerous  and  ardent  as  at  the  present  time,  though  not  so 
romantic.  Pleasures,  simple  and  durable,  will  be  in  more  re- 
quest than  vicious  indulgence.  Ambition,  and  those  vicdent 
passions  which  now  desokte  the  world,  will  be  less  destructive, 
roverty  will  be  considered  a  great  evil,  though  the  thirst  after 
riches  will  have  abated.  The  gastronomic  art  will  be  esteemed 
the  most  important  of  sciences.  Farces  and  operas  will  be  in 
more  request  than  tragedies ;  novels  and  romances  than  the  ab- 
stract sciences.  Magazines  and  Reviews,  and  rambling  Essays 
like  mine,  will  be  highly  prized.  Natural  philosophy,  the  fine 
arts,  and  all  pursuits  which  gratify  the  senses  or  have,  certain 
results,  will  be  zealously  cultivated.  Men  will  be  less  dogma- 
tical, less  pugnacious.  Nature  and  all  her  works  will  continue 
objects  of  devout  admiration,  and  we  shall  no  longer  be  vexed 
with  inquiries  which  experience  has  proved  to  be  vain  and 
nugatory.  Voyages  of  discovery,  however,  like  Captain  Parry's, 
will  be  considered  very  important,  and  the  results  far  more  in- 
teresting, than  the  issue  of  any  campaign,  naval  or  military.  In 
fine,  men  will  be  "  merry  and  wise."  There  will  be  less  want, 
less  contention,  less  toil,  more  enjoyment ;  but,  after  all,  there 
will  be  left  enough  of  the  old  leaven  to  prevent  society  becoming 
either  stagnant  or  incurious.  Though  there  will  be  less  war,  I 
apprehend  there  will  still  be  some  duelling,  and  I  have  no  hope 
that  such  places  as  the  Old  Bailey  can  be  entirely  dispensed 
with.  M. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  ORAKGE  TREE  AT  VERSAILLES,  CALLED  THE 
GREAT  BOURBON9  WHICH  IS  ABOVE  ¥OUR  HUNDRED  TEARS 
OLD. 

Whwt  France  with  civil  wars  was  torn. 
And  heads,  as  well  as  crowns,  were  shorn 

From  ro3ral  shoulders^ 
One  Bourbon,  in  unalter'd  plight, 
Hatli  still  maintained  its  regal  rig4it. 
And  held  its  court — a  goocSy  sight 

To  all  beholders. 

Thou,  leafy  monarch,  thou  alone, 
Hatii  sat  uninjured  on  thy  throne. 

Seeing  the  war  range ; 
And  when  the  great  Nassaus  were  sent 
Crownless  away,  (a  sad  event !) 
Thou  didst  uphold  and  represent 

The  House  of  Orange. 
To  tell  what  changes  thou  bast  seen. 
Each  grand  monarque,  and  king,  and  queen. 

Of  ftench  extruction ; 


Jiddress  to  Hit  Orange  Tru.  sir 

liifigiit  puzzle  those  who  don't  conceive 
TVench  hiftoiy,  so  I  betieve 
Comparing'  thee  with  ours  will  give 

More  satisfaction. 
Westminster-hall,  whose  oaken  roo5 
The  papers  say,  (but  that's  no  proof) 

Is  nearly  rotten ; 
Existed  but  in  stones  and  trees 
When  thou  wert  waving  in  the  breeze. 
And  blossoms,  (what  a  treat  for  bees!) 

By  scores  hadst  gotten. 
Chaucer,  so  old  a  bard  that  time 
Has  antiquated  every  chime. 
And  from  his  tomb  outworn  each  rh3rme 

MTithin  the  Abbey; 
And  Gower,  an  older  poet,  whom 
The  Borough  Church  enshrines,  (his  tomb 
Though  once  restor'd,  has  lost  its  bloom» 

And  got  quite  shabby,) 

Jiv'd  in  tliy  time — ^the  first  perchance 
Was  beating  monks,*  when  thou  in  Prance 

By  monks  wert  beaten. 
Who  shook  beneath  this  very  tree, 
Their  reverend  beards,  with  glutton  glefr, 
As  each  downfolling  luxury 

Was  caught  and  eaten. 
Perchance,  when  Heniy  gain'd  the  fight 
Of  Agincourt,  some  Gaulish  Knight, 
(His  bleeding  steed  in  woful  plight. 

With  smoking  haunches,) 
Laid  down  his  helmet,  at  thy  root. 
And  as  he  phick'd  the  grateful  fruit, 
SufTer'd  his  poor  exhausted  brute 

To  crop  thy  branches. 

Thou  wert  of  portly  size  and  look, 
"When  first  the  Turks  besieg'd  and  took 

Constantinople ; 
And  eagles  in  thy  bouj^lis  might  percli. 
When  leaving  Bullen  m  the  lurch. 
Another  Henry  changed  his  church. 

And  used  the  Pope  ill. 
What  numerous  namesakes  hast  thou  see/i 
Lounging  beneath  thy  shady  green, 

l^th  monks  as  lazy ; 
Louis  Quatonse  has  press'd  that  ground. 
With  his  MX  mistresses  around, 
A  sample  of  the  old  and  sound 

Legitimacy. 

And  when  despotic  freaks  and  vices 
Brought  on  th'  inevitable  crias 

Of  revolution. 
Thou  heard'st  the  mobs'  infuriate  shriek, 
Who  came  their  victim  Queen  to  seek. 
On  guiltless  heads  tlie  wrath  to  wreak 

Of  retribution. 

*  There  is  a  tradition,  (though  not  authenticated)  that  Chaucer  was  fined  for 
beating  a  fiiar  in  Fleet  Street. 
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O!  ofwfaatfoUieSyince,  andcrimey 
Hast  tt^ou,  in  thy  eventfiil  tuney 

Been  made  beholder! 
What  wan,  what  feuda— the  thoughta  appal! 
Each  against  each,  and  all  with  all. 
Till  races  upon  races  fall 

In  ewtb  to  moulder. 
Whilst  thou,  serene,  unaltered,  cahn, 
(Such  are  the  constant  gifts  and  bahn 

Bestow'd  by  Nature !) 
Hast  year  by  year  renew*d  tny  flowers, 
And  peiAim'd  the  surrounding  bowers, 
And  pour'd  down  grateful  fruit  by  showers. 
And  proffer'd  shade  in  summer  hours 

To  man  and  creature. 
Thou  green  and  venerable  tree ! 
Whatever  the  future  doom  may  be 
•  By  fbrtune  giv'n, 

Remember  that  a  ihyroester  brought 
From  foreign  shores  thine  umbrage  soueht, 
Reodl'd  Uie  blesnngs  thou  hadst  wrought. 
And,  as  he  thank'd  thee,  raised  his  thought 

Toheav'n! 


BEYOLUTIOlf  IN  FASHION. 

Pope  tells  us,  that  the  sovereign  beauties  who  grace  and  goTem 
the  empire  of  fashion,  when  to  our  dull  senses  thev  seem  to  end 
their  career, 

**  In  sylphs  aloft  repair. 
And  sport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air.'* 

If  any  of  the  Belindas,  or  other  '*  li^ht  coquettes''  of  the  poet's 
days,  should  still,  unfolding  their  **  insect  wines"  to  the  8ub»  or 
more  correctly,  perhaps,  to  the  brilliant  chandelier,  horer  over  the 
scenes  of  their  past  glories,  and  contemplate  the  vicissitudes  and 
revolutions  whicn  have  occurred  in  theirs,  as  in  most  other  empires, 
tkej  must  be  as  deeply  impressed  with  astonishment  as  "  aiiy  sub- 
stance" well  can  be.  Their  surprise,  and  it  is  to  be  apprehended, 
their  disapprobation  may  naturally  be  excited  by  the  many,  petty, 
every-day  changes,  which  take  place  so  gradually,  that  those  who 
witness,  scarcely  notice  them,  until  their  attention  is  roused  by  some 
casual  reference  to  the  manners  and  customs  painted  in  old  plays, 
the  Spectator,  or  the  exquisite  poem  itself  which  has  already  been 

auot^.  Amongst  the  instances  of  the  mutability  of  human  afl&irs, 
lat  have  passed  under  the  observation  of  beings,  to  whom  the  past 
and  present  are  equally  familiar,  may  be  enumerated,  the  desertion 
of  the  Mall  in  St.  James's  Park  for  the  Ring  in  Hyde  Park;  of  the 
Sing  for  the  road  leading  to  Kensington ;  and  latterlv,  for  that  be* 
tween  Piccadilly  and  Cumberland.  Gate ;  of  the  side  box  of  the  na- 
tional Theatre  ror  the  Italian  Opera ;  subsequently  of  the  CoflTee- 
room  of  the  Opera  House  for  a  sort  of  lobby,  technically  called  the 
Crush-room,  followed  by  the  utter  degradation  of  its  once  fashionable 
pit ;  the  exchange  of  the  mask*  whioh  heretofore  pnitocted  alike  4e 
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comptexioiiy  and  any  slight  iiregularitiea  in  the  condact  of  its 
wearer^  for  the  transparent  veil ;  the  renunciation  of  hoops  and 
powder  bj  one  sex,  and  of  embroidered  silks,  buckles,  baes,  and 
queues  by  the  other;  the  alteration  of  hours— yet,  upon  reflection, 
tnis  is  a  novelty  which  cannot  but  be  considered  as  an  improve- 
ment, even  by  tiie  most  (Hrejudiced  of  the  sylphic  race :  for  as  the 
hours  of  rising  and  going  to  bed  seem  always  to  have  been  for  the 
fine  world,  as  far  back,  at  least,  as  the  records  of  fashion  extend, 
pretty  much  the  same,  it  must  be  allowed  a  thing  desirable,  to  make 
the  dinner-hour  harmonize  with  the  rest  of  the  system.  In  fact,  as 
&r  as  we  have  the  means  of  judging,  breakfast  and  dinner  must,  in 
those  primitive  times,  have  clashed  most  inconveniently ;  and,  but 
that  dejeunds  d  Im  fourchetUs  appear  to  have  been  unknown,  we 
mi^t  suspect  that  the  Lady  Townleys  and  Lord  Foppingtons  en- 
joyed only  one  meal,  where  their  successors  are  blest  with  two. 
But  *<  if  the  light  militia  of  the  lower  sky''  are  startled  by  such 
changes  as  these,  what  can  they  think  of  the  exclusion  of  card-ta^^ 
bles  from  assemblies,  from  all  parties  indeed,  except  such  small 
ones  as  are  wholly  devoted  to  them  ?  What  of  the  transmutation 
of  fine  gentlemen  into  coachmen,  stable-boys,  and  boxers  B— A  sort 
of  intermediate,  or  chrysalis  state  of  existence,  from  which  they 
have  recently  emerged  in  the  form  of  dandies.  What  of  the  offi- 
cer's discanfing  the  distinction  of  his  red  coat?  What  of  the  uni- 
versal abandonment  by  the  beamx  (to  adopt  a  word  of  former  ages 
which,  probably,  became  obsolete  with  the  thing  it  expressed)  of  all 
polite  attention  to  the  belles  ?--except,  indeed,  what  is  paid  by  a 
certain  description  of  beaux  to  married  belles. 

These  changes  our  aeriform  great-grandmothers,  even  whilst  their 
"  lucid  squadrons  waft  on  the  breeze,  or  sink  in  clouds  of  sold," 
may  well  deem  of  a  nature  to  render  their  authors  worthy  of  oeing, 
**  or  wedged  in  phials  or  transfixed  with  pins ;"  yet  weighed  against 
the  fearnil  alteration  about  to  be  mentioned,  tney  are  nothinffd— 
This  great,  this  tremendous  innovation  of  modern  audacity.  Tike 
many  other  innovations,  gradually,  and,  save  to  the  experienced 
and  watchful  observer,  imperceptibly  sained  ground,  until,  arriving 
at  maturity,  it  exhibited  a  most  formidable  and  radical  appearance. 
The  tutelary  spirits  must  have  beheld  its  progress  with  an  indig- 
nation tempered  only  by  the  sentiments  of  pleasing  admiration, 
awakened  by  some  ot  the  effiscts  it  produced,  and  the  talents  it  de- 
veloped in  ttie  reigning  sovereigns  of  their  former  empire— 4br  in 
thia  respect,  the  potentates  of  whom  we  are  speaking,  seem  rather 
to  diflfer  from  those  earthly  monarchs  better  known  to  us,  who  cer- 
tainly are  not  conceived  to  find  any  very  great  satisfaction  in  ad- 
Biiriitt  their  successors.  Pope  ascribes  to  the  sylphs,  an  anxious 
care  tor  the  prosperity  of  the  living  who  occupy  their  vacated  situa* 
tions,  and,  indeed,  it  is  not  difficult  to  imagine,  that  death  may 
occasion  some  di^rence  in  the  feelings.  The  awful  event  which 
has  been  alluded  to,  is  the  alarming  invasion  of  the  dominions  of 
fittahion  by  tiie  low-bom,  and  the  countervailing  effects.  Who  can 
▼aeWfWitnottt  delight  and  admiration,  the  energiesythe  multifarious 
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resources,  the  genius,  in  short,  displayed  bj  the  legitimate  rulers 
in  their  defence  ? 

If  these  fair  creatures  of  the  elements,  are  indeed  still  **  wondrows 
fond  of  place,"  we  maj  easilj  picture  to  ourselves,  the  disdainful 
displeasure  with  which  they  must,  in  tiie  first  instance,  hare  re- 
garded such  unwarrantable  presumption,  and  tiieir  progressive  tran- 
sition from  scorn  to  disquietude  and  terror,  as  the  enemy's  forces 
have  occasionally  seemed  to  increase. 

In  the  halcyon  days  commemorated  in  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock," 
aristocracy  enjoyed  its  pre-eminence,  undisturbed,  and  almost  un- 
envied.  Ko  mushroom  monied  interest  ventured,  even  at  humble 
distance,  to  ape  the  splendours  or  the  follies  of  the  nobility  and  ^n- 
try  of  the  land.  No  wit,  poet,  painter,  actor,  musician,  or  cntic, 
fancied  his  presence  ca]>abie  of  conferring  honour  upon  thehiehest 
circles.  The  wealthy  citizen  resided  peaceablv  wim  his  family,  ia 
St  Mary  Axe,  or  Great  St.  Helen's,  dined  with  his  clerk  upon  his 
substantial  joint,  and,  when  he  was  extravagant,  upon  **  two  pud- 
dings ;"  never  strayed  into  the  west  end  of  the  town,  unless  sent 
by  his  fellow-citizens  to  represent  them  in  Parliament,  or  to  obtain 
and  degrade  the  glories  of  chivalry,  by  otTering  a  loyal  address  at 
the  foot  of  tiie  throne ;  and  if  needy  courtiers  did  occasionally  con- 
descend to  srace  his  board,  in  order  to  marry  his  heiress,  they  souriit 
him  in  the  depths  of  the  city,  where  he  received  them  with  all  due 
humility.  The  poet,  if  he  penetrated  beyond  the  anti-^iioom,  was 
permitted  to  do  so  only  to  present  a  laudatory  dedication,  which,  if 
graciously  received,  was  repaid  with  a  moderate  bank  note,  and  be 
retired  from  the  magnificent  mansion  of  the  peer  in  all  lowliness 
of  mind  to  his  lofty  habitation  in  Grub-street  Whilst  the  other 
humbler  children  of  the  Muse  never  even  dreamt  of  obtnidiog 
themselves  upon  public  notice,  except  in  the  exercise  of  their  espe- 
cial vocations.  And  thus,  untroubled  by  any  apprehension  of  in- 
trusion upon  their  undisputed  privileses,  ''the  white-gloved  beaux," 
and  their  hooped,  starched,  and  powdered  belles,  danced,  languish- 
ed, and  talked  nonsense  in  happy  security. 

About  the  time  when  these  fortunate  ladies  in  **  all  their  pride 
expired,"  the  first  symptoms  of  that  spirit  of  insubordinatiim  and 
encroachment  which  has  given  birth  to  the  mighty  conflict,  seem  to 
have  appeared,  but,  appearing  like  specks  in  uie  horizon,  were  pro- 
bably viewed  with  equal  contempt  by  the  livine,  who,  in  their  own 
persons  or  those  of  their  offspring,  were  to  **  bide  the  pelting  of  the 

gitiless  storm,"  and  by  their  aerified  predecessors.  W  hat,  indeed, 
nt  contempt  could  be  felt  for  a  bungling,  unaainly  imitation  of  h%h 
life  by  the  uneducated  and  unmanner^  !  Who  could  apprehend 
danger  from  any  combinations  of  such  phenomena !  When  tne  niun- 
bers  of  the  imitators  incre'ased,  and  they  acquired  a  sort  of  footings 
the  thing,  though  still  ludicrous  and  despicable  in  the  extreme, 
seemed  worth  crushing ;  but  this  was  thought  to  be  done  easily^ 
and  injudicious  measures  were  unfortunately  adopted— a  new  proof, 
were  any  wanting,  that  the  ^;reatest  ffeneral  may  suffer  from  too 
high  a  sense  of  his  own  superiority  to  his  antagonist.    In  this  first 
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cainpaigay  if  l(ucb  mere  skirmishing  may  deserve  tiie  name,  the  no- 
bles ^^eavoured  to  annihilate  the  upstarts  by  redoubled  splendour. 
Alas !  the  sources  of  mercantile  wealth  proved  less  readil  j  exhausti- 
ble than  those  of  rent-rolls;  and  if  an  individual  combatant  sank  in 
the  battle,  he  was  instantly  replaced  by  another.  The  scale  of  vic- 
tory turned  in  favour  of  tne  invaders,  and  the  embarrassments  of 
many  an  ancient  family  may,  perhaps,  derive  their  origin  from  this 
period  of  the  contest* 

The  legitimate  leaders  of  fashion  now  resorted  to  a  more  appro- 
priate species  of  warfare,  and  took  to  heightening  their  natural  pre- 
eminence by  an  elaborate  and  arduous  process  of  education ;  so  ar- 
duous indeed,  that  it  in  some  measure  answered  the  same  purpose 
as  the  Spartan  practice  of  immersing  their  new-born  infants  in  the 
Burotas  :-*none  but  the  strong  and  healthy  survived  the  operation. 
For  a  time  the  success  was  commensurate  to  the  exertion.  But, 
again  we  must  cry  alas !  The  indefatigable  enemy  discovered  the 
cause  of  their  discomfiture,  and  the  same  nurses  which  could  eclipse 
the/eto,  could  pay  the  music,  dancing,  drawing,  French,  and  Ita- 
lian masters  of  their  adversaries.  The  daughters  of  the  city  in- 
truded into  even  the  first-rate  establishments  for  finishing  young 
ladies,  and  acquired,  last  and  hardest  to  be  wned,  the  arts  of  eat- 
ing soup,  and  stepping  into  a  carriage  graceiuUy ;  whilst  the  sons, 
with  equally  meritorious  and  assiduous  toil,  emulated  the  achieve- 
ments of  the  heroes  they  envied,  guided  by  the  scientific  instruc- 
tions of  st^-coachmen  and  bruisers.  It  is  true,  to  a  practised 
eye,  the  difference  between  the  originals  and  the  copies,  the  inhe- 
rent superiority  of  gentle  blood,  always  remained  manifest;  but 
still  copies  to  be  distinguished  only  by  the  connoisseur  came  too 
uear,  and  a  new  system  of  tactics  was  to  be  devised.  But  ere  clos- 
ing the  account  of  this  period  of  the  eventful  conflict  faithfully 
narrated  in  these  pages,  it  is  proper  to  observe,  that  it  was  during 
this  stru^le  of  accomplishments,  that  genius,  or,  more  correctly 
speaking  professional  genius,  first  took  any  part  in  the  war.  Those 
vr  ho  aapired  to  celebrity  only  tiirough  their  talents,  originally  appear- 
ed in  the  field  as  the  allies  of  the  old  established  authorities,  mough 
they  afterwards,  in  imitation  of  the  Swiss,  engaged  on  either  side 
indifferently.  It  need  scarcely  be  added,  that  the  ''  exclusives'' 
quickly  learned  to  despise  the  genius  that  could  be  nourished  upon 
turtle  and  turbot  connected  with  the  wrong  side  of  Temple  Bar. 

Apathj,  absolute  and  unvarying  apathy,  was  next  adopted  as  the 
distinguishing  mark  of  superiority,  and,  like  all  the  other  measures, 
answered  for  a  season ;  but  apatny  was  yet  more  readily  attainable 
than  accomplishments.  It  now  characterises  both  parties  equally, 
although  still  with  a  difi*erence  discernible  by  the  connoisseur,  and 
the  omj  class  branded  with  vivacity,  is  that  of  the  aforementioned 
nersons  of  eenius,  who,  havine  by  their  instability  forfeited  the  con- 
ndence  alike  of  their  old  and  new  employers,  are  entirely  hors  de 
combat,  and  instead  of  being  courted,  are  barely  tolerated  by  tlie 
belligerents. 

Thus  driven  successively  from  every  retrenchment,  the  haut  ton 
were  not  yet  routed,  and  they  have  made  their  last  stand  where  it 
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promisefl  tm  to  be  •vccetsful— upon  the  unwii  of  iu^lmice  with 
economy !  Who  could  some  years  sm  have  sBticipatod  a  seircn- 
shilling  subscription  to  Almack's !  Who  could  have  believed  Aat 
admission  to  a  seven-shilliuff  ball  would  become  the  chief  ohyect  of 
ambition  to  the  nobles  of  the  land !  Yet  who  would  not  move  heaven 
and  earth  to  obtain  admission,  where  the  dauj^hters  of  dukes  are 
despised,  where  ministers  of  state  and  conquering  heroes  are  torn- 
ed  away  from  the  closed  doors !  And  last  and  chiefest,  how  can 
any  of  the  base  intruders  ever  hope  to  penetrate  into  such  a  sanc- 
tuary! 

The  grand  conception  of  amalgamating  two  such  heterogeneous 
ingredients  was  as  bold  as  it  was  originiu.  It  deserves  to  oe  for- 
tunate ;  nor  do  we  entertain  any  apprehension  of  its  failure.  Eco- 
nomy, indeed,  is  not  difficult  of  imitation,  but  insolence  necessarily 
requires  either  rank  or  profusion  for  its  support  What  then  is  to 
become  of  those  who  have  not  the  one,  if  tney  give  up  tl^  other? 
This  case  is  to  all  intents  and  purposes  desperate. 

It  may,  therefore,  be  confidently  pronounced,  that  the  guardian 
sylphs  nio  whose  inspiration,  perhaps,  their  triumphant  protegtes 
are  indented  for  the  glorious  measure  which  has  given  them  victory) 
may,  after  all  their  harassing  vacillations  between  hope  and  foar, 
tranquillize  their  anxiety  with  the  well -assurance,  that  the  world 
cannot  afford  a  second  Almack's,  that  the  ascendancy  of  l^timacv 
is  secured,  and  that,  although  it  may  be  impracticable  to  drive  back 
the  Jacobinical  crew  to  Aeir  native  obscurity,  a  boundary -line  has 
at  length  been  drawn,  beyond  which  they  can  never  pass. 

Before  concluding,  however,  it  may  not  be  unadvisable  to  remind 
the  *'  luminaries  of  fashion,''  that  the  most  skilful  plans  are  liable 
to  defeat  themselves,  if  the  judgment  with  which  thev  are  execvted 
be  not  equal  to  the  ingenuity  with  which  they  are  clevised.  Eco- 
nomy itself  is  not  exempt  from  this  law  of  nature,  and  qipeara 
upon  a  recent  occasion  to  have  been  practised  with  somewhat  more 
zeal  than  discretion.  The  august  ceremony  which  has  so  lately 
been  celebrated,  seemed  as  if  it  must,  at  least  for  the  day,  restore 
to  birth  its  just  and  lawful  pre-eminence.  Yet,  even  at  the  Coro- 
nation, to  say  nothing  of  the  wits,  poets,  &c  scattered  through  tlM 
assembly,  some  very  unknown,  nobody  sort  of  people  wec^  disc^n- 
ed,  and  that  in  situations  which,  from  the  exalted  stations  of  those 
through  whose  means  alone  they  were  accessible,  might  have  been 
expected  to  be  appropriated  solely  to  the  use  of  the  higher  classes 
of  society.  Ana  it  was  rumoured  that  their  appearance  mj^t  be 
traced  to  the  agency  of  a  certain  bookseller  of  Opera  notoriety,  to 
whom  persons  of  distinction  and  economy >are  in  the  habit  of  in- 
trusting the  beneficial  management  of  their  spare  tickets.       M.  M. 
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Of  all  the  animate  and  inanimate  productions  of  nature, 
flowers  have  the  least  reason  to  complain  of  the  neglect  or  un- 


kindness  of.  man ;  and  iEsop,  Gay,  and  La  Fontaine  in  con* 
junction,  would  find  it  difficult  to  discover  a  grievance  for 
them  which  they  could  lay,  with  tamy  justice,  at  the  foot  of 
Jove's  imperial  throne.  In  every  age  and  every  nation  they  have 
been  honoured  and  cherished,  loved  and  admired.  In  the  olden 
time  they  graced  the  festivals,  and  adorned  the  altars,  of  the 
deities.  A  goddess,  ever  blooming  and  young,  superintended 
their  interests,  and  her  marriage  with  the  gentle  Zephyrus  must 
have  singularly  promoted  the  welfare  of  her  delicate  subjects. 
They  have  been  showered  on  the  heads  of  heroes,  been  twisted 
into  the  chaplets  of  Hymen,  and  chosen  by  Love  as  his  most 
appropriate  gifts,  and  most  intelligible  symbols.  Affection  has 
delighted  to  strew  them  on  the  graves  of  the  departed,  and  poetry 
has  sung  their  praise,  till  the  wearied  ear  tuins  from  the  oft-told 
tale. 

Who  will  assert  that  in  modem  days  flowers  are  less  honour- 
ably distinguished  ? — ^who  that  has  seen  the  Epargne  laden  with 
their  mingled  blossoms ;  the  most  dainty  dishes  garnished  with 
their  brilliant  tints;  or  the  splendid  drawing-rooms  s^d  gay 
boudoirs,  where  they  grow  in  tubs,  or  float  in  vases,  or  stiffen 
in  saucers  filled  with  moistened  sand — who,  above  all,  that  has 
beheld  them  in  bunches,  bushes,  and  arborets  mingling  with  the 
tresses,  towering  high  above  the  heads,  or,  as  in  recent  times, 
hanging  confusedly  about  the  throats  of  our  most  fashionable 
females  ? — ^^  Flowers  of  all  hues,  and  without  thorn  the  rose." 

With  how  much  care,  too,  do  we  tend  "  the  firstlings  of  the 
year,"  and  endeavour  to  persuade  them  to  expand  their  bright 
petals,  and  breathe  their  delicious  scents  a  little  earUer  than  the 
laws  of  nature  permit.  In  the  language  of  that  exquisite  poe^n, 
"  The  Flower  and  the  Leaf,"  the  choicest  offering  which  Flora's 
altars  ever  received : 

**  When  buds,  that  yet  the  blast  of  Eonis  fear. 
Stand  at  the  door  of  hfe,  and  doubt  to  clothe  the  year," 

we  tempt  them  forth,  and  promise  them  our  fostering  protection. 
^^  Then,  at  our  call  emboldened,"  the  hyacinth,  the  narcissus, 
and  the  crocus  burst  their  sheaths;  we  delight  to  deck  our  rooms 
with  these  children  of  early  spring — we  display  them  exultingly 
at  our  windows,  and  **  Qui  possit  violas  addere,  dives  erit." 

Faint,  however,  are  the  pleasures  which  flowers  afford  in 
cities,  when  compared  with  those  which  they  bestow  upon  their 
admirers  in  the  country.  There,  the  florist  rears  them  near  his 
home,  watches  them,  improves  them  by  culture,  takes  a  paren- 
tal interest  in  their  progress,  and  a  lover's  pride  in  their  charms, 
while  health  and  cheerfulness  reward  his  labours.  There,  the 
botanist  explores  the  hedges,  and  traverses  the  hills  in  pursuit  of 
some  new  addition  to  his  herbal  or  his  knowledge,  and  the  bar- 
ren heath  and  dull  common  acquire  interest  and  beauty  in  his  eyes. 
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>  Oh!  friendly  to  the  best  puzsuits  of  many 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace," 


are  tastes  and  studies  of  this  description,  when  cultivated  as  die 
amusement,  not  the  business  of  life,  and  kept  in  due  subser- 
viency to  higher  and  more  useful  pursuits. 

Botany  appears  to  be  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  study  of  ladies, 
as  it  tempts  them  to  the  enjoyment  of  air  and  exercise,  vhich 
though  the  best  friends  to  hesJth  and  beauty,  the  most  dfectual 
remedies  for  nervousness  and  ennui,  are  yet  very  generally 
neglected  by  the  flowers  of  the  human  race.  It  is  a  science,  too, 
within  the  range  of  female  acquirement,  and  is  repugnant  to 
neither  humanity  nor  elegance.  Entomology  is  cruel ;  minera- 
logy and  geology  difficult  and  laborious ;  conchology  expensive; 
but  botany  is  both  cheap  and  easy,  healthful  and  innocent,  open 
to  the  pursuit  of  all,  and  requiring  only  just  so  much  study  and 
attention  as  may  awaken  interest,  and  occupy  without  wearying 
the  mind.  It  is  favourable,  also,  to  the  acquisition  of  habits  of 
inquiry  and  observation,  and  sends  the  eye  constantly  abix>ad  on 
exped^ons  of  discovery.  It  is  not  a  botanist  ^^  who  can  travel 
from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  and  cry,  all  is  barren ;"  on  the  contrary, 
wherever  a  blade  of  grass  appears,  he  is  on  the  watch  for  rarity 
or  beaut}^,  and  seldom  returns  from  a  ramble  without  some 
novelty  to  relate,  some  treasure  to  display. 

We  know  there  are  those  who  assert  that  the  Linnsean  S3rstem 
of  botany  is  unfit  for  the  study  of  innocence  and  modesty  ;  but 
the  accusation  is  a  reproach  to  the  mind  of  him  who  makes  it, 
and  savours  of  the  spirit  which  in  heathen  days  polluted  the 
festivals  of  Flora.  Those  only  who  were  already  immodest 
ccjuld  have  first  suggested  the  idea;  for,  to  the  good  and  the  pure, 
it  sounds  monstrous  and  unintelligible.  But,  ^^the  putrid  spider 
converts  that  to  poison  which  the  bee  works  to  honey;"  and  it 
is  thus  that  man  has,  at  different  times,  debased  and  injured 
all  he  has  touched,  and  lowered  the  most  glorious  pursuits  to 
the  level  of  his  own  corruption.  Music,  fit  amusement  for 
angels,  has  ministered  to  voluptuousness ;  painting  to  the  gTt>S'> 
sest  impurity ;  poetry  has  forgotten  its  noble  nature  to  sing  of 
.  forbidden  things;  and  even  botany,  a  study  which  unfolds  the 
wonderful  economy  of  nature,  displays  its  beautiful  regularity, 
and  is  co.  ersant  with  those  lovely  and  harmless  things,  the 
flowers  of  the  field,  conveys  to  some  unhappy  minds  thoughts- 
most  unlike  the  pureness  of  the  lily,  or  the  sweetness  of  Ae  rose. 

There  are  minds,  however,  of  a  different  stamp,  minds  which 
adorn  and  enrich  all  they  touch,  which  can  learn  wisdom  from 
a  flower,  piety  from  a  blade  of  grass,  can  find  "  sermons  in 
stones,  and  good  in  every  thing."  The  man  thus  happily  gift- 
ed, walks  forth  into  the  fields-^he  daisy,  **  wee,  tnodest,  crim- 
son-tipped flower,"  the  eye-bright,  with  its  psunted  blossom,  the 
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goklen  tonnentil,  or  the  blue  hare-bell  spangles  the  turf  on  which 
he  treads ;  while  the  hftlges  are  covered  with  the  clusterings  of 
the  wild  rose,  the  garlands  of  the  convolvulus  and  honey-suckle, 
or  starred  with  the  English  geranium,  the  bright  hypericum, 
or  the  fairy  scorpion-grass.  Astonished  by  the  prohision  of 
beauty,  the  wantonness  of  ornament  which  meet  him  wherever 
he  turns  his  eyes,  he  asks  their  use  and  design,  his  heart  rises 
in  wonder  and  praise  to  the  throne  of  the  Great  Creator,  and 
—he  is  answered. 

On  minuter  inspection,  how  much  of  amusement  and  instruc- 
tion may  be  derived  from  the  study  of  flowers,  that  study  in 
which  IsraePs  wisest  monarch  delighted,  he  who  ^  spoke  of 
trees  from  the  cedar  of  Lebanon  to  the  hyssop  on  the  wall." 
The  daisy,  insignificant  as  it  apparently  is,  (yet  immortalized 
by  the  pen  of  Dryden,  and  graced  by  the  song  of  Bums)  be- 
comes, on  closer  observation,  an  expanse  of  wonders,  a  cluster 
of  miracles.  Scores  of  minute  blossoms  compose  its  disc  and 
border,  each  distinct,  each  useful,  each  delicately  beautiful. 
The  convolvulus  and  honey-suckle  appear  to  the  careless  eye 
to  twist  in  a  similar  manner  round  every  thing  in  their  neigh- 
bourhood; but  the  botanist  discovers  that  they  are  governed  by 
different  laws,  the  former  always  twining  itself  according  to  the 
apparent  motion  of  the  sun,  the  latter  in  a  contrary  direction ; 
and  when  busy  man  attempts  to  alter  this  arrangement,  he  in- 
variably injures,  and  perhaps  destroys  the  plant. 

The  heath,  so  common  in  the  northern  parts  of  this  kingdom, 
valuable  to  the  poor  as  a  substitute  for  more  expensive  fuel, 
and  to  the  sportsman  as  a  cover  for  grouse,  affords  to  the  bo- 
tanist a  striking  instance  of  the  care  extended  by  Providence 
towards  his  creatures.  Its  seed  is  the  food  of  numerous  birds, 
in  regions  where  other  sustenance  is  scarce,  and  the  vessels 
which  contain  it  are  so  constructed  as  to  retain  their  contents 
for  a  considerable  length  of  time,  instead  of  discharging  them 
when  they  become  ripe.  Indeed,  the  more  we  study,  the  closer 
we  observe  the  operations  and  provisions  of  nature,  the  greater 
will  be  our  wonder,  the  higher  our  admiration.  Every  sepa- 
rate plant  has  doubdess  its  own  history,  its  distinct  uses,  its  pe- 
culiar inhabitants;  and,  like  St.  Pierre's  strawberry,  may  furnish 
a  study  too  diffuse,  too  deep,  for  the  life  of  an  individual. 

The  physiology  of  vegetables  is  a  most  curious  and  enter- 
taining branch  of  the  science  of  botany ;  and,  owing  to  the  great 
improvement  of  our  microscopes,  may  be  pursued  to  an  extent 
&r  beyond  the  most  sanguine  hopes  of  tormer  students.  In 
some  recent  experiments,  the  growth  of  wheat  was  actually  ren- 
dered visible  to  tke  eye ;  a  bubble  of  gas  was  seen  to  dart  forth, 
carrying  with  it  a  portion  of  vegetable  matter,  which  instanta- 
neously fdhned  into  a  fine  tube,  and  one  fibre  was  completed. 
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In  short,  with  instruments  like  our^s,  what  may  we  not  hope  to 
accomplish  in  studies,  unexhausted  aira  inexhaustible  as  are 
those  of  nature.  Histor}^,  biography,  geography,  may  no  longer 
furnish  scope  for  novelty ;  even  fancy's  wide  domain  may  be 
iiUed  to  repletion ;  but  the  botanist,  the. chemist,  and  the  geolo- 
gist, have  employment  before  them  for  centuries  to  come,  and 
long,  indeed,  will  it  be  ere  they  can  have  cause  ^^  to  weep  for 
new  worlds  to  conquer." 

For  those  whose  travels  do  not  extend  beyond  lands,  where 
Withering  can  guide  them,  there  is  space  enough  for  study,  dis- 
covery, and  delight;  but  he  who  visits  other  climates,  or  is  en- 
abled by  opportunity  and  wealth  to  rear  their  productions  on 
British  ground,  has  of  course  a  wider  field  for  research  and  ad- 
miration. We  do  not  know  a  more  delicious  and  enchanting 
spot  than  a  green-house,  filled  with  the  blossoms  and  the  per- 
fumes of  "  the  lands  of  the  sun."  Hie  warm  air  conveys  the 
choice  and  exquisite  odours  to  the  scent,  the  sight  is  ravished 
by  the  tastefully  mingled  tints  and  noble  foliage  of  the  aristo- 
cracy of  plants ;  and  a  luxurious  sensation  of  languor  and  en- 
joyment steals  gradually  over  the  frame.  Here  too,  double 
flowers,  which  the  strict  botanist  terms  monsters^  but  in  which 
the  florist  takes  peculiar  pride,  are  displayed ;  and  man  is  per- 
mitted by  Providence  to  amuse  himself  by  diversifying  and  em- 
bellishing nature,  while  the  springs  of  life  and  vegeution  are 
kept  mysterious  and  inaccessible. 

Our  Saviour's  words,  "  Consider  the  lilies  of  the  field  how 
they  grow,"  acquire  additional  force  and  peculiar  beauty,  when 
we  remember  that  they  were  suggested  by  the  sight  of  the  splen- 
did amaryllis  lutea,  a  species  of  lily  which  abounds  in  the  land 
of  Palestine.  Who  does  not  feel  their  emphasis,  when  he  ima- 
gines our  blessed  Lord  standing  on  the  mount,  from  whence 
his  divine  sermon  was  delivered,  surrounded  by  an  attentive 
and  wondering  throng,  whom  he  is  urging  to  lay  aside  unneces- 
sary- cares,  and  trust  in  the  bounty  of  their  heavenly  Father; 
and  then  sees  him  pointing  towards  those  glorious  lilies  which 
decked  the  surrounding  plain,  and  deducing  from  their  beauty, 
exceeding  the  pomp  of  kings'  attire,  lessons  of  simplicity  in 
dress,  freedom  from  vain  or  excessive  cares,  and  dependance  on 
Almighty  protection. 

The  study  of  Botany  has  afforded  illustration  to  another  pas- 
sage in  holy  writ.  In  2  Kings,  vi.  26,  we  read  that,  during  a 
severe  famine  in  Samaria,  "  a  cab  of  dove's  dung"  was  sold  for 
twenty  pieces  of  silver.  What  this  ardcle  of  food  might  be^ 
had  long  puzzled  the  commentators,  when  the  father  of  botany 
suggested  that  it  was  probably  the  root  of  the  omitho^um  or 
Bethlehem  star,  which  afibrds  to  this  day  a  pleasant  and  nutri- 
tious aliment  to  the  lower  orders  m  Judea.    Its  fii^^sh  name 
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was  given  on  account  of  its  prevalence  in  Palestine,  and  its  an- 
cient one  *  ornithogalum,'  literally  signiRes  bird's  milk.  When 
to  this  we  add  that  its  blossoms,  of  a  greenish  white,  resemble 
at  a  litde  distance  the  dung  of  birds,  the  conjecture  of  Linnaeus 
becomes  still  more  probable,  and  a  curious  elucidation  appears, 
to  be  afforded  of  an  obscure  passage  of  Scripture. 

£nough  has  been  said  to  establish  the  claim  of  botany  to  the 
favour  of  the  elegant  and  the  wise,  as  a  pursuit  both  healthful 
and  innocent,  profitable  and  pleasant.  Linnaeus,  to  whom  every 
botanist  must  say,  as  Dante  said  to  Virgil,  ^^Tu  duca,  tu  Signor, 
e  tu  Maestro,"  is  intelligible  in  his  original  garb  to  but  few 
ladies ;  but  there  are  many  excellent  works  in  our  own  lan- 
guage which  will  lead  them  farther  than  the  generality  will 
choose  to  follow. 

Eve,  as  described  by  the  hand  of  Milton,  ^^  walked  forth 
among  her  fruit  and  flowers,  to  visit  how  they  prospered ;"  and . 
we  cannot  imagine  an  employment  better  adapted  to  Paradise, 
or  recommend  a  more  graceful  and  pleasing  occupation  to  Eve's 
fair  daughters. 

The  good  and  sagacious  Owen  Feltham  has  said,  that  ^  to 
have  a  mind  which  delights  in  innocent  employment,  is  daily 
rising  to  content  and  blessedness."  Those,  therefore,  who  have 
opened  to  us  new  sources  of  rational  amusement,  and  like  Lin- 
naeus, Ray,  Toumefort,  and  Withering,  have  been  our  pioneers 
on  the  road  of  science,  deserve  our  grateful  acknowledgments 
and  affectionate  remembrance.  In  the  absence  of  more  valuable 
gifts,  let  us  pay  them  with  appropriate  offerings:— 

"  Manibus  date  lilia  plenis^ 
*  PurpureoB  ipugun  flores." 


TO  A  TRIBKD  ON  HER  BIRTH-DAT. 

This  is  the  day  sacred  to  love,  and  mirth. 
And  tender  wishes ;  this  the  favoured  day. 
Sweet  superstition !  when  the  artless  lay  . 

Is  welcomed,  and  the  token  little  worth. 

And  the  fond  vows  that  live  and  have  their  birth 
In  the  affectionate  heart.    A  holiday 
It  is,  for  good  and  gentle,  fair  and  gay-^ 

My  lovely  Jane,  it  gave  thee  to  the  earth : 

And  thou  hast  trodden  life's  paths  with  wise  glee. 
Maid  of  the  laugfain?  eye !    Were  I  the  queen 

Of  that  so  famous  land  of  Facty,       • 
liVhere  quaintest  spirits  weave  their  spells  unseen. 

No  better  benison  Pd  seek  for  thee 
Than  to  be  happy  still  as  thou  hast  been. 


THE  cfiirsus. 
We  have  received  divers  episdes  respecting  the  Census, 
which  Parliament  has  so  judiciously  ordereid  to  be  taken  for  the 
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benefit  of  the  infant  science  of  Political  Economy.  All  of  them 
contain  severe  strictures  upon  that  measure,'  for  what  reason  it 
was  at  first  difficult  to  conjecture  :  one  of  them  inquired  if  we 
did  not  think  the  proceeding  impious,  and  whether  Parliament, 
being  actuated  by  the  same  motive  which  prompted  King  David 
on  a  similar  occasion,  would  not  draw  down  the  same  punish- 
ment upon  this  nation  which  was  inflicted  upon  the  Israelites  ? 
Another  solicited  us  to  inform  the  writer,  whether  we  did  not 
believe  that  Government  had  availed  itself  of  a  state  of  peace  to 
try  if  the  country  could  not  afford  to  make  an  addition  to  the 
numbers  of  the  militia.  Some  of  these  letters,  if  published, 
would  infallibly  put  us  into  the  hands  of  the  Attomey-genwal ; 
for  they  charge  our  rulers  with  nullifying  Magna  Charta^  and 
dragging  forth  and  violating  family  secrets  and  social  confidence. 
Others,  abusing  Mr.  Vansittart,  without  mercy,  lay  all  to  the 
score  of  taxation,  and  breathe  downright  sedition.  We  there- 
fore recommend  the  Home  Department  to  be  active;  to  double 
die  centinels  in  the  park ;  reinforce  the  police  offices ;  and  put 
the  City  light-horse  on  the  alert.  We  should  not  think  this  re- 
commendation complete,  if  we  did  not  hint  at  a  farther  and 
most  important  precaution,  that  all  routes  or  assemblies  at  houses 
of  persons  of  either  sex,  living  in  a  state  of  ^  single  blessed- 
ness,''  whether  high  or  low— ^whether  at  Saint  Giles's  or  Saint 
James's,  should  be  narrowly  watched  by  the  Bow-street  pa- 
troles,  so  that  suspected  characters  might  be  arrested,  in  case  of 
alarm,  at  a  moment's  notice.  Having  thus  done  our  duty  as 
good  citizens,  and  handed  over  the  inflammator}'  letters  to  the 
proper  authorities,  we  shall  enable  our  readers  to  judge  from 
what  quarter  we  feel  an  apprehension  of  danger,  by  the  sequel. 
The  real  cause  of  discontent,  among  the  parties  to  whom  we 
allude,  seems  to  be  the  forced  disclosure  of  certain  personal  se- 
crets, which  are  generally  deemed  sacred  and  inviolable  among 
particular  classes,  and  the  knowledge  of  which,  being  made 
general,  must  operate  greatly  to  wound  Pamour  propre  of  the 
classes  in  question.  It  is  contended  that  a  clause  should  have 
been  inserted  in  the  Census-act,  to  prevent  such  disclosures 
where  they  might  be  injurious  to  individuals,  upon  due  proof 
being  offered  thereof  in  the  shape  of  affidavit,  or  otherwise.  The 
following  extract  from  a  communication  relative  to  the  grievance 
complained  of,  will  Arow  some  light  on  the  business,  and  put 
our  readers  in  the  possession  of  facts.  The  writer's  aame  is 
Ebenezer  Wigginbottom,  parish-clerk,  school-master,  and  shop- 
keeper, of  Bungay  in  Suffolk,  where  he  has  been  lately  employ- 
ed in  making  the  Population-returns.  We  number  Mr.  Wig- 
ginbottom among  our  correspondents,  in  the  department  of 
deaths  and  marriages;  and  the  good  man  generally  accompanies 
his  monthly  communications  with  gratuitous  obaervatioDS  on 
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the  weather,  the  state  of  the  crops,  feats  of  bell-ringiAg  in  his 
neighbourhood,  or  Bungay  tittle-tattle. 

After  some  irrelevant  matter,  he  writes : — ^*'  You  will  be  sur- 
prised to  hear  that  our  peaceable  place  is  in  an  uproar,  and  I  am 
in  a  sad  state  of  turmoil  from  being  the  unhappy  cause.  Bj 
obe3ang  the  orders  of  Government,  I  am  embroiled  among  some 
of  my  oldest  friends,  past  all  redemption.  You  must  understand 
I  have  lately  been  much  occupied  in  making  up  the  Populations^ 
returns ;  and  I  can  assure  you,  that  though  a  penalty  of  five 
pounds  is  affixed  to  every  breach  of  the  law,  or  evasive  answer  to 
the  questioning-officer,  I  could  have  profited  to  the  tune  of  hun- 
dreds by  making  false  returns,  at  the  price*  of  the  penalty  for 
each.  .1  trust,  however,  that  though  preponderating  motives 
abounded,  I  was  inflexible  in  my  duty  to  the  public;  and  I  have, 
in  consequence,  been  insulted  and  contemned  by  those  who  were 
formerly  my  best  friends.  It  is  principally  by  unmarried  per* 
sons,  or  those  past  the  meridian*  of  life,  that  I  am  thus  treated. 
I  am  become  so  obnoxious,  that  no  persons  of  that  description 
will  follow  me  in  the  responses  in  the  church-service  of  a  Sun«> 
day,  and  my  customers,  too,  fall  off.  But  to  the  point :  on  en- 
tering a  house,  J  commonly  ask  for  the  master — if  married— 
the  number  of  his  family,  and  so  on,  agreeably  to  my  instruc- 
tions. The  first  house  where  I  met  with  a  rebuif,  was  that  of 
an  elderly  single  lady,  who  called  her§elf  Mrs.  Oldfish,  upon 
which  I  said,  I  believed  she  was  not  a  widow.  ^  That  is  no 
business  of  your's,  Mr.  Wigginbotton,  put  me  down  Mrs.  Old- 
fish.'  *'  Indeed  I  cannot,  madam,^  I  replied,  *  I  dare  not  make 
a  false  return;^  so  I  wrote  down  Miss  Zepherina  Oldfish.  I 
next  demanded,  what  age  ?  She  here  faltered  exceedingly,  blush- 
ed and  looked  pale  by.tums^  and  them  amid  convulsive  agita- 
tions, she  articulated,  ^  That  is  of  no  consequence,  they  can't 
want  me  for  the  militia.'  *  Madam,'  said  I,  ^  there  is  a  penalty 
if  an  improper  answer  is  given ;  I  must  write  down  the  truth.* 
Now,  more  agitated,  she  stammered,  '  Don't  threaten  me,  Mr. 
Wigginbottom— don't  be  impertinent---the  Government  is  un- 
reasonable, oppressive.  What  pretty  times  we  live  in !  What 
will  it  require  next,  I  wonder?'  Here  she  faltered  still  more  in 
her  speech,  and  appeared  to  be  ill.  '  Betty !'  she  cried,  *  Betty!' 
ringing  the  bell  violendy,  ^  my  sal  volatile.  Do  call  again,  Mr. 
Wigginbottom;  I'm  ill,  indeed  I  am  very,  very  ill.'  Notwishingto 
appear  rude,  and  being  unsuspicious  of  a  trick,  I  left  her,  think- 
ing to  call  again  the  next  day.  I  did  so ;  and  to  my  dismiay, 
found  she  had  left  Bungay  for  Scarborough  that  morning  at  day- 
break ;  beyond  a  doubt,  that  she  might  evade  my  questions,  as 
she  knew  the  returns  must  be  completed  by  a  particular  day.  I 
was  forced  to  leave  a  blank  opposite  her  name,  in  the  column  of 
ages,  in  my  book ;  but  when  she  comes  back  I  shall  levy  the 
full  penalty. 
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"  Upon  calling  at  the  house  of  another  lady,  to  whom  I  vvas 
well  known,  my  mind  being  made  up  not  to  fee  again  baffled,  I 
commenced,  as  usual,  by  explaining  the  nature  of  my  errand. 
She  reddened  deep  as  scarlet,  and  wondered  why  the  Govern- 
ment was  so  particular  with  unmarried  persons,  and  if  they 
might  not  be  returned  in  a  general  way.  She. affirmed  that  she 
had  done  all  she  could  for  the  support  of  Church  and  State ; 
she  had  helped  to  work  a  standard  for  the  Bungay  light-horse ; 
had  been  careful  never  to  employ  a  tradesman  who  was  a  radi- 
cal ;  had  given  five  pounds  for  the  benefit  of  the  Constitutional 
Association ;  had  thrown  up  her  subscription  at  the  best  circu- 
lating library  in  Norfolk,  because  that  audacious  paper,  the 
Morning  Chronicle,  had  been  taken  in  there ;  and  at  her  last 
whist-party  had  absolutely  used  dirty  cards,  because  a  package 
which  she  had  ordered  from  London  had  not  arrived ;  and  she 
could  procure  none  in  her  neighbourhood,  but  at  a  shop,  the 
owner  of  which  had  shocked  Iter  feelings,  by  declaring  that  he 
thought  a  Methodist,  or  Roman  Catholic,  if  not  worth  one  shil- 
ling, had  as  good  a  chance  for  Heaven  as  his  Grace  of  Canter- 
bur)%  '  Now,  Ebenezer,'  said  she,  '  you  have  long  known  me, 
and  know  that  I  am  a  good  subject ;  why  then  must  my  per- 
sonal a&irs  be  made  known  to  all  the  world  V  *•  Madam,'  I 
replied,  *■  the  returns  are  only  seen  by  Government  in  London.' 
*  Nonsense,'  she  rejoined,  '  don't  think  to  cheat  me.  You  have 
a  wife,  Mr.  Wigginbottom,  curious  as  married  women  always 
are — ^husbands  can't  keep  secrets,  you  will  let  it  out  to  her,  and 
the  whole  town  will  have  it.  No,  no,  you  can  only  levy  the 
fine  for  contumacy — exact  it — ^there  is  a  five-pound  note— —do 
your  worst.'  Having  said  this,  she  marched  out  of  the  room 
with  a  stately  air  of  triumphant  scoiii,  muttering  revenge  for  the 
arbitrary  conduct  of  Government,  and  saying  something  about 
the  ingratitude  of  persons  in  authority.  A  few  days  after,  I 
heard  she  had  given  largely  towards  the  erection  of  a  Metho- 
dist chapel,  had  subscribed  again  to  the  circulating  library,  and 
had  been  heard  to  argue  stoudy  for  Major  Cartwright's  system 
of  universal  suffrage." 

Our  friend  Wigginbottom  continues  :  "  A  lady,  a  good  cus- 
tomer of  mine,  (for  you  know,  Mr.  Editor,  that  I  deal  a  little  in 
the  way  of  snuff  and  tobacco,  besides  groceries  and  hardware) 
refused  to  see  me  on  the  subject  of  the  Population-act,  but  or- 
dered her  servant  to  give  me  what  particulars  were  necessary, 
and  to  show  me  her  family-bible,  where  her  age  was  inscribed. 
There  she  was  entered  thirty-nine,  though  I  am  certain  it  should 
have  been  ten  years  more.  The  figure  three  appeared  newly 
written  in,  upon  an  erasure  which  had  no  doubt  obliterated  a 
four.  I  did  not  wish  to  be  litigious  in  this  case :  indeed  the 
law  could  not  have  helped  me  without  farther  proof,  so  I  made 
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the  eotiy—^  Abigail  Scraggs,  spinster,  39,'  and  went  auray, 
fully  convinced  I  had  been  mystified/' 

The  pertinency  of  the  ladies,  according  to  our  Correspoodent, 
was  exceeded  by  that  of  the  other  sex.  Our  honest  friend  Ebene- 
zer  met  with  much  trouble  from  single  men ;  one,  among  many 
instances  which  he  has  communicat^,  we  studl  record.  We  are 
well  aware  of  the  irritability  of  the  genus,  and  that  it  is  suscepti- 
ble of  acute  pain  on  the  attacks  of  curiosity,  as  it  lives,  like  the 
garden  spider,  in  the  centre  of  its  own  web,  the  vibration  of  a 
single  cord  of  which  induces  the  mealy  cuticle  which  covers  its 
angular  physiognomy,  to  put  on  a  fever  redness,  and  the  lividi 
occhi^  as  Tasso  calls  them,  or,  in  plain  English,  the  « livid  eyes" 
engulfed  therein,  to  flash,  what  the  lake  poets  sublimdy  deno- 
^ninate,  an  "  emerald  light ;" — for  be  it  known,  Aat  greenness  of 
colour  and  morbidness  have  more  than  a  common  affinity,  and 
bachelorship  is,  according  to  the  best  medical  practitioners,  a 
state  of  actual  disease.  Mr.  Wigginbottom  says  he  called  twic^ 
upon  Mr.  Theophilus  Weazel,  a  gentleman  of  this  description, 
aged  fifty-two  or  fifty-three  years.  The  first  time  he  could  not 
be  admiUed,as  Mr.  Weazel  had  employed  an  artist  of  celebrity 
in  surgery,  in  the  important  operation  of  cutting  and  mollifying 
his  corns.  On  the  second  visit  he  was  admitted  into  the  presence. 
Well  knowing  the  man,  we  can  fancy  our  friend  Ebenezer  stand- 
ing with  his  hat  in  one  hand,  and  his  list  book  in  the  other;  an 
ink-botUe,  having  a  pen  stuck  in  it,  suspended  from  his  button- 
hole ready  for  action ;  the  points  of  his  toes  forming  the  centre 
of  a  St.  Andrew's  cross  with  the  opposite  angles  of  the  room ; 
while  the  official  dignity  of  his  countenance  was  tempered  by  an 
air  of  humility,  arising  from  a  recollection  that  Mr.  Weazt^l 
bought  goods  at  his  shop.  This  expression  is  never  witnessed 
in  government  officials,  who  have  no  copartnership  with  similar 
extraneous  interests,  but  depend  entirely  upon  the  ^^  powers  that 
be."  The  latter  description  of  officials  are  the  poni^ices  majores^ 
and  the  others  but  underlings;  yet  all  bear  in  their  coimtenances 
somewhat  of  *^  a  valiant  severity"  when  among  equals  or  inferiors. 
Ebenezer  says,  he  first  broke  silence,  after  a  mutual  recognition. 
The  conversation  we  shall  give  exactly  as  it  reached  us. 

E,  I  am  come.  Sir,  to  inquire  the  number  of  inhabitants  in 
this  house,  their  ages,  employments,  and  means  of  living,  in 
pursuance  of  an  Act  passed  in  the  2d  Geo.  IV.  being  aa  act  for 
ascertaining  the  population  of  these  kingdoms. 

W.  (reddemng.)  What  the  devil,  Wigginbottom,  have  I  to 
do  with  population? 

E.  True,  Sir ;  but  I  must  do  my  duty  you  know.  Sir. 

W,  Very  well ;  but  I  stand  alone  in  the  world :— *I  have  no 
children ;  population  is  nodung-tO-me,  I  don't  increase  it,  and 
Malthus  says,  it  is  t^e-nicrease  of  population  that  is  the  ruin  of 
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nations.  I  have  uo  wife.  I  have  a  housekeeper,  it  is  true,  some- 
what agedr— Diana  Icely,  just  turned  sixty.  What  has  popula- 
tion to  do  with  me  or  her  either  ? 

E.  {profiting  by  the  intelligence  of  the  housekeeper's  name  and 
agej  instantly  put  them  in  his  list.)  You,  perhaps,  have  other 
relatives  living  with  you.  Sir  ? 

W.  No,  Wigginbottom — ^none,  thank  God;  I  am  plagued  with 
none,  male  or  female;  and  this  intelligence  will  content  you,  I 
hope. 

E.  (Entering  Theophilus  Weazely  single  man.)  Any  servants, 
Sir? 

¥F.  No,  no,  Di  and  self,  are  all  who  live  in  this  house,  unless 
you  would  take  the  rats. 

£.  Your  employment.  Sir. 

IV.  Am  I  not  a  gendeman — ^independent,  and— 

-E.  Government  orders  us  to  return  the  employment.  Sir. 

JV.  Government  be  d d;  it  won't  let  us  live  in  the  light  of 

heaven  by  and  by ;  it  means  to  save  the  expense  of  keeping  spies, 
I  suppose,  by  making  every  man  a  spy  upon  himself.  Let  them 
find  it  out. 

E.  There  is  a  penalty.  Sir,  for  making  evasive  returns.  I  could 
wish  to  oblige  you,  but  you  must  not  blame  me  for  followmg 
my  duty.     You  have  known  me  a  long  while,  Mr.  WeazeL 

^  W.  A  man's  house  was  formerly  his  casde ;  his  secrets  were 
his  own ;  he  paid  his  taxes,  and  no  more  was  required.  They'll 
set  up  racks  soon,  to  extort  answers  to  their  questions.  I  pay 
half  my  income  in  taxes,  and  cannot  be  left  quiet.  I'll  emigrate— 
I'll  sell  out  of  the  funds,  and  live  abroad. 

E.  I  will  enter  "  lives  by  the  funds;  no  employment."  (Writes 
it  d&wn^  Mr.  Weazel  scarcely  noticing  him^from  angry  emotion.) 
There  is  something  more.  Sir,  I  had  nearly . 

W.  Taxation,  Wiggintottom,  taxation  is  the  cause  of  all.— 
Ministers  are  insolent  from  success— sha'n't  tax  me  much 
longer— I'll  get  out  of  the  way— I'll  emigrate. 

E.  There  is  something  more,  Sir — I  had  nearly  forgotten  to 
ask  your  age. 

W.  My  age!  s'blood!  my  age  too?  (Here  he  appeared  half 
choked  with  anger.) 

A  pause  now  ensued,  says  our  Correspondent,  and  Mr.  Wea- 
zel's  countenance  changed  from  red  to  white,  and  from  white  to 
yellow,  and  then  to  red  again,  with  an  expression  of  indignation 
and  rage.  It  was  an  emotion  forming  a  climax  of  passion;  the 
magnitude  of  which  precluded  utterance,  and  proved  it  not  to 
belong  to  the  parvi  dolores  of  Horace.  It  must  have  been  a 
pause  like  MacduTs,  after  he  exclaimed, 


all  my  pretty  ones  P 


Did  you  say  all  ?-16li  heU^te !— all } 
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Honest  Ebenezer  almost  wished  he  had  not  made  his  demand 
»so  abruptly.  At  length,  in  a  subdued  tone  of  voice,  the  over- 
powered Celtbataire  said,  "  Wigginbottom,  I  don't  know  my 
age ;  this  business  is  more  than  human  nature  can  bear-— put 
me  down  what  you  think  me  to  be."  I  mentioned  fifty,  and  a 
gleam  of  satisfaction  overspread  his  face,  as  he  added,  ^^  you 
guess  near  the  mark,  Wigginbottom^-only  two  years  out;  I 
shall  not  say  which  side  fifty  you  should  have  taken." 

Heartily  tired,  our  friend  put  down  forty-eight ;  at  the  same 
time  guessing,  from  Mr.  WeazeFs  apparent  satisfaction,  that  it 
ought  to  have  been  four  years  more,  and  that  the  bachelor  felt 
pleasure  at  having  cozened  him. 

Mr.  Wigginbottom  made  some  general  observations,  while 
following  his  troublesome  vocation,  which  may  be  worth  notice : 
He  uniformly  found,  he  says,  that  those  who  took  offence  at  his 
demands,  even  if  ultra-royalists  before,  immediately  changed 
side  in  politics,  and  even  uttered  threats  dangerous  to  the  state; 
— hence  the  ground  of  our  anxiety  at  the  beginning  of  this  article. 
Secondly,  he  observed,  that  persons  who  were  indiffisrent  about 
their  actual  ages  being  made  known,  did  not  relish  the  being 
supposed  older  than  they  really  were;  and,  lastly,  that  boarding- 
school  boys  and  girls  were,  sdone,  solicitous  to  steal  a  march 
upon  time,  and  always  represented  themselves  in  advance  of  the 
exact  truth.  Finally,  he  hopes,  that  the  duties  of  his  office 
having  been  so  troublesome  in  the  fulfilment.  Government  will 
act  Uberally  towards  him,  in  the  way  of  remimeration.  From 
our  long  knowledge  of  the  integrity  of  Mr.  Wigginbottom,  we 
cordially  join  in  his  wish,  and  would  back  him  with  our  interest; 
but  we  are  well  aware  it  would  not  even  obtain  him  midship- 
man's half-pay,  to  use  a  sailor's  phrase ;  or  ^^  three  farthings  a 
year,  paid  quarterly."  B. 

NVRSB's  song,      translated  VROM  the  GERMAN. 

Slbbp,  baby,  sleep! 

Your  father  herds  his  sheep : 

Your  mother  shakes  the  little  tree 

From  which  fall  pretty  dreams  on  thee ; 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 
Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 
The  heavens  are  white  with  sheep; 
For  they  are  lambs-^those  stars  so  bright : 
And  the  moon's  the  shepherd  of  the  night; 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 
Sleep,  baby,  ueep ! 
And  I'll  g^ve  thee  a  sheep, 
Which,  with  its  golden  b^  shaU  be 
A  little  plav4ellow  for  thee ; 
,  Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 
And  bleat  not  like  a  sheep : 
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Or  else  tlie  shepherd's  angry  dog 
WiU  come  and  Dite  my  nuighty  rogue ; 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep! 
Sleep,  baby,  sleep! 
Go  out  and  herd  the  sl^eep ; 
Go  out  you  barking  black  dog  go. 
And  wsJcen  not  my  baby  so; 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 


KORTH  GERMAN  PEASANTRY. 

(  Conchided  from  page  276.) 

There  are  two  sources  from  whence  tlic  peasantry  of  any  country 
could  derive  protection ;  either  from  their  own  warlike  character 
and  skill  in  the  use  of  arms,  or  from  the  aid  and  countenance  of  the 
king.  There  arc  in  those  times  no  laws  to  shelter  them ;  and  If 
there  were,  laws  are  only  the  result  of  the  mutual  apprehensions  of 
mankind,  and  never  fail  to  be  unequal  where  these  apprehensions 
are  unequal.  No  public  protection  is  ever  provided  for  a  section 
of  the  community,  which  is  unable  to  make  good  bv  force  its  title  to 
such  a  protection.  **  To  him  that  hath,  more  shall  be  siven ;  from 
him  that  hath  not,  shall  be  taken,away  even  iliat  he  hath"*— this  has 
been  the  regulating  principle  of  law  from  the  first  formation  of  hu^ 
man  society.  Spirit  and  strength  alone  must  thus  constitute  the 
security  of  the  peasant,  and  in  proportion  as  these  qualities  pre- 
vailed or  declined,  with  more  or  less  rapidity,  in  any  country,  would 
be  the  degree  of  respect  manifested  ti^waras  their  ri^ts  and  tiieir 
happiness.  To  solve  the  question  fully,  therefore,  it  would  be  re- 
quisite to  point  out  what  circumstances  have  determined,  in  some 
nations,  a  longer  preservation  of  that  diffiised  and  universal  military 
spirit  which  all  very  early  societies  possess  in  common*  Bat  the 
data  for  this  purpose  are  altogether  wanting; ;  and  it  is  only  possible 
to  show,  that  in  proportion  as  military  habits  prevailed  among  the 
peasantry  of  the  different  European  countries,  has  been  the  extent 
of  liberty  and  privilege  conceded  to  them  by  the  law. 

An  excellent  measure  of  this  comparative  diffusion  of  the  military 
spirit  may  be  attained  by  examining  the  constitution  of  the  diiierent 
armies  in  the  middle  ages.  The  bulk  of  the  English  armies  always 
consisted  of  archers,  taken  of  course  from  amoifg  the  smaller  pro- 
prietors, who  were  not  able  to  command  the  more  expensive  appa* 
ratus  of  horse-service.  Their  uncommon  skill  in  the  use  of  tni» 
cheap  weapon  is  a  sufficient  evidence  that  it  must  have  been  con- 
stantly in  their  hands.  The  armies  of  Henry  V.  usually  included 
about  the  proportion  of  23,000  archers  to  6000  horse ;  and  the  irre- 
sistible superiority  of  the  former  seems  to  have  been  the  principal 
occasion  of  the  victory  at  Azincourt,  as  well  as  of  those  at  Cressy, 
Poictiers,  and  Vemeuil. 

In  France,  from  the  time  of  the  Capetian  dynasty,  the  French 
armies  were  almost  entirely  composed  of  cavalry  (Mezeraj 
2.384).  Even  the  French  archers  served  on  horseback,  thouo^fa  tbev 
soem  not  to  have  been  native  Frenchmen,  but  hired  foreigners. 
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Genoese  bowiii«ii  derved  with  Philip  at  the  battle  of  Cress^.  The 
number  of  French  gentry  killed,  and  taken  at  the  fields  ot  Cressj, 
Poictiers,  and  Azincourt,  was  very  great  indeed.  From  these  cir« 
cumstancea*  it  appears  clear,  that  the  niilitarj  soirit  in  France  was 
almost  exclusively  confined  to  the  gentry,  and  that  the  smaller 
peasantry  rarely  intermingled  in  the  use  of  arms.  Probably  die 
excessiv&superiority  of  numbers  which  the  French  possessed  in  all 
these  three  battles,  is  to  be  ascribed  to  the  long  train  of  camp- 
followers,  whom  a  wealthy  nobility  would  carry  with  them  into  the 
field.  These  followers  would  swell  the  nominal  muster-roll,  tiiough 
the^  would  contribute  little  towards  the  result,  and  thus  the  supe- 
riority of  the  Enslish  in  bravery  and  conduct  would  be  magnined 
beyond  its  just  value.  In  the  Southern  parts  of  Germany,  Swabia, 
Franconia,  and  Bavaria,  the  military  spirit  seems  to  nave  been 
earlier,  and  more  generally  relaxed  amon^  the  smaller  proprietors, 
than  in  the  Saxon  countries.  The  expedition  which  the  Emperor 
Henry  IV.  in  the  year  1074,  led  against  the  Saxons,  displays  in  a 
striking  light,  as  it  is  related  by  Lambert  of  Aschafienburff,  the 
different  constitution  of  the  two  districts.  The  army  which  that 
fuince  led  from  the  south  is  represented  as  consisting  almost  en- 
tirely of  cavalry,  who  drew  aher  them  an  infinity  of  unwarlike 
retainers,  with  bag£;age>  for  the  purpose  of  administering  to  th^r 
luxuries.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Saxon  troops  were  almost  all  foot, 
taken  from  the  small  farmers  and  proprietors  of  the  country ;  they 
were  derided  by  the  j^ntry  in  the  imperial  ranks,  as  vulgus  inep- 
tum,  agricuUurcB  pottus  auam  mUUim  asmetum.  This  chronicler, 
himself  a  native  of  Soutnem  Germany,  and  therefore  accustomed 
to  consider  arms  as  the  almost  exblusive  function  of  the  gentry, 
treats  the  vulgus  pedestre,  plebs  etmulHtudo  Saxonica^  as  he  terms 
them,  with  a  contempt  which  their  bravery  seems  by  no  means  to 
deserve.  They  threatened  their  princes  with  confiscation  and  ex- 
pulsion, if  the  fatter  should  prove  reluctant  and  dilatory  in  the  war 
against  the  Emperor,  and  they  even  proceeded  so  far  as  to  realise 
their  menaces  on  the  person  of  a  principal  nobleman  who  had 
secretly  endeavoured  to  frustrate  their  views. 

The  disuse  of  warlike  habits  among  the  poorer  class  occasioned 
a  corresponding  change  in  the  nature  of  the  games  or  amusements 
which  had  previously  been  popular.  Instead  of  continuing  to  be 
exhibitions  of  military  strength  and  skill— qualities  alike  attainable 
by  the  poor  and  by  the  rich ;  instead  of  deriving  their  chief  value 
from  the  school  and  the  discipline  which  they  held  out  to  the  rising 
warrior;  they  gradually  degenerated  into  a  pompous  and  showy 
ceremonial,  involving  an  expense  which  none  but  the  gentry  could 
pretend  to  sustain.  Jousts  and  tournaments  became  the  fashionable 
spectacle,  throughout  France  particularly,  and  to  a  high  degree  in 
the  rest  of  Southern  Europe.  The  change  was  similar  to  that  wit- 
nessed in  the  ancient  wmrld  with  respect  to  the  Grecian  and  Roman 
games,  in  which  the  original  boxing  and  wrestling  conflicts  had, 
from  the  extinction  of  the  military  spirit,  dwindled  away  into  gaudy 
spectacles  of  chariot  and  horse-races.  In  France,  where  the  peasan- 
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trj  underwent  the  earliest  and  most  complete  abasement,  toama- 
ments  seemed  to  have  obtained  the  greatest  cnrrency.  Some  excel- 
lent remarks  on  this  subject  may  be  found  in  a  work  of  the  Grerman 
professor  Meiners— **  History  ot  the  Inequality  of  Ranks  in  Modem 
Europe.    Vol.  I.  p.  304." 

But  though  the  mental  excitability  and  the  corporeal  energy  of 
the  peasants  must  be  viewed  as  the  primary  cause  of  their  exemp- 
tion from  inroads  upon  their  happiness,  yet  other  concurrent  cir- 
cumstances might  materially  assist  and  encourage  their  capacity  of 
resistance.  The  degree  of  power  possessed  by  the  king,  himself 
the  largest  proprietor  in  the  nation,  and  the  chief  and  president  of 
the  rest,  woula  influence  powerfully  the  liberty  and  consequence 
of  the  peasantry.  Continually  thwarted  in  his  views,  and  robbed 
of  the  real  exercise  of  the  ri^ts  nominally  annexed  to  his  office,  by 
the  opposition  of  a  proud  aristocracy,  the  sovereign  would  be  dis- 
posea  to  view  with  favour  and  countenance  an  order  of  men,  whose 
interests  (like  his  own)  were  decidedly  at  variance  with  theirs.  **  II 
les  regarde  (to  use  the  expression  of  Helvetius)  comme  les  ennemis 
de  ses  ennemis."* 

He  would  be  at  hand,  therefore,  to  contribute  as  much  as  pos- 
tibie  towards  their  relief  and  enfranchisement.  In  one  most  ma- 
terial point  too,  the  interest  of  the  sovereign  would  operate  stiil 
more  airectly  in  favour  of  this  oppressed  order.  The  mstribution 
of  justice  is  in  early  societies  a  source  of  prodigious  emolument, 
which  the  men  of  power  exact  as  the  price  of  their  interference  to 
shelter  or  avenge  a  suitor.  A  community  in  this  state  precisely 
resembles  a  school,  where  the  boy,  whose  individual  strength  and 
courage  is  not  sufficient  to  protect  him,  must  purchase  by  any  means 
in  his  pow^r  the  interposition  of  a  boy  stronger  than  his  enemy. 
The  necessity  of  applying  to  some  neignbouring  and  powerful  arbi- 
trator, for  the  purpose  of  settiing  quarrels,  divided  the  European 
kingdoms  of  the  middle  ages  into  a  number  of  separate  districts  or 
associations,  in  which  the  feudal  baron,  or  greatest  proprietor,  ad- 
ministered justice,  exacting  considerable  fees  from  the  applicants. 
But  the  sovereign  claimed  a  nominal  privilege  of  administering  jus- 
tice throughout  the  kingdom,  and  even  amone  these  barons  tiiem- 
selves-^a  privilege,  indeed,  which  the  overwhelming  power  of  tiiese 
latter  generally  ^rbade  him  to  realise ;  but  which  he  never  omitted 
to  keep  in  view,  and  to  enforce  on  proper  occasions.  The  lucrative 
profits  which  judicial  disputes  held  out  to  the  arbitrator,  sharpened 
the  sovereign's  anxiety  to  break  these  local  jurisdictions,  and  to 
merge  them  in  that  grand  public  establishment  of  which  the  ma- 
nagement belonged  to  himself.  This  could  only  be  done  by  lessen- 
ing the  dependance  of  the  inhabitants  of  any  district  upon  the 
neighbouring  great  proprietor.  And  thus  the  desire  for  a  lar^ 
money -revenue,  as  well  as  the  continued  struggles  for  power  widi 
the  great  proprietors,  would  determine  the  sovereign  to  promote 
warmly  the  enfranchisement  of  the  subordinate  classes  from  their 
supremacy. 

*"  De  I'Esprit,  Diacours  4^  cap.  10,  p.  11^. 
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The  power  of  the  king,  like  that  of  the  presideot  in  any  other  so- 
cietj,  would  depend  upon  the  frequency  and  continuity  of  union, 
which  circumstances  forced  upon  tne  members.  If  the  aristocracy 
were  often  driven  into  a  state  of  combined  action,  the  influence  of 
the  leader  would  be  proportionally  augmented.  If  tiiey  dwelt  scat- 
tered in  remote  provinces,  without  any  powerful  tie  of  common 
interest  to  unite  them,  his  sway  would  be  reduced  to  a  mere  name. 

In  France  and  Germany  the  union  of  the  different  provincial 
ffrandees  was  throushout  all  the  middle  a^s  exceedingly  loose  and 
feeble.  The  great  French  nobles  seem,  during  the  eleventh,  twelfUi, 
thirteenth,  and  fourteenth  centuries,  to  have  scarcely  considered 
themselves  as  subject  to  the  Capetian  monarchs.  The  great  extent 
both  of  France  and  Germany  contributed  much  to  relax  the  bonds 
of  union  between  the  inhabitants  of  the  separate  provinces.  But 
in  England,  durine  the  same  period,  the  power  of  the  king  was 
much  more  considerable.  The  courts  of  the  Norman  kings  per- 
vaded the  whole  country,  with  some  degree  of  efficacy  and  autho- 
rity, even  as  early  as  the  twelfth  century.  Charters  were  conti- 
nually obtained  by  the  barons,  circumscnoing  the  excessive  oppres- 
sion of  the  sovereign.  Nor  did  the  territorial  supremacy  of  the 
former  maintain  itself  either  so  permanently  or  so  irresistibly  as 
on  the  Continent 

Throughout  the  whole  of  Europe,  we  may  observe  that  the  poorer 
classes  have  been  uniformly  the  most  abased  where  the  kingly  au- 
thority has  been  most  inconsiderable,  and  where  consequently  the 
sway  of  the  aristocracy  has  been  the  most  uncontrolled.  In  Hun- 
gary, in  Poland,  in  Russia,  immense  extent  and  rudeness  of  man- 
ners rendered  the  tendency  to  union  very  slight,  and  the  power  of 
the  sovereign  equall jr  scanty  and  restricted.  The  peasantrv  there 
has  long  been  and  still  remains  in  an  undiminished  state  of  debase- 
ment.' In  Pomerania  the  same  cause  may  be  traced.  The  kings 
or  dukes  of  Pomerania  possessed  scarce  any  thing  more  than  .a  no- 
minal supremacy  over  tneir  refractory  nobles.  And  since  the  ex- 
tinction of  the  native  race  of  princes,  the  Swedish  government,  with 
which  the  country  has  been  incorporated,  has  not  interested  itself 
at  all  in  favour  of  the  lower  classes ;  so  that  the  Pomeranian  pro^ 
prietors  have  never  known  the  existence  of  any  opposing  force  cal- 
culated to  traverse  those  exactions  which  they  have  meditated  to- 
wards their  peasantry. 

But,  even  though  this  cause  be  conceded,  much  will  yet  remain 
to  be  accounted  for.  The  Pomeranian  peasantry,  represented  in 
the  16th  century  as  warlike  and  indepenaent,  appear  in  a  few  years 
afterwards  so  utterly  bereft  of  all  spirit  and  capacity  of  resistance, 
as  to  suffer  at  the  hands  of  the  great  proprietors  a  process  of  abase- 
ment and  destitution  which  no  other  European  country  has  witness- 
ed. In  France,  the  country  of  southern  Europe  where  the  peasantry 
were  earliest  and  most  completely  degradea,  tiie  depenaencies  of 
villenage  at  last  terminatea  in  the  M6tayer  system, — an  arrange- 
ment, by  which,  though  the  land  and  farming  capital  were  consi- 
dered as  belonging  of  right  to  the  lord,  yet  tiie  peasant  was  still 
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suffered  to  remaiii  and  te  cultivate  the  farm,  retaiaiDg  one  half  of 
the  produce  as  a  reward  for  his  labour  and  superintendence.  Now 
it  would  have  been  obviously  the  interest  of  the  French  proprietor, 
instead  of  paying  so  hi^y  for  having  his  farm  cultivated  and  his 
stock  employed,  to  have  altogether  abro^ted  the  sort  of  right 
which  tiie  cultivator  was  reputed  to  possess  in  the  spot,  and  to  have 
placed  in  it  a  new  manager,  whom  he  could  have  procured  for  a 
salary  far  lower  than  half  the  produce.  Such  a  measure  would  have 
been  far  more  profitable  to  him,  had  the  character  of  the  peasants 
been  such  as  would  have  permitted  its  execution.  Itis  only  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Baltic  that  the  courage  and  manhood  of  the  peasan- 
try has  been  so  entirely  suspendeo,  as  to  endure  patiently  a  pro- 
cess of  debasement  and  prostration,  which  on  any  other  European 
ground  would  have  provoked  the  sufferers  to  implacable  hostility. 
%ut  historical  data  do  not  enable  us  to  point  out  the  operative 
causes  which  have  thus  wretchedly  unmanned  the  Pomeranian 
villeins. 

It  is  consoline,  however,  to  reflect,  that  within  the  few  last  years, 
much  has  been  done  to  mitigate  the  condition  of  this  unhappy  order. 
The  tendency  which  the  peasants  have  of  late  bc^n  to  manifest 
towards  resistance,  and  me  increased  disapprobation  of  the  Swe- 
dish government,  seem  to  have  contributed  most  forcibly  tomuids 
this  result  In  the  countries,  however,  bordering  upon  Swedish 
Pomerania,  far  more  has  been  done  to  alleviate  the  servitude  of  tibe 
labourer ;  nor  has  the  practice  of  laying  down  the  peasants  ever 
prevailed  any  where  else  to  an  equarextent. 

The  royal  domains  are  uniformly  the  first  in  this  career  of  ame- 
lioration, and  as  the  sovereign  is,  throughout  all  these  countries,  the 
most  extensive  propiietor  of  land,  this  example  is  exceedingly 
weighty  and  effective.  The  king  of  Prussia  is  affirmed  by  the  Prus- 
sian minister,  Hertzbei^,  to  possess,  in  property,  nearly  one-third 
of  the  land  in  his  dominions  (Dissertat.  ed.  1787,  p.  19$).  In  Swe- 
dish Pomerania,  not  more  than  one  half  of  the  lana  is  said  to  belong 
to  private  persons ;  the  rest  is  possessed  by  the  crown,  and  by  di^ 
ferent  corporations. 

The  condition  of  the  peasants  in  Prussian  Pomerania  has  been 
materially  amended  during  the  reign  of  the  three  last  kings*  In  the 
royal  domains,  villenage  seems  verging  towards  extinction.  On  the 
payment  of  a  verv  moderate  price  in  gradual  instalments,  each  pea- 
sant becomes  a  full  proprietor,  and  the  king  b  stated  to  have  re- 
ceived a  considerable  revenue  in  this  manner.  The  superior  com- 
fort of  the  labourers  is  attested  bv  the  more  rapid  in<H%ase  in  the 
population,  which  has  auemented  by  one-third  auringthe  last  fifty 
years,  and  is  raven  in  1798  at  960,000.  And  their  loftier  positioa 
in  the  scale  of  society  is  shown  by  the  existence  of  a  jury  elected 
from  anurngst  their  own  number,  who  decide  the  differences  vrhich 
take  place  among  them,  assisted  by  the  advice  and  prsodency  of 
the  parochial  clergyman. 

In  Holstein  also,  villenage  has  been  abolished  in  the  royal  do- 
muns,  and  this  example  has  been  fcdlowed  by  many  of  the  noUtity. 
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Ib  1797,  the  proprietora  of  land  came  to  a  general  resolution  that 
the  abolitioa  of  bod  jr-propertj  was  necessary,  and  that  ^tep^  should 
be  taken  for  its  gradual  extinction  during  the  next  twelve  jear^. 
Most  of  the  peasants  there  are  now  upon  a  fixed  rent  for  a  certain 
term  of  years,  and  the  stimulus  and  improvement  which  has  thus 
been  bestowed  upon  agriculture  is  described  as  strikingly  evident, 

G. 
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*<  I  am  convinced,  Yorick,  that  there  is  a  North-west  passage  to  the  intellec* 
toal  worid;  and  that  the  soul  of  man  has  shorter  ways  of  going  to  wor]^  in  fuiv 
nbhing  itself  with  knowledge  an4  instruction»  than  we  genendly  take  with  It,"— 
Trittram  Shandy^ 

I  REMEMBER  having  somewhere  read  of  an  ingenious  person 
who^  being  possessed  of  a  large  library,  employed  it  chiefly  in 
misplacing  particular  voliunes ;  and  when  he  had  perfecdy  for* 
gotten  the  circumstance,  amusing  himself  in  searching  for  the 
auay  books*  Man  is  said  to  be  naturally  a  chase-loving  animal, 
and  I  do  not  see  why  a  book-hunt  may  not  afford  as  much  sport 
as  a  pack  of  fox-hounds.  Certainly  there  are  many  worse  ways 
of  employing  the  goods  of  this  life,  and  of  turning  advantages 
into  curses :  and  as  the  great  majority  of  readers  see  nothing  in 
books  beyond  mere  amusement,  there  is  the  less  to  cavil  at  in  the 
pastime  of  this  worthy  trifler.  If,  however,  we  look  somewhat 
deeper  into  the  subject,  we  shall  find  in  the  best  selected  and 
most  choice  libraries  the  great  majority  of  books  serving  merely 
to  put  those  of  more  value  out  ot  our  heada,  and  preventing  us 
from  laying  our  hands  at  once  upon  the  matter  of  which  we  ^ure 
immiediately  in  want.  Deduction  being  made  of  those  volumes 
which  contain  false  facts,  false  reasonings,  or  false  arrangen^ents 
and  associations  of  ideas,  the  most  extensive  collections  would 
shrink  into  a  very  diminutive  compass;  insomuch,  that  the  more 
a  man  is  learned  the  leas  knowing  he  will  generally  be  found. 
The  mere  book-worm,  burying  his  scanty  mother-wit  beneath  a 
load  of  antiquated  error  and  authoritative  absurdity,  is  therefore 
scarcely  better  occupied  than  the  gentleman  here  quoted ;  and, 
like  him,  employs  his  time  in  losing  books  among  book?,  till,  to 
use  a  proveibial  expression,  he  can  no  longer  see  the  M^ood  for 
trees. 

In  the  earlier  stages  of  civilization  the  great  obstacle  to  edu* 
cation  was  the  want  of  books,  or  rather  the  want  of  ideas  to  be 
registered  in  them.  The  principal  difficulty  in  our  own  time  arises 
from  the  multiplicity  of  our  stores,  which  have  rendered  even 
the  knowledge  of  title-pages  af  species  of  learning,  and  the  catC' 
iogue  raisonnie  of  authors  too  much  for  heads  of  no  ordinary 
capacity. 

In  a  storm  at  sea  the  prudent  navigator  Qings  overboard  his 
Vol.  IL  No.  10.— 1821,  3  P 
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bulkiest  and  least  valuable  commodides ;  and  the  commonest 
builder,  having  completed  his  edifice,  takes  care  to  remove  the 
scalFolding  :  while  in  literature  the  ship  is  suffered  to  sink  be- 
fore a  particle  of  lumber  is  thrown  overboard,  and  the  cords 
and  the  scaffolding,  the  pegs  and  the  ladders  of  knowledge,  are 
esteemed  its  most  ornamental  parts,  and  are  preserved  and  ex- 
hibited, on  all  occasions,  with  a  pride  commensurate  with  its  folly. 

There  are,  however,  very  few  evils  so  extreme  as  to  yield  no 
collateral  advantages.  The  difficulties  and  unwieldiness  of  learn- 
ing possess  many.  But  for  such  artificial  and  adventidous  ob- 
stacles, the  pathway  being  too  plain,  and  the  ascent  too  gende, 
we  should  have  every  common  fellow  climbing  and  grasping  at 
the  forbidden  fruit.  Knowledge  would  no  longer  be  a  distinc- 
tion, and  what  is  worse,  it  would  cease  to  be  a  source  of  power. 
As  diings  are  managed  at  present  we  contrive  to  spend  seven 
years  in  acquiring  the  commonest  trade,  while  the  greater  part 
of  a  long  life  is  scarce  sufficient  to  make  a  man  master  of  the 
learned  professions.  This  is  a  fine  source  of  emoluments  and 
distinctions.  What,  in  the  name  of  fortune,  would  become  of 
the  physician's  fee,  if  Galen  apd  Hippocrates  went  out  of  fashicm ; 
and  if  a  knowledge  of  the  means  by  which  the  ancients  missed 
their  mark^  were  not  as  essendal  as  an  acquaintance  with  die 
simplest  observations  of  fact.  Whkt  would  become  of  the  whole 
tribe  of  lawyers,  if  codes  were  intelligible  ;  or  of  theologians,  if 
creeds  had  no  mystery  ?— why,  they  would  starve.  *'  They 
could  not  dig,  and  to  beg  they  would  be  ashamed.^'  Is  it  not, 
therefore,  a  wise  disposition  of  things,  which  not  only  clothes 
the  naked,  and  feeds  the  hungry,  but  begets  all  sorts  of  luxuries 
and  comforts  for  its  favourites?  Then  again,  it  would  puzzle  a 
Say,  a  Malthus,  and  a  Ricardo,  put  togedier,  to  find  out  an  em- 
ployment for  the  fellows  of  our  colleges,  and  ^^  enable  them  to 
get  rid  of  that  long  disease,  their  life,'^  if  all  that  is  worth  know* 
ing  could  be  obtained  by  a  hop,  skip,  and  a  jump ;  and  nodiing 
remained  in  after-life  but  to  put  our  acquirements  to  practice. 
Lancastrian  schools,  and  **-  short  methods  with  beginners,"  may 
indeed  be  useful  enough  in  giving  the  first  elements  to  the  poor 
who  require  to  be  taught,  as  hobnails  are  counted,  by  the  hun- 
dred ;  but  it  may  very  ss^fely  be  doubted,  whether  any  scheme 
for  rendering  men's  services  to  society  available  at  shorter  pe- 
riods than  formerly  should  be  deemed  advantageous ;  or  whe- 
ther they  are  tiot  to  be  considered  as  having  a  direct  tendency 
to  produce  undue  competition,  and  overstock  the  market. 

The  wisdom  of  our  ancestors  has  prudendy  determined  that 
no  one  shall  be  permitted  to  goveVn  the  affairs  of  the  nation  be- 
fore he  is  by  law  admitted  to  the  management  of  his  own  estate; 
without  this  "  fundamental  feature"  in  the  British  constitution 
it  might  reasonably  be  feared  (so  short  are  the  cuts  to  political 
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knowledge),  that  Eton  and  Harrow  would  assume  the  rems  of 
state ;  that  ^^  fagging^'  would  be  substituted  for  the  slave-trade; 
that  oppositionists  would  be  liable  to  receive  from  ministers  an 
occasional  ^^  good  licking,"  and  high  treason  be  punished  with 
a  ^  toss  in  the  blanket."  It  may  be  questioned  whether  the 
dignity  of  parliament  would  be  consulted  when  a  call  of  the 
House  was  issued  in  the  Etonian  formula  of  ^^  Come  here,  last 
goes ;"  or  if  a  committee  were  censured  for  "shirking"  a  report. 

As  things  are,  however,  the  bad  effects  of  that  precocity,  which 
short  methods  have  introduced,  are  manifested  in  that  great  diffi- 
culty which  parents,  find  in  filling  up  the  years  between  their 
children's  leaving  college  and  die  time  when  it  is  proper  for 
them  to  appear  on  the  stage  of  life.  Formerly  the  first  degree 
was  rarely  obtained  before  one  or  two-and-twenty ;  but  now^ 
when  it  may  be  had  by  seventeen  or  eighteen,  there  are  three  or 
four  years  gained  which  hang  most  miserably  upon  hand.*  For 
it  is  self-evident  diat  a  young  man,  or  boy,  (as  the  case  may  be,) 
having  compieted  his  educcAton^  has  nothing  more  to  learn ;  while, 
on  the  other  hand,  it  would  not  be  safe  to  trust  a  mere  child  be-* 
hind  the  scenes  ^at  the  French  Opera,  or  at  the  Salon  and  Fres- 
cati.  It  really  is  very  hard  to  find  employment  for  a  person  who 
can  perfectly  unravel  the  prosody  of  a  Greek  chorus,  who  has 
a  competent  knowledge  of  divinity,  and  ^^  is  up  to"  a  binomiaL 

The  women,  indeed,  manage  these  matters  much  better.  Years 
of  unremitted  application  are  necessary  for  a  person  without 
taste  or  talent,  to  make  out  the  effect  of  a  drawing  with  a  stump, 
to  put  the  front  view  of  a  square  house  in  the  middle  of  a  sheet 
of  paper,  and  arrange  trees  symmetrically  on  each  side  of  it,  or 
to  pamt  eyery  leaf  conspicuous  in  a  bunch  of  roses  as  stiff  and 
unnatural  as  a  dandy's  waist.  The  piano-fbrte,  likewise,  is 
never  perfectly  mastered :— -four  hours  a-day,  through  a  long 
life,  win  not  attain  perfection. 

In  die  present  age,  in  which  the  plague  has  gone  totally  out  of 
fashion,  and  especially  now  that  Europe  is  too  poor  to  go  to  war, 
the  danger  of  competition  is  hourly  increasing;  and  the  disco- 
very of  short  methods,  by  bringing  genius  too  soon  into  the 
field,  will  soon  be  felt,  like  steam-engines,  to  be  an  intolerable 
evil.  Under  such  circumstances  there  will  be  no  alternative  left; 
but,  on  the  one  hand,  either  to  drown  the  superfluous  children 

*  The  Editor  ia  but  too  happy  to  receive  lively  axticleB  like  the  present,  i& 
which  he  mav  nevertheless  find  a  |;reat  many  opinions  to  which  he  does  not 
subscribe,  and  statements  which  he  unaginesto  be  inaccurate.  He  fully  believes 
this  satire  on  the  too  short  education  of  the  modem  youth  of  Eng'land  at  the 
Universities  to  be  totally  unfounded.  In  the  days  of  Henry  the  VIDth  and 
Elizabeth,  a  young  English  gentleman  was  supposed  to  have  finished  his  edu- 
cation at  seventeen.  At  present^  hoys  go  to  Eton  at  the  age  of  eight,  and  re- 
main till  ^ey  axe  seventeen  or  eighteen,  and  who  does  not  know  that  a  degree 
with  honour  at  our  XJniverdtics  is  never  obtained  at  a  vcr^  early  age  by  tbe 
most  promising  geniuses. 


Ivith  the  Chinese,  or,  as  Swift  proposed  to  the  IHsh,  to  t«( 
them ;  or  on  the  other,  to  revive,  in  its  fullest  extent,  the  wbdom 
of  our  ancestors,  and  to  recover  those  valuable  methods  prac« 
tised  in  antiquit)^  by  which  few  persons  could  get  bread  while 
they  hada-tooth  left  to  eat  it.  Now,  althou^  eating  children 
might  be  deemed  a  pleasant  accession  to  the  cuisine  Angioise^ 
there  are  many  reasons  for  supposing  that  the  practice  could 
not  easily  be  brought  into  fashion ;  and  the  British  legislature 
have  evinced  too  strong  an  objection  to  reforming  the  criminal 
code,  in  the  mattekr  of  capital  punishments,  to  hope  for  the  abo* 
Htion  of  existing  laws  against  infanticide.  Nc^ing  remains, 
therefore,  but  to  take  the  bull  by  the  horns,  and  endeavour  fidriy 
and  honesdy  to  reduce  our  systems  to  a  necessary  pitch  of  dif* 
fictilty  and  of  labour. 

For  diis  purpose  a  short  Act  of  Parliament  might  be  intro* 
duoed  early  in  the  approaching  sessions,  or  pinned  as  a  rider  te 
ijfkt  Mutiny  Act,  first-^ 

lb  abolish  printing,  and  to  return  to  the  use  of  mamiscripts, 
which,  besides  the  increased  value  it  would  give  to  our  rare  coU 
lectionft,  would  have  the  contingent  advantage  of  setding  aH 
disputes  concerning  the  liberty  of  the  press. 

3d.  To  render  the  use  of  die  Arabic  cipher  unlawftil  after 
the  1st  of  January,  1822,  and  to  introduce  the  abacus  and  the 
Roman  numerals  into  ail  counting-houses;  the  woods  and 
forest  department  being  engaged  to  furnish  the  Bank  and  the 
Treasury  with  the  requisite  tons  of  homegrown  dmber  for  the 
construction  of  tallies.  This  project  would  meet  with  general 
approbation  in  the  House,  since  it  would  prevent  country  gen« 
llemen  from  abusing  its  patience  with  discussions  on  the  details 
of  finance,  which  the  present  clearness  of  the  public  accounts 
places  within  the  reach  of  every  foolish  orator* 

3d.  To  abolish  the  use  of  all  sorts  of  machinery,  to  sufasfitute 
the  axe  for  the  saw,  and  compel  men  to  eat  their  meat  widi  their 
fingers. 

4th.  To  reform  the  mail  coaches,  and  diligently  to  bring  back 
the  roads  over  all  the  hills,  and  through  all  the  cn-cuitous  tracks 
they  have  within  the  last  century  abandoned. 

5th.  To  direct  that  all  public  reports  be  drawn  up  in  syllogism, 
and  all  propositions  defended  it  priori. 

6th.  To  take  away  the  privilege  of  franking  from  all  letters 
addressed  without  the  full  complementof  ^^Righte  Worshipfuls" 
and  "  My  very  highly  esteemeds." 

7th.  To  direct  that  no  degrees  be  given  in  our  Universities, 
and  no  persons  permitted  to  practise  the  learned  professions 
without  reiterated  examinations,  to  prove  that  they  »re  deeply 
versed  in  the  abstmsest  futilities. 

8th.  To  confer  premiums  upon  commentators  and  homny 
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writers,  and  to  stamp  medab  for  the  encoumgement  of  veibal 
criticism. 

A  vast  many  additional  enactments  would  naturally  suggest 
diemselves  to  those  entrusted,  with  framing  the  bill,  upon  which 
it  is  unnecessary  now  to  enlarge.  I  shall  therefore  content  my- 
self with  appealing  to  yourself,  Mr.  Editor,  whether  I  am  not  in 
the  right,  and  my  friend  Tom  totally  mistaken  in  his  views  of 
this  subject.  Certain  I  am,  that  if  Tom's  argument  be  worth 
a  farthing,  you  and  I  are  not  always  great  benefactors  to  the 
community  by  our  monthly  contributions  to  the  overgrown 
mass.  But  what  can  we  do  ?  The  public  will  have  Magazines, 
and  that's  their  own  afiair.  So  farewell  till  next  month.  Your 
constant  correspondent,  M. 

FRENCH  AND  ENGLISH  TSAGBOY.— NFO.  III» 

Thsre  18  an  interval  of  aboat  thirty  years  between  Gamier  and 
Hardy,  and  this  period  was  by  no  means  unprolific  of  dramatists. 
Bat  it  would  be  waste  of  time  to  notice  productions  now  wholly  dis* 
regarded  or  unknown,  and  remarkable  only  for  their  rapidly  in- 
creasing divergence  from  the  classic  path  into  a  style  and  manner 
since  known  by  the  opposition  title  or  the  moiiANTto. 

The  precise  period  of  Hardy^i  appearance  is  not  determined,— 
it  was  some  time  between  1590  and  1600.  He  soon  outstripped  all 
competition  and  was  regarded  as  a  prodigy.  It  was  most  natural 
-—for  he  produced  eieht  hundred  pieces,  and  wrote  a  play  in  three 
days !  Of  this  formidable  array,  but  forty  have  been  rescued  from 
destruction— and  not  one  from  oblivion.  Those  that  remain,  are, 
for  the  most  part,  tragi-comedies — a  deformed  mass  of  horror  and 
licentiousness,  His  tragic  style  is  mean,  and  his  thoughts  mea^e, 
scarcely  ever  reaching  the  eloquence  of  traeedy.  His  principal 
work,  is  the  Greek  romance  of  Theagenes  and  VkaricUa^  dramatised 
into  ei^t  consecutive  plar s  or  parts,  which,  like  tiie  Spaniards,  he 
denominated  "  Days."  With  a  carious  natveti  he  entitles  the  in- 
decent perils  and  coarse  trials  to  which  he  subjects  the  faith  and 
chastitr  of  his  heroine,  '*  Les  ehastes  et  Icymks  mnours  de  llteageM 
tt  de  Vhariclee^^^  after  the  original  romance.  He  has  left  a  tragedy, 
entitled,  **  Seedaae,  ou  VhospitaUte  vioUe,^*  which  exceeds  in  horror 
the  disgustful  atrocities  of  TUus  Jindronicus.  The  story  is  in  Plu- 
tarch's life  of  Pelopidas.  Two  young  Spartans,  whilst  enjoying 
hospitality  in  the  house  of  an  inhabitant  of  Leuctra,  fired  with  a 
brutal  passion,  vblate  and  murder  the  two  virgin  daughters  of  their 
host.  The  outrage  commences  on  the  stage,  and  is  completed  be- 
hind the  scenes,  whence  the  cries  of  the  women  continue  to  be  heard 
by  the  aadience.  In  a  subsequent  scene  the  wretched  victims  ap- 
pear on  the  stage,  ntterin^  against  the  two  ruffians  furious  curses 
and  menaces,  and  the  emiants,  to  escape  present  annoyance  and 
foture  vengeance,  cut  tne  thrsats  of  the  two  paramours,  and  throw 
ihe  iKMiies  mto  a  pit,  bdbre  the  eyes  of  the  audience !    There  is  a 
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tragic  comedy  by  him.  entitled  Cornelia^  and  founded  on  the  same 
novel  of  Cervantes,  which  furnished  the  subject  of  Fletcher's  virell- 
koown  comedy  of  the  Chances^  recently  brought  out  as  an  opera  at 
Covent  Garden.  The  plot  in  both  plays  is  nearly  the  same;  and 
though  Fletcher's  be  passably  licentious,  Hardy  is  as  far  beyond  him 
in  obscenity  as  he  is  beneath  him  in  talent  The  heroine  is  seen  in 
bed,  holding  dialogue  with  the  two  cavaliers,  and  a  courtesan  is 
discovered  in  Jlagrante  delicto  with  a  page.    The  language  is  in 

Serfect  unison  wim  tlie  situations.  It  would  be  uninteresting,  in- 
eed  revolting,  to  notice  these  wretched  productions  in  detail. 
Many  of  them,  founded  on  Spanish  and  Italian  novels,  are  the  same 
in  plot  as  some  plays  of  Shakspeare  and  Fletcher,  with  a  further  and 
surcharged  resemblance  in  the  conduct,  wherever  the  scenes  of  tbe 
two  English  poets  are  most  vicious  in  poetical  and  moral  taste. 

The  fecundity  of  Hardy  (says  Fontenelle),  his  plays  once  looked 
into,  ceases  to  be  a  wonder.  It  is  easily  accounted  for  by  his  manner 
of  choosing  and  treating  his  subjects.  His  process  was  simpl  j  this : — 
He  laid  violent  hands  upon  a  life  of  Plutarch,  a  chronicle,  or  a  ro- 
mance, and  mangled  ana  tortured  it  into  a  drama*  To  the  style  of 
his  verses,  or  structure  of  his  scenes,  he  gave  no  thought.  Consistency 
of  character,  and  decorum  or  propriety  of  manners,  were  outraged  by 
him.  His  princes  and  heroes  commune  familiarly  with  bufToons  and 
clowns ;  the  former  debasing  themselves  to  the  lan^age  and  manners 
of  the  latter.  The  probabilities,  or  rather  possibilities,  of  time  and 
|>lace  he  spurned,  with  a  magnanimous  contempt  of  Aristotle's  **  Poe- 
tick."  A  personage  of  his  becomes  older  by  forty  years  during  the 
representation  of  %e  play,  and  a  mane's  beard  whitens  with  age  in 
tlie  interval  between  two  acts.  The  death  of  Achilles  in  the  Temple 
of  Apollo,  or  of  a  malefactor  on  the  scaffold  or  the  wheel,  were  to 
him  alike  tra^dy.  The  grossest  obscenities  passed  upon  the  stage. 
A  courtesan  in  bed  converses  with  her  lover  in  such  language  as  to 
support  her  character  to  the  utmost  limits  of  reality.  A  woman 
sufiers  the  last  outrage  of  ^e  brutality  of  the  passions  almost  be- 
fore the  audience.  His  favourite  damsels,  in  their  presence,  under 
the  very  eye  of  a  parent,  are  by  the  privileged  loquacity  of  a  nurse, 
or  a  clown,  made  the  subjects  of  nauseous  pleasantries  fit  only  for 
the  stews.  His  chaste  and  gentle,  but  suspected  wives  are  reviled, 
bestrumpeted,  and  beaten  on  the  sta^e,  ana  the  jealous  husband,  in 
the  savageness  of  mere  animal  passion,  descants  upon  the  circum- 
stances which  feed  his  jealousy,  in  language  destitute  of  the  slightest 
covering  of  human  shame. 

Such  IS,  in  substance,  the  character  of  Hardy,  as  given  by  Fon- 
tenelle, and  some  other  French  writers  of  inferior  note.  It  is  im- 
possible not  to  feel  that  some  portion  of  these  strictures  miffht  bear 
obliquely  upon  the  English  dramatists  of  the  same  period.  The 
vices  of  both  were  analogous,  because  they  sprang  from  the  same 
cause*— the  rudeness  of  the  age  in  whicii  they  liyed.  This  is  a  deli- 
cate topic,  and  requires  some  explanation. 

The  age  of  Elizabeth  is  looked  upon  by  many,  and  perhaps  net 
without  reasonj  as  the  Augustan  age  of  Bnglisn  litemtore.    How 
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then  can  it  be  called  rude?  In  this»  as  in  so  many  other  subjects 
of  controversy,  all  depends  upon  rightly  distinguishing.  It  is  true 
there  was  in  that  age  a  splendid,  perhaps  unrivalled,  aristocracy  of 
talent  and  learning ;  but  the  productions  of  this  aristocracy  in  phi-  ' 
losophy  and  poetry  circulated  only  within  its  own  limits.  The 
great  mass  of  the  people,  in  their  rude  ignorance,  knew  nothing  of 
the  firmament  of  literature  above  their  heads,  and  of  course  impart- 
ed to  it  no  touch  of  their  own  barbarism.  Accordingly,  the  writers 
of  that  period,  who  wrote  only  to  be  read,  have  the  nobleness  of 
genius,  with  no  trait  of  an  early  a^  but  its  simplicity.  But  sup* 
pose  the  same  persons  writing  for  the  stage,  that  is,  for  an  untauent 
populace  beneath  them, — they  must  have  accommodated  and  de- 
based themselves  to  the  coarseness  of  its  appetite,  and  the  clumsi** 
Bess  of  its  perceptions ; — they  must  have  allied  the  native  nobleness 
of  their  genius,  no  longer  wTth  the  simplicity  of  an  early  a^,  but 
with  the  iffnorance  and  extravagance,  the  moral  and  intellectual 
impurity  of  ta^te,  of  an  uncivilized  people. 

Is  not  this  strikingly  seen  in  our  early  dramatists ;  and,  above 
all,  in  Shakspeare — ^he  who,  in  his  unbounded  and  irresular  flight, 
rose  higher  and  descended  lower  than  any  other?  His  prede- 
cessors, contemporaries,  and  immediate  successors,  were  compa- 
ratively improved  in  taste,  and  inspirejl  with  ambition,  by  an  aca* 
domical  education,  and  an  acquaintance  with  the  ancient^.  But 
Shakspeare  was  unambitious,  even  to  an  apparent  unconsciousness 
of  his  own  power.  His  fatal  carelessness,  not  only  of  correcting, 
but  of  preserving  his  plays,  and  his  abandonment  of  dramatic  writ- 
ing whilst  his  intellect  had  scarcely  past  its  maturity,  are  strong 
grounds  for  presuming  that  he  laboured  only  for  immediate  lucre 
and  indepenaence.  Ignorant  of  the  divinity  within  him,  and  in  so 
many  of  his  compositions,  with  all  their  vices  and  weaknesses,— 
unacquainted  with  the  great  poetic  intelligences  of  other  times,  the 
measuring  himself  with  whom  might  have  awakened  in  him  a  higher 
ambition  and  better  taste,— -he  was  actuated  only  by  the  ienohle 
sentiment  of  worldly  prudence  (a  quality  eminently  his),  ana,  hav- 
ing made  his  fortune,  ne passed  the  last  years  of  his  life  in  affluent 
and  idle  retirement.  ^  ere  his  spirit  to  revisit  this  mortal  scene, 
perhaps  his  greatest  surprise  would  be  the  discovery  of  his  own 
glorjd — Perhaps  also  he  would  disavow  with  shame  that  class  of 
admirers,  which  confounds  with  his  genius  those  turpitudes  of  taste 
in  which  he  sacrificed  his  better  judgment  to  a  rude  and  rabble  au- 
dience,-*which  affects  to  find  matter  for  delight  in  him,  wliere  all 
others  find  matter  for  disgust,  with  a  strangeness  of  propensity,  not 
unlike  that  of  the  lover  in  the  Roman  poet,  who  was  fiiscinated  by 
the  polypus  in  his  mistress's  nose. 

Tne  passage  is  illustrative,  and  may  as  well  be  quoted : 

<*  Torpia  decipitmt  cxcum  vitia,  aut  etiam  ipsa  hsec 
Delectant;  vchitil^biniim  polypus  Hagns.  Hob. 

To  carry  the  supposition  a  little  farther,  his  spirit  hovering  over 
the  pit  of  eiiher  of  our  great  theatres  would  be  strangely  moved,  on 
beholding  many  a  stout  amateur  of  the  **  ghaksperian''  lustily  ap- 
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« 
plaudioe  "  oor  unrivalled  bard"  in  the  mediocritj  of  Thoiuoii  and 
the  trash  of  Gibber  and  Tate.  The  truth  is,  that  some  of  the  coon* 
trymen  of  Shakspeare,  in  the  eagerness  of  their  enthasiaam  to  do 
'  him  justice  against  the  depreciation  of  foreigners,  not  onlj  adore 
what  is  divine,  but  have  deified  what  is  beastl  j,  and  with  E^grptian 
blindness,  worship  him  in  tlie  verj  grossness  and  garbage  of  hia 
stall. 

The  other  great  dramatists  of  the  Shaksperian  a^  and  achooU 
come  within  uie  ran^  of  these  observations.  Like  tum  they  bowed 
themselves  to  their  time.  Had  heaven  reserved  the  apparition  of 
these  mighty  spirits  to  the  age  of  Anne,  we  tiien  might  boast  not 
only  our  pre-eminence  of  dramatic  genius,  but  also  of  superior  mo- 
dels in  the  art.  It  would  seem  as  if  capricious  nature  had  observed 
amongst  us  an  inverted  order  of  production  in  the  birth  of  dramatic 
poets.  In  Greece  Thespis  was  followed  bj  ^schylus,  who  in  his 
tarn  made  way  for  Sophocles  and  Euripides.  In  France  Hardy 
was  succeeded  by  Comeille,  Racine,  Voltaire,-— the  successors  in 
each  case,  joining  superiority  of  talent  ¥rith  liie  advanta^s  of  an 
age  advanced  in  all  the  arts  and  elegancies  of  eirilized  life.  Had 
Sopliocles  and  Euripides  been  contemporary  with  Thespis,  or  even 
with  ^schylus,  the  world  had  wanted  the  (Edipus  and  Pkminu 
So  it  unfortunately  has  fallen  out  in  England*  Our  ^flSschyiuses, 
Sophocleses,.  and  HEuripideses,  were  born  at  the  same  inauspictoai 
period ;  and  they  have  transmitted  to  us  the  monuments  of  thrir 
talents,  tamisheu  and  deformed  with  the  barbarism  of  the  time. 
Ben  Jonson  alone  seems  to  have  been  devoted  to  the  clasaic  mo* 
dels.  He  corrected  the  wild  extravagance  of  fable  which  then  pre- 
vailed ;  and  if  he  was  still  carried  away  by  the  ruling  taate  for 
tra^-comedy,  or  tn^edy  with  rabble  scenes,  he  has  not  fallen  into 
ridiculous  anachronisms  and  absurdities,  by  representing  the  clowns 
and  mechanics  of  his  native  country,  uttering  homebr^  jesta,  and 
domestic  familiarities  of  phrase  under  foreign  names  and  exotic 
characters.  But  Jonson's  genius  inclined  too  decisively  to  comedy ; 
and  thoueh  the  taste,  judgment,  and  talent  dfa  scholar  and  a  poet 
are  manifest  in  his  Catiline  and  Sejanns,  they  are  still  defunent  io 
dramatic  power.  Too  sedulous  of  imitating  the  splendid  prose  of 
the  Roman  orators  and  historians,  he  looked  chiefly  to  versifying 
them  with  correctness  and  force,  but  did  not  infuse  into  lus  imita- 
tions tlie  soul  aitfd  passion  of  tn^edy. 

The  perfection  of  tragedy,  as  Voltaire  directly,  and  Dryden  indi- 
rectly, observe,  "  is  the  chef  d^tmtpre  of  society,"  and  couM  not 
have  had  existence  in  the  age  of  Jonson  and  Bhakspeane.  A  perfect 
tragedy,  discovering  the  eenius  of  the  poet  and  the  perfection  of  the 
art,  can  be  produced  only  in  a  highly-refined  state  of  maiuiers. 
This  is  not  peculiar  to  the  drama,  but  applies  g^erally  to  poetic 
literature.  The  character,  spirit,  and  supremacy,  of  the  classic 
models  may  be  reached  in  a  nation's  youth  by  some  happy  intelli- 
^nce,  transcendantly  endowed  beyond  the  present  and  future 
time,  but  are  felt  and  appreciated  only  in  a  culuvatedage.  Mil  tout 
the  only  (me,  modern  or  even  aaciejKt»  (Virgil  scarcely  excepted) 
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who  took  up  the  classic  trumpet,  and  blew  into  it  a  blast  worthy  of 
Homer,  was  unknown  until  tne  age  of  Anne.  In  fact,  the  multi- 
tude of  a  semi-civilized  eeneratioh,  and  the  populace  of  imbecile 
minds  in  a  more  advanced  and  refined  one,  are  the  devoted  and 
proper  amateurs  of  what  is  called  the  romantic*  It  does  not  come 
within  the  present  purpose  to  illustrate  the  latter  part  of  this  posi<» 
tion  by  reference  to  some  living  reputations ;  the  success  of  Hardy 
is  a  sufficient  illustration. 

It  would  seem  extraordinary  on  the  first  view,  that  Hardy's  me- 
diocre trash  should  supersede  even  such  pieces  as  those  from  which 
some  extracts  have  been  given  in  previous  Numbers.  But  nothing 
is  more  easily  accounted  for.  When  the  earlier  pieces  were  pro* 
duced,  no  public  stage  existed ;  they  were  represented  in  colleges 
and  in  the  mansions  of  the  great,  and  the  actors  and  auditors  were 
persons  of  rank  or  education,  competent  to  judge  of  good  writing. 
But  in  the  time  of  Hardy,  and  chiefly  by  his  means,  tiie  stage  be* 


came  a  popular  entertainment — the  multitude  became  the  arbiters 
of  the  theatre — and  Hardy  was,  naturally  enough,  exalted  and  foU 
lowed.  His  reputation  even  survived  him,  cherished  by  the  popular 
taste ;  and  not  only  kept  possession  of  the  stage,  in  spite  of  Theo^ 
fhile,  Mairetf  and  du  Ryer,  but  contested  it  for  a  moment  with  the 
mfiint  genius  of  Comeifle.  It  is  amusing  and  curious  to  compare 
the  Unguase  used  by  the  partisans  of  Hardy  at  that  day,  with  that 
of  the  modem  admirers  of  Germanism.  *<  Hardy  (said  tiiey)  drew 
Irom  Nature  and  his  own  genius.  He  knew  the  dramatic  rules, 
but  he  was  above  them,  and  despised  them."  His  extravagances 
of  incident  and  adventure,  his  grovelline  and  fantastic  use  of  mon- 
strocities  and  superstitions,  were  callea  the  creations  of  a  bound- 
less fancy.  If  his  princes  and  heroes  descended  to  the  sentiments 
and  language  of  mechanics  and  clowns,  it  was  said,  the  great  master 
of  the  human  heart  had  taken  care  that  his  princes  and  heroes  should 
be  mei^  His  impurity  and  coarseness  of  manners  and  phrase,  were 
called  "  honest  nature,^'  and  his  vices  generally,  when  too  bad  foi* 
palliation,  were  treated  as  peccadilloes. 

Such  was  the  condition  of  the  French  drama  on  the  appearance  of 
the  great  Corneille,  who  united  in  himself,  to  a  degree  rarely  shown 
in  the  history  of  mind,  the  capacities  of  genius  and  judgment,  to 
create,  exalt,  establish,  and  adorn  the  tragic  art.  He  was  one  of 
those  rare  spirits  that  appear  singly  in  an  age,  to  determine  the  po- 
etic glory  ot  a  nation.  It  is  a  strong  propfof  the  tyranny  of  false 
taste,  that  even  Corneille  himself,  in  his  first  pieces,  was  carried 
away  by  the  prevailing  character  of  the  time ;  and  if  he  had  been 
born  some  forty  years  earlier,  or  if  Hardy  possessed  a  tenth  part  of 
Shakspeare's  genius,  it  is  probable  Corneille  would  not  have  tried, 
or  would  have  failed  in  the  attempt,  to  depose  the  romantic  drama, 
and  enthrone  classic  tragedy  in  France. 

There  are  few  events  more  flattering  to  the  prides-more  illus- 
trative of  the  supremacy  of  mere  intellect,  than  the  rise  of  Corneille. 
His  genius  had  to  burst  through  a  twofold  bondage ;  first,  the  vicious 
authority  of  the  preceding  age,  and  the  bad  taste  of  his  own ;  nexl, 
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the  yoke  imposed  on  him  bj  the  Cardinal  Richelieu.  That  despotic, 
tasteless  priest  was  the  same  rapacious  exclusionist  of  literary  fkme 
to  which^nis  claims  were  ridiculous,  as  of  political  power,  which  was 
his  proper  element.  He  had  yoked  to  his  car  four  pettv  wits,  who 
wrote  bad  plays  at  his  dictation,  of  which  they  receive(f  the  profits 
and  he  the  praise-— an  arrangement  of  which  so  far  there  was  no 
reason  to  complain.  With  these  he  yoked  in  the  unequal  genius  of 
Corneiile.  But  the  poet  soon  recalcitrated,  and  broke  loose  from 
the  patron -minister,  retired  to  his  native  province,  and  there  gave 
himself  to  the  study  of  history  and  human  nature,  and  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  freedom.  He  now  made  himself  acquainted  with  those 
principles  of  n-andeur,  beauty,  propriety,  and  consistency,  which 
the  acumen  of  the  Greeks  collected  and  generalized  from  theim* 
mortal  works  of  Homer  and  Sophocles.  He  communed  particularly 
with  ancient  Rome,  through  her  poets,  orators,  and  historians,  until 
his  memory  and  imagination  became  impressed  and  imbued  with 
the  stature,  physiognomy,  and  soul  of  Roman  character.  He  en- 
riched his  mind  with  the  knowledge  of  the  Spanish  drama,  and  of 
the  chivalrous  age.  And  he  produced  that  ditf'd*(BUvre  of  genuine 
romantic  tragedy,  in  which  chivalrous  exaltation  and  •*  the  point  of 
honour"  are  blended  with  the  severer  lieauties  of  die  classic  models, 
and  a  daughter's  vengeance,  placed  in  the  finest  dramatic  conflict 
with  a  woman's  love.  *•  Richelieu,"  says  Fontenelle,  "  was  filled 
with  alarm,  as  if  the  Spaniards  were  in  possession  of  a  suburb  of 
Paris."  But  he  decried  and  caballed  in  vain.  France  was  now 
too  enlightened  ;-»the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  was  just  begun.  Beau 
comme  U  Cid  became  a  common  phrase,  even  in  the  provinces,  and 
the  poet  soon  had  in  his  library  a  translation  of  his  work  into  every 
language  of  Europe,  except  the  Sclavonic.  As  these  remarks  hasten 
to  a  close,  his  tragedies  can  scarcely  be  danced  at.  Ail  Ms  chefs- 
tPceuvre  have  been  translated  into  English,  but  so  wretchedly,  that, 
with  one  exception,  they  have  fallen  into  utter  oblivion.  Cfibber's 
Ximene,  from  the  Cid,  is  not  an  exception.  Whitehead's  Soman 
Father,  has  a  precarious  hold  of  the  theatre.  It  would  take  a  volume 
to  point  out  the  instances  of  perverse  incapacity  with  which  this 
play  is  taken  from  the  Horace  of  Corneiile.  Two  examples  will 
suffice.  In  the  original  the  honest  fury  of  the  sister  seeing  in  her 
brother  only  the  slayer  of  her  lover,  clothed  in  his  bloody  spoils, 
provokes  his  fatal  indignation.  In  the  translation,  she  provokes 
ner  fate  by  a  sentimental  artifice,  alike  disavowed  by  the  rude  sim> 
plicity  of  infant  Rome,  true  passion,  and  historic  truth.  Most 
readers  of  poetry  know  the  curse  of  Camilta.  This  masterly  and 
eloquent  climax  of  tragic  terror  is  broken  in  pieces  by  Whitehead, 
and  but  a  poor  fragment  or  two  preserved.  Corneiile  has,  like  other 
great  poets,  great  blemishes.  He  is  sometimes  complicated,  decia* 
matory,  and  tiresome.  He  introduces  subordinate  intrigues,  and 
personages  that  are  not  only  useless  but  insipid ;  but  his  sins  are 
the  more  pardonable,  that  they  are  really  infrequent  Without  in- 
stituting any  comparison  between  him  and  the  Shaksperian  drama- 
tists, it  may  be  said  that,  like  them'— like  **  the  master  him^elf,'^— 
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he  had  a  vadt  intellect,  varied  iaveation,  and  ^reat  force  of  touch. 
What  compass,  power,  and  diversity  of  dramatie  interest,  character, 
and  situation,  in  the  Cid,  Horace,  Rodogune,  Cinna^  Polyeuete, 
HeracUus  I  With  Dryden,  perhaps,  he  may  be  more  appropriately 
compared.  Both  were  profound  and  learned  critics  of  dramatic 
composition.  Both  had  that  precious  secret  which,  Voltaire  says, 
is  seldom  possessed  b^  above  two  or  three  people  in  a  century-H>f 
beine  trulv  eloquent  in  verse.  But  without  in  the  least  detract- 
ing from  tne  homage  due  to  the  illustrious  English  poet,  or  indeed 
giving  any  opinion  of  his  genius,  which  is  peculiarly  uncalled  for 
at  this  day,  it  may  be  said  that  the  Frenchman,  as  a  iranuUist,  pro- 
ceeded upon  more  steady  principles;  and  although  sometimes 
tureid  and  tedious,  with  a  greater  severity  and  purity  of  taste. 
Both  wrote  valuable  essays  upon  the  dramatic  art,  in  prose— 4ind 
here  it  is  gratifying  to  vindicate  for  Dryden  a  decided  superiority 
in  wit  and  style. 

But  little  need  be  said  of  Riu^ine.  He  is.a  true  poet,  and  the  most 
enchanting  of  versifiers.  It  is  upon  his  merits,  however,  that  the 
French  and  foreigners  most  widely  differ.  The  reason  is  obvious  ; 
his  fascination  chiefly  lies  in  his  style,  which  a  foreign  ear  can  scarce* 
ly  appreciate,  and  no  translator  can  approach.  In  sentiment,  too,  he 
is  peculiarly  French.  The  widow  ot  Hector,  speaking  of  her  child, 
says, 

'' Je  ne  I'ai  point  encore  embrass^  d'aajourd'hui." 

This  verse  is  regarded  by  some  foreigners  as  a  feeble  common-place, 
and  is  translated  as  such  by  Phillips,  in  The  Distressed  Mather; 
but  to  the  French  it  brings  the  sentiment  and  the  image  of  the 
Jiother^s  Morning  Mss  to  her  Child  s—one  of  the  most  sacred  and 
endearing  of  domestic  tendernesses  to  a  French  woman.  Phillips's 
Distressed  Mother  is  a  most  slanderous  translation.  The  sweet 
notes  of  tender  sentiment,  the  frequent  strokes  of  vigour  and  subli- 
niit^»  the  poetic  and  elegant,  yet  simple  colour  of  the  style  of  the 
ori^al,  are  egregiously  missed  by  him  in  every  scene.    That  ex- 

3ttisiteljirwrought  scene,  in  which  Hermione  upbraids  the  faithless 
^hurrhus  in  a  tone  of  cutting  irony  and  insulted  pride,  sometimes 
vielding  for  an  instant  to  the  resistless  frankness  of  impassioned 
.  love,  becomes  in  the  English  play  an  unanimated  lumber  of  mer« 
words.  Let  the  reader  but  refer  to  the  text,  and  compare  this  single 
short  scene,  and  form  his  judgment    Racine's  Hermione  (to  give  a 
few  instances  in  which  the  very  meaning  is  mistaken)  says, 
**  Jene  fai  point  mm(,  cmelf—^at-Je  done  fait  ? 
I^uUips's    «  Have  I  not  loved  you  then,  pcrfidiouB  man  ?" 
Racine.       •*  Je  ftdmcdo  ineonotanP—qt^aurw-iefaitJideU** 
PhillipB.      **  I  loved  yon  when  inconstant,  and  even  now. 

Inhuman  King,''  &c. 
Radne.        **  Votunerepondez  point  ^-^^parfidefjelevoi 

Tu  eompteo  le$  moment  que  tu  perdt  avec  moi — 
Ton  ceeur  impatient  de  rewdr  ta  Troyenne,"  &c. 
PhiUips.     ^  See  if  the  barbarous  prince  voudisafes  an  answci*, 

Go  then  to  the  loved  Phrygian,**  &c. 
These  few  examples  sufliice  without  farther  comment 
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Bacine  invented  nothing ;  he  even  narrowed  the  sphere*  and  fet* 
tered  the  freedonii  of  the  drama ;  but  he  embelliahed  to  the  very 
perfection  of  art. 

Crebillon  brought  upon  the  stage  the  memorable  horrors  of  the 
tragic  family  of  Atreus,  and  somewhat  checked  the  taste  difiEiised 
by  the  fascinating  eflfeminacy  of  Racine ;  but  his  traits  of  terror  were 
too  unsoftened  to  sway  die  public  taste,  and  his  capacity  not  suffi- 
ciently creative  or  comprehensive  to  emancipate  and  enlarge  the 
domain  of  the  drama. 

This  was  reserved  for  Voltaire,  that  extraordinary  and  undefina- 
ble  intelligence,  whose  impress  remains  upon  the  age  in  which  he 
lived,  and  who  has  left  behind  so  many  imperishable  monuments  of 
elory  and  of  shame.  Voltaire  opened  to  rrench  tragedy  the  vast 
nelci  of  modern  history,  substituted  picturesque  and  powerful  ac- 
tion for  narration,  rejected  subordinate  and  insipid  love  intrigues, 
and  trained  the  senses  of  the  French  to  situations  of  force— to  ter- 
rific pictures— to  the  accessories  of  theatric  illusion — ^to  the  sight 
of  blood :  in  other  words,  he  infused  into  the  drama  of  his  countiya 
portion  of  the  soul  of  English  tragedy,  which  he  had  seized  by  per- 
sonal observation  of  our  stage,  during  his  well-known  visit  to'this 
country,  but  particularly  by  the  study  of  Shakspeare.  He  beheld 
the  apparition  in  Hamlet,  and  he  transferred  that  unrivaUed  scene 
of  preternatural  terror  to  the  French  stage,  in  his  "  Semiramis." 
He  there  introduces  the  ghost  of  the  murdered  king  for  the  purpose 
of  preventing  the  horror  of  an  unconsciously  incestuous  mamage, 
between  the  mariticidal  mother  and  her  own  and  her  husband's  son. 
He  saw  Macbeth  come  out  of  the  King's  chamber — ^the  tale  of 
Jhincan's  murder  told  by  the  reeking  dagger  in  his  bloody  grasp; 
and  he  copied  this  fearful  picture  where  JNinias  comes  out  of  tne 
tomb,  his  hands  reekins  with  the  blood  of  his  parent  He  adopted 
the  force  and  pathos  of  our  catastrophes  in  the  deaths  of  *Oros- 
mane,'  <  Tancrede,'  <  Zamore.'  It  would  be  waste  of  time  to  allude 
to  the  wretched  copies  of  his  plays  made  by  the  Hills,  Millers,  and 
Murphys  of  the  last  ase.  The  "  Zaire"  alone,  compared  with  the 
'<  Zara"  of  Hill,  furnishes  numberless  examples  not  only  of  original 
beauties,  but  of  some  which  the  French  poet  took  from  *<Othello»" 
overlooked  or  disfigured,  with  ludicrous  stupidity,  by  the  translator. 
Perhaps  French  tragedy,  in  order  to  be  fully  appreciated  by  foreign-  . 
ers,  should  be  seen  acted.  Voltaire  could  not  have  seized  the  spirit 
and  character  of  our  drama,  if  he  had  not  witnessed  its  representa- 
tion. Voltaire,  and  particularly  Racine,  should  be  studied  by  an 
Englishman  with  the  magic  commentary  of  Duchesnois  and  Talma 
on  the  stage.  He  will  there  perceive  touches  of  poetic  art  and  in- 
spiration, which  escaped  him  in  the  closet  He  will  learn  that  nar- 
ration may  derive  all  the  force  and  vividness  of  action  from  die 
depictive  art  and  power  with  which  it  is  written  and  recited :  a  look, 
a  tone,  a  word,  a  position,  or  slight  motion  of  the  hand  from  Talma, — 
and  we  behold,  in  imagination,  CEdipus  widi  the  blood  of  Laiua 
dropping  from  his  fingers.  Our  dread  of  long  speeches  would  also 
be  somewhat  diminished.  The  narrative  by  Philoctetes  of  his 
wrongs  and  sufferings  is  one  of  the  longest,  but  Talma  declaims  it 
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in  a  tone  of  Sophoclean  pathoa— so  varies  and  relieves  it  by  mute, 
b«t  eloquent  pauses  of  physical  exhaustion-^y  changes  of  position, 
reciting  one  part  standing — another,  seated  on  a  fragment  of  rock 
at  the  mouth  of  his  cave, — that  emotion  goes  on  increasing  to  the 
close.  This  will  readily  be  imagined  by  those  who  have  witnessed 
a  recent  performance  on  our  own  stage.  Mr.  Macready»  in  the 
death-bed  scene  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  sustains  the  most  powerful 
interest  and  emotion,  through  a  whole  act  of  almost  exclusive  reci- 
tation, with  no  relief  but  the  poetry  of  Shakspeare,  and  the  rare  art 
of  declaiming  pathetically.  It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that  th^ 
lon^  speeches  of  French  tragedy  are,  in  general,  severe  trials  of 
patience  from  the  lips  of  any  but  the  first-rate  performers. 

W. 


SOHO.*      BY  T.  CAMPBELL. 

The  brave  Roland!— the  brave  Roland- 
False  tidings  reach'd  the  Rhenish  strand 

That  he  had  fall'n  in  fight ; 
And  thy  faithful  bosom  swoon'd  with  pain, 
O  loveliest  maiden  of  AU^mayne, 

For  the  loss  of  thine  own  true  kraglit. 
But  why  so  rash  has  she  ta'en  the  veil. 
In  yon  Nonnenwerder's  cloisters  pale  ? 

For  her  vow  had  scarce  been  sworn, 
And  the  fatal  mantle  o'er  her  flung, 
.    Yi  hen  the  Drachenfells  to  a  trumpet  rung— 

^was  her  own  dear  warrior's  horn.. 

Wo,  wo!  each  heart  shall  bleed,  shaUbrea^'! 
She  would  have  hung  upon  his  neck. 

Had  he  come  but  y ester-even; 
And  he  had  clasp'd  those  peerless  charms 
That  shall  never,  never  ful  his  anns. 

Or  meet  him  but  in  heaven. 
Yet  Roland  the  brave,  Roland  the  true. 
He  could  not  bid  that  spot  adieu » 

It  was  dear,  stiU  ^nudst  his  woes; 
For  he  lov'd  to  breathe  the  neighboring  air, 
And  to  think  she  blest  him  in  her  prayer, 

When  the  Halleluiah  rose. 
There's  yet  one  window  of  that  pile. 
Which  he  built  above  the  nun's  ereen  isle, 

Thence  sad  and  ofl  look'd  he, 
(When  the  chant  and  organ  sounded  slow) 
On  the  mansion  of  his  love  below. 

For  herself  he  might  not  see. 

*  The  tnufition  wluch  forms  the  substance  of  these  stanzas  is  still  pre- 
serred  in  Germany.  An  ancient  tower  on  a  height,  called  the  Rolandseck, 
a  few  miles  above  Bonn  on  the  Rhine,  is  shown  as  the  habitation  which  Roland 
built  in  sight  of  a  nunnery,  into  whidi  his  mistress  had  retired  on  having  heard 
an  unfounded  account  of  his  death.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  credibi- 
lity  of  the  legend,  its  scenery  must  be  recollected  with  pleasure  by  every  one 
who  has  ever  vinted  the  romantic  landscape  of  the  Drachenfells,  the  Roland- 
seek,  and  the  beautiful  adjacent  islet  of  the  Rhine,  where  a  nunnery  still 
stands. 
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She  died  V— He  sought  the  bfttOe-phtii; 
Her  image  fill*d  his  dying  brain. 

When  he  fell,  and  viish'd  to  fall  ; 
And  her  name  was  in  his  latest  sigh. 
When  Roiand,  the  flower  of  diivaby. 

Expired  at  BoncevsU. 
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Full  is  the  ciiy  with  the  sona  of  art, 

And  trade  and  joy  in  every  busy  street, 

IhlingUng  are  heard Taostson. 

I  HAVE  been  dipping  lately  into  the  literature  of  tlie  daj,  and 
spent  nearly  two  nours  a  morning  of  the  last  week  over  the  subject 
of  the  London  Cries,  I  am  fonj^of  decomposing  a  cheap  material 
of  this  nature.  I  allow  the  volatile  parts  to  escape  at  tneir  plea- 
sure, and  am  content  with  whatever  may  have  been  precipitated 
during  the  process.  I  find  no  such  place  as  the  metropolis  for  the 
economical  indulgence  of  this  my  chemical  turn.  Between  the 
poets  and  the  doctors,  there  is  scarce  a  virtue  in  any  herb,  fruit,  or 
blossom,  but  has  been  laid  open  to  all  mankind.  Many  and  won- 
derful have  been  the  discoveries  effected  in  the  fielcfs-^-toDgues 
have  been  found  in  trees— 


-  books  in  the  running  brooks, 


Seraions  in  stones, — 
and  should  the  marvellous  receipt  by  which  these  unexpected  pro- 
perties have  been  detected  get  into  proper  hands,  we  know  not 
what  the  consequence  may  be  in  the  city.  I  have  sometimes  con- 
sidered that  interesting  portion  of  our  fellow  citizens,  who  compose 
the  performers  of  the  London  Cries,  in  the  character  of  a  peripate- 
tic sect,  who  spend  their  lives  in  traversing  the  porticoes,  lanes,  and 
alle^rs,  of  this  ereat  metropolis,  carrying  about  with  them — not  vain 
opinions  and  dogmas  concocted  by  presumption,  a  leve  of  singula- 
rity and  ignorance,  but  such  practical  and  wholesome  fare  as  has 
been  found  Useful  to  men  in  all  ranks  and  stations. 

But  passing  over  this  branch  of  the  inquiry,  (which  I  do,  l>e  it 
observed,  out  of  pure  tenderness  to  my  respected  friend  the  Stagy- 
rite,)  I  hasten  to  contemplate  them  in  a  light,  in  which  they  appear 
to  the  greatest  advantage,  I  do  not  know  of  any  body  of  persona 
who  have  so  many  claims  to  be  regarded  as  the  depositaries  of  that 
ancient  style  of  minstrelsy,  of  which  we  now  have  but  some  doubt- 
ful and  remote  traces.  Like  their  romantic  brethren  of  the  chival- 
rous time,  they  closely  adhere  to  nature  in  all  tiieir  performances, 
preferring  plain,  unadorned  melody,  to  the  corruptions  and  abases 
that  now  cniefly  go  under  the  denomination  ot  harmonj.  Like 
these  too,  the  modern  fraternity  are  not  tied  down  in  tiieir  coiBpo- 
sitions  by  these  laws,  which  are  found  from  experience,  so  much  to 
cramp  the  ima^nation,  and  beneath  which  the  helots  of  Parnassus, 
uow^-days,  do  so  piteousiy  groan,"*^    The  chai^  of  a  syliable-cide 

*  See  Cowper's  letter  to  Lady  Hesketb,  justifying  certain  elisions  In  his 
poems. 
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hath  no  terrors  for  them.  Again,  what  can  more  clearly  demon- 
strate their  lineage,  than  their  cleaving,  amidst  every  obstacle,  unto 
the  erratic  life  so  characteristic  of  the  ancient  bards.  They  main- 
tain with  strict  fidelity  the  proverbial  connexion  between  poverty 
and  poetry,  which  has  subsisted  ever  since  the  days  of  Amphion, 
the  latest,  I  believe,  of  the  inspired  train  that  was  any  thing  of  a 
builder.  And  herein,  let  me  observe,  they  have  shown  only  a  just 
degree  of  respect  for  the  traditions  of  their  order.  They  are  not 
backward  either,  in  paying  to  the  Muses  those  delicate  compliments 
which  are  not  direct  enough  for  flattery,  but  are  sufiiciently  obvious 
not  to  be  misunderstood.  «  The  Muses,"  says  a  good  authority,"^ 
'*  contrary  to  all  other  ladies,  pay  no  distinction  to  dress,  and  never 
partially  mistake  the  pertness  of  embroidery  for  wit,  nor  the  modesty 
of  want  for  dulness.^'  The  hint  has  not  been  lost  upon  the  itinerant 
profession,  as  every  body  acquainted  with  their  persons  can  testify. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  economy  of  the  tribe  I  am  so  much  pleased 
with,  as  the  simplicity  of  the  female  performers — ^nothing !  Surely 
it  must  be  refreshing  to  hear  one  of  this  dramatis  personce,  come 
to  the  air  or  recitative  at  once,  without  our  being  compelled  to  wit- 
ness a  prologue  of  strange  gesturefr— revolutions  of  the  features, 
and  hemming,  which  our  donnas  on  the  stage  or  in  the  drawing- 
room  do  labour  to  grace  their  songs  withal.  There  is  with  them  no 
bandying  of  nods  and  winkfr— no  languishing  bend  to  set  oif  an 
ankle  or  a  profile — ^no  coy  shuddering  ere  they  launch  upon  the 
stream  of  melody— the  hearer  is  never  invited  to  forget  the  charac- 
ter in  the  woman,  or  to  devote  himself  to  a  rowof  fine  teeth,  whilst 
his  attention  should  be  engaged  by  the  music.  The  nature  of  the 
business  of  this  society  does  not  open  an  opportunity  for  the  work- 
ings of  that  petty  jealousy  which  oftentimes  makes  the  **green'^' 
room  «  one''  yellow,  and  exercises  the  patience  of  the  worthy  mana- 
ger, even  unto  exhaustion.  Each  performer  is  allowed  to  assume 
the  particular  character  that  pleases  him  best,  and  to  retain  it  no 
longer  than  his  convenience  will  allow.  Never  were  servants  of 
the  public  so  much  disposed,  as  they  have  always  shown  themselves 
to  be,  to  follow  with  due  submission  and  promptitude  the  taste  and 
judgment  of  the  town ;  each  stands  upon  his  own  claims  to  patronage. 
There  never  was  a  class,  depending  upon  their  public  exertions, 
that  are  so  little  inddbted  to  the  artificial  means  of  acquiring  fame. 
Eaclrone  looks  to  himself  as  the  sole  author  and  supporter  of  his 
own  celebrity.  If  there  be  an  individual  amongst  them  of  distin- 
guished merit,  it  will  not  long  lie  concealed,  for  there  are  no  people 
that  come  so  much,  and  in  so  many  different  agreeable  characters, 
before  the  public.  I  have  been  often  greatly  struck  with  the  judg- 
ment and  skill  which  this  company  have  displayed  in  suiting  their 
airs  or  measures  to  the  sense.  So  much  success,  indeed,  has  been 
attained  by  them  in  this  branch  of  the  profession,  that  an  experienced 
ear  would  be  able  to  descry  at  a  considerable  distance,  merely  from 
the  nature  of  the  movement,  the  particular  commoditv  which  was^ . 
the  subject  of  it.    In  proportion  as  the  burden  of  the  cnant  is  valu- 

•  The  Beg^gw's  Opera, 


424  PUlo9ophy  of  the  Lcmdm  Crits. 

able  and  important,  as  an  article  of  necessity  or  of  Inxury,  the  notes 
^ich  serve  for  its  vehicle,  are  solemn  anci  slow.  Thus,  shrimps, 
periwinkles,  and  thinss  of  the  like  subordinate  rank,  are  dismissed 
in  presto  time.  Poumrj  of  all  sorts,  on  the  contrary,  even  where 
the  names  are  of  the  monosyllabic  tribe,  are  uttered  "with  the  most 
dignified  andante  hesitation.  The  accuracy  and  uniformity  dis- 
played by  them  in  the  execution  of  this  branch  of  the  art  have  often 
surprised  me.  That  there  are  teachers  amongst  the  body  who 
break-in  the  youth,  and  instnict  them  after  the  manner  that  other 
arts  are  taugtit,  there  can  be  very  little  doubt,  after  one  has  paid 
attention  to  the  performances.  I  do  not  know  whether  or  not  they 
have  the  secret  of  the  plan,  (invented  by  Sir-  R.  Steele,)  which  was 
to  enable  a  scholar  to  nx  and  present  to  the  eye,  by  means  of  musi- 
cal scores,  the  principles  of  elocution,  so  that  the  key,  the  tone  of 
voice  and  manner,  in  which  a  passage  in  prose  or  verse  has  been 
delivered,  may  be  perpetuated  with  exactness— -or  whether  they 
endeavour  to  nt  a  particular  cry  to  the  orsans  of  a  particular  per- 
son, upon  the  principle  of  the  man,  who,  being  to  make  a  speech 
once  tor  a  lord  mayor,  be^ed  first  of  all  to  know  the  measure  of 
bis  lordship's  mouth.  Allthese  points  I  hand  over  to  persons  of 
more  penetration  than  myself.  But  I  am  often  in  a  humour  to  lose 
sight  of  even  all  these  distinguishing  perfections  in  a  sort  of  grati- 
tude, rather  vaguely  felt  I  admit,  for  the  existence  of  such  a  pro- 
fession. No  man  that  has  not  been  thought-ridden  for  a  wnole 
week,  can  understand  what  I  feel,  when,  in  a  garret  closely  pent, 
and  dozing  out  the  day  in  forgetfulness  of  every  mortal  care,  I  am 
recalled  to  a  sense  of  society,  by  a  lusty  stave  from  below.  It  is 
then  that  I  pay  the  greatest  veneration  to  the  faculty,*— it  is  then 
that  I  look  upon  them  as  that  link  which  connects  the  oblivions 
with  the  active  part  of  humanity.  **  It  is  a  pleasure,"  says  Lucre- 
tius by  the  mouth  of  Lord  Bacon,  "  to  stand  upon  the  sea-shore* 
and  to  see  ships  tossed  upon  the  sea:  a  pleasure  to  stand  in  the 
window  of  a  castle,  and  to  see  a  battle  and  the  adventures  thereof 
below;"  but  nothing,  in  my  mind,  can  equal  the  joy  of  him,  who 
beine  solitary  and  comfortless,  hears  the  roar  of  "  mackerel," 
"  cod's  head,"  or  "  whiting,"  in  the  street,  at  the  distance  of  tfirec 
pair  backward. 

Long-  Chanceiy-lane  retentive  rolls  the  sound,  * 

And  Courts  to  Courts  return  it  round  and  round; 
Thames  wafts  it  thence  to  Rufus*  roaring'  haU, 
And  Ilungerford  re-echoes  bawl  for  bawl. 

A  friend  of  mine,  who  has  lost  one  of  the  healthiest  looks  I  hare 
ever  seen  in  the  study  of  acoustics,  (he  shows  his  pale  cheek  with  as 
much  pride  as  a  soldier  does  his  wounds,)  assures  me,  that  the  music 
of  the  London  Cries  can  be  brought  to  that  perfection,  that  a  person 
might  be  metaphorically  fed  through  the  ear,  and  never  be  asked 
to  use  his  teeth,  by  a  proper  adjustment  of  the  sounds.  Particular 
notes,  he  says,  might  convey  the  taste,  flavour,  and  even  nourish- 
ment of  a  particular  article  of  food,  to  die  plenary  satisfaction  oi^ 
I  suppose  we  may  at  present  say— the  patient    I  do  not  know,  in- 
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deed,  if  Milton  had  not  an  eje— or  for  two  reaaona  in  hig  case,  I 
should  say,  an  ear  to  this  very  invention,  in  the  following  lines, 
which  I  dare  Miy,  up  to  this  moment  have  been  regarded  as  a  very 
ordinary  piece  of  poetry— 

And  ever  against  satiito  cxkh, 

hap  me  m  soft  Lydian  (London)  airs,  &c.  &c. 

But  perhaps,  after  all,  there  cannot  be  found  a  more  excellent 
use  of  the  compositions  we  have  been  considering,  than  the  insight 
which  they  give  into  t-he  natural  history  of  the  country,  the  manners 
and  luxuries  of  the  people.  Some  study  the  character  of  a  people 
in  their  proverbs, — ^the  theatres  have  been  selected  by  others  for 
this  purpose,— others  again  look  for  it  in  their  writines^  The  most 
rational  medium  for  observation  is,  as  it  strikes  me,  the  business  «f 
the  itinerant  body,  whom  I  thus  humbly  endeavour  to  celebrate. 
There  is  not  a  dajr  that  you  may  not  have  at  their  hands  specimens 
of  some  of  the  choicest  productions  of  nature  in  the  animal  or  ve- 
getable kingdom.  You  have,  as  it  were,  in  the  streets  a  living  mu- 
seum, with  the  eminent  peculiarity  attending  it,  that  many  of  the 
properties  of  a  particular  class  of  productions  may  be  ascertained 
m  it, in  the  most  satisfactory  manner.  Thus  the  rarity  or  abundance 
of  any  species  of  fish— the  season  when  it  is  most  easily  found-— 
the  length  of  time  during  which  it  can  live  out  of  water— its  power 
of  resisting  putrefaction,  and  many  other  curious  facts  relating  to 
it,  may  all  be  familiarly  acquired  by  the  meanest  capacity  without 
trouble.  I  own  I  would  not  wish  for  a  more  accurate  calendar  for 
declaring  the  progress  of  the  seasons,  than  this  very  interesting 
order  affords.  The  Spring,  the  Summer,  the  Autumn,  are  unfolded 
in  the  most  agreeable  manner  in  the  abundant  succession  of  ftowers, 
of  fruits,  and  esculents  that  attract  and  confound  the  senses  of  the 
metropolitans  at  every  turn.  Verily  the  country  doth  come  to  town 
to  keep  her  terms  with  the  goodly  city — **  Nempe  inter  varias  nu- 
tritur  jfora  columnas."  And  when  at  last  stern  Winter  comes  to 
sadden  the  year— dejecting  prospect ! — what  an  exemplary  sample 
do  these  missionaries  of  nourishment  hold  out,  of  that  provident 
temper  which  the  ancient  sage  does  so  cunningly  recommend  in  the 
well-known  apologue  of  the  ant  and  the  fly.  It  is  they  who  re- 
member to  some  purpose  that  there  is  a  time  when  nature  puts  not 
forth  or  fruit  or  herb, — that  there  is  a  time  when  fishermen  may  not 
put  to  sea; — it  is  they  who  will  lay  up  for  that  blank  interval  a 
plentiful  store  of  necessaries,  and  distribute  them  in  the  moment  of 
need  amongst  their  fellow-beings.  But  with  still  greater  precision^ 
than  in  the  case  of  our  natural  history,  may  the  state  of  our  domes* 
tic  living  be  illustrated  by  the  London  cries.  There  cannot  be  a 
better  criterion  of  the  advanced  condition  of  our  culinary  conveni- 
ences than  the  familiar  chants—"  Pots  and  panSf  and'  kettles  to 
mendJ*^  *«  Who^ll  buy  my  wooden  ware,^^  and  such  like.  The  cry 
of  "  mats,^^  of  which  the  species  is  verj  multiplied, — ^that  of 
**  brooms^^ — **  white  stone,''^  &c.  let  the  inquirer  into  our  very 
houses  almost,  and  show  in  a  very  satisfactory  way  the  degree  to 
vhich  we  carry  the  love  of  cleanliness.    Then  there  are  catches 
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about  **  band'baxe%^^  '<  knives  or  setwort  to  grind^*^  **  mAkhcs," 
&c.  which  declare  the  scale  of  our  miiior  comforts.  There  is.  lastly, 
a  well-known  crj  which  specifies  io.  terms,  indeed,  the  peculiar 
animals  which  have  been  domesticated  amongst  us  for  our  aoHise* 
ment  and  use.    I  believe  I  have  now  stated  enough  to  induce  the 

riblic  to  think  more  respectfully  of  this  interesting  order  in  fiiture. 
am  not  bound  to  notice  here  the  various  reflections  that  have  been 
from  time  out  of  mind  cast  upon  this  bodj,  especially  the  female 
characters.  Every  profession  embraces  some  few  who  are  unwor- 
thy of  it :  and  should  the  ladies  belonpng  to  this  calling  be  re- 
proached with  an  abuse  of  the  liberty  of  speech,  we  should  remem- 
ber that  it  is  a  fault  incident  to  that  power  which  Mr.  Canning  has 
actually  called  « the  gift  of  the  ^ab,^^  and  has  been  found  in  all 
other  public  speakers  since  the  time  of  Nestor.  I  do  not  find  much 
mention  of  any  similar  community  in  ancient  history ;  but  tkere  it 
evidence  that  they  were  a  numerous  class  in  Rome.  It  would  ap- 
pear to  me,  that  Cicero  himself  had  been  permanently  retained  by 
them  to  cry  up  the  profession.  It  is  remarkable  that  he  was  always 
twitching  the  shop-keepers,  and  endeavouring  to  lower  their  rank 
as  much  as  possible.  No  doubt  this  class  must  have  been  at  Rome, 
as  they  are  in  London,  a  great  weight  upon  the  commercial  activity 
of  the  itinerant  branch.  At  last  he  fairly  said,  and  in  his  Offices 
too,  which  contain  nothing  but  his  well-considered  opinions. — ^^  No- 
thing liberal  can  ever  be  m  a  shop."  He  goes  on  then  with  a  ter- 
rible tirade  against  fishmonsers,  cooks,  and  all  those  who  minister 
unto  the  luxuries  of  mankind.  But  lest  he  should  be  supposed  to 
comprehend  in  these  sweeping  denunciations,  that  particular  craft, 
which  he  either  feared  or  loved,  or  was  feed  to  support,  he  records 
the  following  very  remarkable  expressions :  **  Sin  magna,  coptosa, 
multa  undique  adportans,  multisque  sine  vanitate  impertiens,  non 
est  admodum  vituperanda."*  It  may,  lastly,  be  objected  to  me, 
that,  considered  as  a  vocal  company,  the  performers  of  the  London 
tries  are  sometimes  guilty  of  the  fault  of  not  being  very  intelli^le. 
Now  in  this  particular  (and  be  it  observed  thej  are  the  most  ac- 
cessible of  human  beings  to  an^  personal  inquiries)  they  onljr  imi- 
tate some  of  the  most  popular  sinsers  of  the  day— to  say  nothing  of 
a  certain  celebrated  senator,  and  a  number  of  other  nobU  authori- 
ties, over  all  of  whom  they  have  this  cardinal  advantage,  that  to  be 
understood,  their  words  need  only  be  thoroughly  heard,  whilst  the 
]Mitrician  unintelligibles  will  articulate  in  your  very  ear  and  mul- 
tiply explanations  at  your  bidding,  but  bring  you  in  the  end  not  a 
jot  nearer  to  their  meaning.  It  has  been  ruled,  I  understand,  by 
the  proper  quarter,  that  it  is  a  crime  for  a  poet  to  build  a  house. 
We  cannot  then  expert  to  behold  the  tokens  of  prosperity  displayed 
by  these  pilgrims  of  Parnassus  in  costly  hal>itations.    Some  liave 

*  Which  I  take  the  liberty  of  rendering  into  fcmiV|M»  Engrl'di  thus:  **  But 
show  me  a  worthy  fishwoman  who  goes  into  eveiy  street  and  alley  with  a  good- 
ly quantity  of  fine  fat  mackerel,  flounders,  or  other  commodity,  serving  a  great 
many  therewith,  and  assuming  no  airs  of  importance  for  doing  the  same ;  show 
me  auch  a  one,  and  I  will  say  that  she  is  not  to  be  sneeKd  at''--l  Xs6.  d^  Q#Ui:r. 
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ddHilited  if  the  power  of  song  is  capaUe  of  so  marvelk>us  an  achieve- 
ment  as  that  of  constructing  a  house,  much  less  a  whole  street:  I 
rrfer  all  such  sceptics  to  the  case  of  Thebes.  I  do  not  mean  to  sajr 
thatitis  Itkelj  that  the  architectural  properties  of  the  inspired 
throng  will  be  put  into  requisition  for  another  season  or  so.  In  the 
meantime  what  can  be  done  in  these  degenerate  times  is  done.  The 
glory  of  building  a  city  stands  first,  and  is  undoubtedly  the  pro- 
perty of  Amphion ;  the  glory  of  nourishing  a  city  is  entitled  to  th^ 
second  place,  and  that  as  undoubtedly  belongs  to  the  itinerant  pro- 
fessors of  the  London  Cries.  "  W. 


THE  KIKG  IN  IRELAND. 

Mr.  Editor,"— The  reception  which  the  King  has  experienced  in 
Ireland  having  created  some  curious  speculations  on  bo^  sides  of 
the  Channel,  perhaps  you  would  excuse  a  few  remarks  upon  the  sub- 
ject, from  one  not  al  toother  m^s^i^eil  by  its  ezag|[;erations.  Although 
not  an  Irishman  by  birth,  still  a  long  residence  in  that  country  has 

S*  ren  me  some  insight  into  the  character  of  its  people ;  and  I  mention 
e  fact,  as  well  to  exculpate  me  from  the  charge  of  presumption,  as 
to  assure  jou  of  the  authenticity  of  my  statements.  The  suqect  in- 
deed originates  many  observations,  obvious  to  none  except  a  local 
observer,  or  to  one  at  least  well  acquainted  with  the  secret  springs 
by  which  so  discordant  a  population  has  been  set,  for  the  first  time, 
unanimously  in  motion.  That  there  was  much  of  loyalty  in  the  ab- 
stract, and  much  of  sincere  affection  for  the  visiter  personally,  there 
can  be  no  doubt;  but  that  much  of  what  appeared  enthusiasm  arose  ' 
entirely  from  the  workings  of  interest  there  is  in  my  mind  just  as 
little.  Some  attention  to  the  contingencies  upon  the  ELins's  recep- 
tion will  make  this  clear  enough  to  every  understanding.  Now,  Sir, 
however  I,  in  common  with  every  good  subject,  may  rejoice  in  the 
proverbial  hospitality  witii  which  the  Kin^  personall  v  has  been  wel- 
comed, still  I  must  confess  the  contingencies  to  which  I  allude  have 
lowered  that  people  considerably  in  my  estimation.  Little  disturbed 
either  shall  I  oe  if  those  individual  or  even  national  advantages  shall 
not  soon  be  realized,  which  were  so  ostentatiously  sought  after  by 
the  sordid  compromise  of  all  that  was  pure,  dignified,  or  patriotic. 
Before  I  advert  more  particularly  to  the  immediate*  subiect  of  this 
notice,  some  short  retrospect  is  necessarv»  as  well  to  show  why  a 
British  king,  landing  as  a  friend  in  Ireland],  should  have  been  in  the 
native  phrase  "  heartily  welcome,"  as  why  that  welcome  should  more 
particularly  wait  upon  the  reigning  monarch.  You  will  observe  by 
thia»  that  I  take  no  exception  to  the  popular  courtesy  as  far  as  re- 
gards the  sovereign  himself,  nor  indeea  in  impugning  the  idolatry 
Uivished  upon  any  one  of  his  attendants,  do  I  mean  to  infer  that  the 
idol  was  not  worthy,  however  vilely  and  sordidlv,  and  hypocritically 
inconsistent  might  have  been  some  of  the  worshiimers. 

Henry  the  Second  was  the  first  royal  visiter  of  Ireland.  Perhaps, 
until  the  present  day,  for  visiter  we  should  read  invader.  Invited 
over  by  the  distress  of  one  prince  to  punish  the  adulteries  of  another^ 
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he  iMule  the  weakness  of  the  first  and  the  vices  of  the  last  Ike  ooii« 
venient  threshold  to  his  own  ambition.  With,  for  that  day*  an  in* 
posing  power,  and  an  hypocrisy  not  less  imposing,  he  marched  on* 
wai-d  from  Waterford  to  Cashel,  amid  affected  submission  and  ex- 
torted homage,  and  at  last,  in  full  assembly  in  the  latter  city,  pleaded 
the  authority  of  the  infallible  Adrian  for  his  personal  usurpiation  of 
the  kingdom !  The  Irish,  even  then,  priest-ridden  and  pope4ed  as 
they  were,  had  still  some  jealousy  of  ecclesiastical  interference  in 
their  temporal  concerns,  and  Adrian's  bull  met  as  little  respect  from 
the  "  Royal  Roderic"  of  that  day  as  Quarantotti's  rescript  did  in  our 
own  time  from  the  radicals  of  the  Catholic  convention.  Thus  was 
Henry,  with  the  bull  in  one  hand  and  the  sword  in  the  other,  obliged 
alternately  to  fight  and  swindle  his  way  throueh  the  country,  nntil 
at  last  the  Shannon  waters  and  the  wastes  of  Connaii^t  <Ailiged 
him  to  make  Dublin,  for  the  first  time,  the  winter  residence  ^  a 
British  monarch.  There,  surrounded  by  fanatics  and  impoators, 
whom  he  bribed  to  his  purposes  by  the  plunder  of  the  people,  be 
spent  his  Christmas,  praying  with  priests  and  revelling  with  savages, 
and  returned  to  England  to  mature  his  frauds  upon  the  hollow 
allegiance  which  he  left  behind  him.  The  throat  of  triah  patriotism 
is  hoarse  lauding  the  princely  grandeur,  and  lamenting  the  fimdai 
magnificence  upon  which  Henry  intruded ;  and  yet,  strange  to  say, 
even  in  the  proud  metropolis  of  Milesian  Intimacy,  the  "  red 
branch  knights"  could  afford  him  no  better  refuge  against  the  snows 
of  winter  uian  *'  a  mud  edifice,"  made  of  twigs  and  briars  rudely 
huddled  toeether !  After  this  authenticated  fact,  we  should  be  little 
surprised  if  the  Irish  legitimates— the  eenuine  *«0<Conors  Don"  of 
the  twelfth  century,  disputed  with  Nebuchadnezzar  the  nonopolj 
of  ridtntTig'  at  grass,  at  least  during  the  dog-days.  The  next  visit 
was  that  of  John,  of  Ma^na  Charta  memory.  He  staid  three  months 
in  Ireland.  During  which  time  it  was  not  stained  by  any  military 
outrage.  He  was  employed,  however,  in  parcelling  out  those  kine's 
lands  which  the  rapacity  of  his  predecessors  had  usurped,  and  Sie 
boundaries  which  he  established  show,  that  even  then  his  regal  domi- 
nion was  both  limited  and  uncertain.  For  many  subsequent  ages  the 
British  roonarchs  were  too  much  occupied  at  home  to  aflict  Ireland, 
otherwise  than  by  deputed  persecution;  and  her  fields  were  alter- 
nately scorcheU  and  crimsoned,  and  deponulated,  witiioat  even  the 
consolation  of  a  royal  ^esence.  At  lenrai,  however,  ahe  received  the 
master-pestilence.  With  the  impiety  of  a  bigot  and  the  despotism  of  a 
republican,  Cromwell  came — came  to  fire  the  castle  with  the  embers 
of  the  church,  and  quench  the  altar's  flame  in  the  blood  of  its  adorers. 
In  August,  1650,  he  landed  with  a  considerable  military  force  in 
Dublin,  and  in  a  fortnight  after  commenced  in  the  town  of  Drogheda 
a  most  frightful  series  of  massacre  and  conflagration.  War  went 
before  and  famine  followed  him  ^--his  whole  march  might  easily  be 
tracked  by  its  wake  of  extermination.  With  that  blasphenona  mix- 
ture of  fanaticism  and  murder,  which  peculiarised  the  career  of 
that  bible-muuthed  cut-throat,  he  persuaded  his  followers  thatUiey 
should  model  their  treatment  of  the  natives  on  that  adopted  towards 
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the  Canaanites  in  the  time  of  Joshua!  The  devil  c|iioted  Scripture 
to  his  pur{iose ;  and  indeed  such  a  purpose  was  easily  inculcated  on 
such  a  fraternity.  The  ruthless  system  scarcely  left  in  three-fourths 
of  Ireland,  a  solitary  native  to  record  and  curse  the  inhumanity 
of  his  usurpation.    All  who  professed  the  religion  of  their  ances* 
tort  were  driven  into  the  wilds  of  Connausht,  and  a  proclamation 
was  issued,  stating,  that  if  after  a  certain  day,  any  Irish  Catholic, 
man,  woman  or  child,  should  be  found  in  anjr  other  part  of  the 
kingdom,  they  might  be  legally  put  to  death,  without  either  charge 
or  trial !  This  proclamation,  involving,  as  it  did,  confiscation  and 
banishment,  was  denominated  by  the  usurper  an  CLct  of  grace,  be^ 
cause  it  was  his  reluctant  substitute  for  a  previous  plan  of  uni- 
versal extermination.    At  the  end  of  nearly  four  centuries  Crom- 
well's  progress  is  still  discernible  by  the  ruins  it  created.    Yet 
strange  to  say,  his  successor  and  locum  tenens,  Ludlow,  found  but 
little  advantage  from  the  extirpations  of  his  master — ^though  he  left 
almost  a  solitude,  still  it  was  not  peace.    Of  Cromwell's  progress 
there  were  also  some  living  land-marks,  which  one  would  have  sup- 
posed the  gratitude  of  Charles  the  Second  would  have  obliterated. 
Botgratitude  was  not  the  characteristic  virtue  of  the  Stuarts.    The 
confiscation-grant  survived  the  donor— 4t  flourished  in  all  its  vigour 
after  the  Restoration,  and  Cromwell's  brigands  have  now  risen  into 
^  noble  families,  bloated  by  the  forfeitures  of  not  only  disregarded 
Iwit  spoliated  loyalty.    Notwithstanding  this,  when  fortune  once 
more  declared  for  the  Stuarts,  James  the  Second  was  received  by 
the  Irish  as  the  prince  of  a  people  upon  whom  adversitjr  only  creat- 
ed an  additional  claim.    This  was  the  first  British  king  who  did 
not  approach  them  in  all  the  pride  and  insolence  of  conquest.    He 
came  as  a  fugitive,  and  a  fugitive  he  left  them,  having  clearly  esta- 
blished that  it  was  his  natural  character.    A  bigot  in  religion,  and 
a  tjrrant  in  power,  he  proved  himself  a  calumniator  in  safety.  After 
having  betrayed  the  taithful,  and  abandoned  the  brave,  he  fled  to 
France,  and  slandered  at  Versailles  those  whom  he  had  deserted  at 
the  Boyne ;  too  dastardly  to  share  their  death,  he  excused  his  cow- 
ardice by  assassinating  their  memories.  Even  in  Ireland's  •'highest 
noon"  of  indication,  however,  there  is  something  humorous,  as 
there  is  sometimes  a  mixture  of  bitterness  in  her  jocularity, — ^her 
revenge  on  the  tourist  Twiss  will  not  easily  be  forgotten  ;  and  she 
has  given  James  a  Milesian  cognomen  very  likely  to  rival  that  of 
Jefferies  in  the  nostrils  of  posterity.    In  her  orator's  words  there 
certainly  is  not  "  a  sweetness  in  the  odour  of  his  memory."    His 
conqueror,  William,  remained  behind  in  Ireland,  to  blight  a  hero's 
laurels  and  a  statesman's  wisdom  with  the  crimes  of  vengeance. 
She  felt  again,  that  though  friendship  would  not  restore,  hostilitv 
could  ruin,  and  William  added  largely  to  the  confiscations  which 
Charles's  ingratitude  had  suffered  to  remain.    With  him  departed 
the  last  royal  visiter  of  Ireland  up  to  the  present  day.    Happy  for 
the  country  if  with  him  could  have  departed  also  the  iiumiliation  of 
defeat  and  the  insolence  of  triumph.    They  have  lived  at  least  up  to 
the  memorable  twelfA  of  Avgust-^ies  creta  notandus,  if  upon  it 
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Hmr  epitaph  has  been  written ;  but  I  fear  her  fields  are  still  tso 
furrowed  to  afford  space  smooth  enough  for  the  inscription. 

Such  were  the  specimens  which  Ireland  had,  before  the  present 
reign  of  rojal  visitations ;  and  it  is  little  to  be  wondered  at  if  she 
received  the  noveltj  of  a  monarch's  friendship  with  something  of 
even  more  than  enthusiasm.  There  was  much,  however,  of  per- 
sonal affection  in  the  welcome,  and,  as  far  as  regarded  the  Ring,  it 
was  altogether  free  from  any  taint  of  inconsistency.  George  the 
Fourth  was  always  a  favourite  with  the  Irish.  Whether  it  resulted 
from  his  Ions  exclusion  from  power  which  attracted  the  sympathies 
of  a  people  who  thought  they  unjustly  participated  in  that  exclusion, 
or  from  those  early  whims  and  gaieties  which  were  not  either  en- 
tirely without  their  sympathies,  or  from  that  mixture  of  hope  and 
hatred  with  which  an  oppressed  people  turn  from  the  possessor  to 
the  heir; — ^whether  it  was  from  any  of  those  feelings,  or  from  an 
union  of  them  all,  certain  it  is  the  present  monarch  has  long  re- 
ceived rather  a  devotion  of  the  heart,  than  an  allegiance  from  the 
lips  of  Ireland.  She  evinced  this  often,  but  more  especially  on  a 
most  momentous  occasion — ^I  allude  to  the  penod  of  the  late  King-*s 
first  unfortunate  mental  aberration.  At  that  time  it  will  be  recol- 
lected with  what  violence  the  Whig  and  Tory  parties  disputed  on 
the  subject  of  the  Regency.  The  genius  of  Mr.  Pitt  ruled  the  as- 
cendant in  this  country ;  but  Mr.  Grattan,  at  the  head  of  the  popu- 
lar party  in  Ireland,  counterbalanced  his  triumph,  and  called  upon 
the  Prince,  by  address,  to  assume  the  reins  of  government.  The 
King  happily  recovered  just  as  it  was  presented,  but  the  Prince, 
by  his  answer,  pledged  his  eternal  gratitude  to  the  Irish  people. 
From  that  moment,  it  is  said,  Mr.  Pitt,  exasperated  and  perha^ 
alarmed  at  this  clashing  of  the  legislatures,  determined  on  their 
amalgamation.  If  this  be  true,  surely  the  country  which  lost  her  par- 
liament through  an  affection  for  his  Majesty,  has  a  peculiar  claim 
on  him,  for  at  least  the  compensation  of  an  occasional  visit  He 
seems  to  have  so  felt  it ;  and,  to  do  him  justice,  he  has  acknow- 
ledged it,  while  the  mark  of  the  crown  was  still  fresh  upon  his 
forehead.  Indeed  of  this  personal  sentiment  he  had  given  an  cttriy 
proof  by  the  selection  of  his  more  intimate  companions.  Burke 
and  Sheridan  were  the  lights  of  his  youth ;  Lord  Moira  the  eom- 
panion  of  his  manhood ;  Londonderry  and  Wellington  are  the  elect 
of  his  cabinet,  and  to  those  offices  in  which  perhaps  confidence  is 
most  necessary  and  most  unequivocally  expressed.  Sir  Benjamin 
Bloomfield  has  succeeded  to  Ueneral  Macmahon.  This  favour- 
itism, it  may  be  supposed,  was  felt  throu^  their  respective  families 
in  the  sister  kineaom.  As  a  proof  of  this,  I  need  only  mention  that 
the  high  office  of  Master  of  the  Rolls  is  filled,  and  to  say  the  truth* 
very  satisfactorily,  by  a  brother  of  the  latter  gentleman.  That  Ire- 
land felt  and  returned  these  demonstrations  requires  no  further 
g-oof  than  her  conduct  upon  a  late  melancholy  occasion.  When 
ngland  and  many  parts  of  Scotland  testified  tneir  partisanship  by 
the  eternal  addresses  which  almost  wore  the  threshold  of  Branden* 
burgh-house,  Ireland  remained  not  only  passiTe  but  indi/ftreiit. 
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One  solitary  address  from  a  few  radicals  at  Belfast  rather  insulted 
than  consoled  the  Queen  by  the  suspicious  peculiarity  of  its  homage. 
Such  was  the  relative  situation  of  Ireland  and  the  King  at  Sie 
time  he  determined  upon  his  personal  excursion.  It  was  a  determi- 
nation haZrardous  in  the  extreme,  and  required  much  delicacy  in  its 
execution.  Never,  perhaps,  did  man  enter  into  an  atmosphere  of 
more  discordant  elements ;  he  not  only  trod  on  embers  but  walked 
amid  lightnings— like  the  explorer  of  a  volcano  it  was  impossible  to 
say  at  what  moment  the  mere  pressure  of  his  foot  might  have  raised 
a  flame  around  him.  Happily  his  appearance  reconciled,  at  least 
temporarily,  the  contendins  factions.  Whether  that  coalition  is  to 
be  more  than  temporary,  wnether  the  eolden  age  of  unanimity  and 
concord  is  likely  to  continue  and  produce  those  results  which  Irish 
ardour  pictures  to  itself  in  prospect,  perhaps  a  review  of  those  fac- 
tions, as  they  exist,  will  be  more  likely  to  decide  than  any  visionary 
rculation.  For  myself  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  I  more  than 
ibt  either  the  permanency  or  the  sincerity  of  that  coalition,  and  I 
doubt  it  still  more  from  contemplating  the  indiscriminate  blandisii- 
ments  which  it  so  suddenly  squandered,  not  only  upon  the  King  but 
upon  every  one  of  the  dramatis  personm  who  stooped  to  solicit  it 
It  it  was  indeed  sincere,  I  have  only  to  say  that  Ireland  is  the  very 
cradle  of  forgiveness,  or  that  public  virtue  is  nothing  but  a  shadow. 
The  least  numerous,  but  perhaps  the  most  opulent  and  powerful,  is 
the  Orange  Party— a  relic  of  the  pale,  rebaptized  at  the  revolu- 
tion. This  is  composed  of  friendly  brother,  and  occasionally  of  Ma- 
sonic societies,  with  a  thick  sprinkling  of  Tory  peers,  absentee 
aeents,  village  drunkards,  and  corporation  expectants.  At  the  head 
o?  this  decidedly  is  Abraham,  now  Sir  Abraham  Bradley  King,  who 
added  to  the  profit  of  bein^  crown -stationer,  the  dignity  of  having 
been  twice  Lord  Mayor  of  Dublin.  The  warwhoop,  or  rather  the 
password  of  this  party,  is  "  No  Popery."  They  consider  the  Pope 
as  the  incarnation  of  all  evil,  and  his  adherents  as  so  many  attenr 
dant  dsemons,  who  are  ever  warmed  by  the  original  principle,  no 
matter  how  distant  may  be  the  orbit  in  which  they  circle  round  it. 
This  is  innate  bi^try  in  some,  mere  pretence  in  others,  affected  for 
the  purposes  of  interest;  in  all,  however,  it  is  the  essence  of  their 
creed— the  bond  of  their  union — the  situ  qua  non  of  their  loyal 
fraternity.  They  may  transfer  to  their  porch  the  motto  which 
adorned  the  gate  of  one  of  their  chosen  cities,  the  genius  which 
fabricated  its  rhyme,  consorting  well  with  tlie  Christianity  which 
propagated  its  principle— 

"  Jew,  Turk,  or  Atheist, 
may  enter  here. 
But  not  a  PapitU** 

At  the  Revolation  this  body,  though  not  created,  was  regenerated. 
It  had,  in  some  degree,  existed  since  the  pale.  It  was  an  association 
extra  the  indigenous  Irish,  formed  at  first  for  the  purposes  of  defence, 
and  cemented  afterwards  by  forfeiture  and  confiscations.  During  the 
period  to  which  I  have  referred  it  took  its  new  and  religious,  or  ra- 
ther Ugoted,  character;  still  opposed  to  the  native  population  it 
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joined  King  William  against  the  Stuarts,  abjured  James,  *«  Pope  and 
popery,  tcooden  shoes  and  brass  money, ^  as  their  standing  toast  ex- 
presses it,  and  borrowed  from  the  Dutch  \i\j  an  emblem  and  desig- 
nation. This  party  is  diffused  throughout  the  country  in  select  asso- 
ciations, but  uiQ  north  is  their  grand  scene  of  rendezvous :  they  have 
their  lodges,  their  meetings,  their  signs  and  secrets — they  arc  stead- 
fast in  their  principles  both  of  friendship  and  hostility,  and  so  rooted 
in  their  tenets  that  they  have  been  accused  of  holding  even  a  con- 
ditional allegiance.  B^  this  as  it  may,  however,  they  nave  hitherto 
had  no  reason  to  complain  of  royal  disregard.  During  the  late  reira 
they  were  almost  the  monopolists  of  office,  and  of  course  Mr.  Pitt 
and:  the  Pope  constituted  the  antipodes  of  their  political  world. 
Since  the  last  Irish  rebellion  the  gradual  pacification  of  the  interior 
has  in  a  great  measure  contracted  their  operations.  But  their  xeal. 
thoush  steeping,  is  not  dead.  The  only  difference  is,  that  the  12th 
of  July,  their  grand  anniversary,  in  place  of  exhibiting  the  Oran^ 
pageant  and  the  armed  procession,  is  now  merely  closed  by  them  m 
copious  libations,  during  which  '<  the  glorious,  pious,  and  immortal 
memory  of  the  ^eat  King  William" — (I  believe,  in  despite  of 
Glenco,  they  sometimes  add  the  "good*^j  floats  in  whiskey-pnnch 
triumphant  above  their  own.  It  was  difficult  for  such  a  party,  formed 
on  such  principles,  cordially  to  hail  a  monarch  who  had  once  warmed 
in  his  bosom  Burke,  Fox,  and  Sheridan,  the  three  great  foster-fathers 
of  Catholic  emancipation ;  but  their  minds  had  long  associated  the 
sounds  of  king  and  office, — if  prejudice  was  strong,  place  was 
stronger,  and  perhaps  they  compromised  with  their  consciences  bj 
fancying  that  the  experience  wnich  selected  Sidmouth  and  Liver- 
pool atoned  for  the  youthful  indiscretion  which  squandered  a  seiile 
upon  the  imps  of  popery.  Thus  perplexecT,  with  William  in  their 
hearts  and  George  on  their  lips,  they  startled  the  hill  of  Howth  with 
their  jubilate  upon  the  12th  of  August,  and  scarcely  credited  their 
ears  when  they  heard  the  echo  of  their  loyal  chorus,  and  fonnd  it 
was — Doctor  Troy!!  The  Cerberus  ofOrangeism,howeverj  has  had 
its  sop,  and  Abraham  Bradley  King  is  now  a  baronet  of  Great  Britain. 
Another  party,  which  cheered  the  King  with  equal  ardour,  be- 
cause with  more  of  hope  though  less  of  possession,  was  the  party  of 
Lord  Fingal — in  other  words,  the  Roman  CaUiolicariskHTaqf.  Proad 
and  poor,  the  ages  which  diminished  their  incomes  gave  dignity  to 
their  birth,  and  the  loss  of  an  estate  was  more  than  counterbalanced 
by  the  addition  of  an  ancestor.  While  the  Penal  Code  was  nnre- 
pealed,  or  rather  unmitigated,  these  men  sought  a  bitter  consolation 
m  looking  backwards — ^they  cau^t  a  kind  of  disturbed  comfort  in 
contemplating  the  shadowy  glories  of  their  foinefathers.  The  policy 
of  the  late  rmgn,  however,  by  lessening  the  mound  between  them 
and  power,  induced  them  to*^  look  forward  $  and  so  inviting  was 
even  the  prospect  of  the  land  of  promise,  that  it  is  believed  this  party 
would  have  regenerated  themselves  into  Orangemen  long  ago,  had 
It  not  been  for  the  sulky  reaction  which  religious  persecution  nni- 
formly  produces.  By  degrees  it  has  become  considerable^— It  wns 
always  respectable.  When  the  penal  enactments  were  so  iiur  relaxed 
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as  topermit  the  purchase  of  estates  and  theacquisitioD  of  knowledge* 
the  Catholics  particiiNited  both  in  profession  and  property,  and  nie 
educated  naturally  joined  the  aristocracy  of  their  creed.  1  say  natu- 
rally; the  rich  Catholic  looked  to  parliament — ^the  professional 
Catnolic  looked  to  office— and  they  both  of  course  attached  them- 
seWes  to  those  whose  religious  scruples  interfered  least  with  their 
temporal  prospects.  Yet  ^is  party  are  now,  nevertheless,  devoutly 
rigid  in  their  faith  ; — ^intolerance  has  rooted  what  conciliation  might 
have  eradicated :  their  moderation,  verging  as  it  now  does  almost 
upon  servility,  is  assumed  for  the  purposes  of  ambition,  and  those 
puqioses  once  obtained.  Catholic  prosperity  will  not  fail  to  exact 
full  indemnity  for  Catholic  degraclation.  With  these  sentiments, 
it  is  little  to  be  wondered  at  that  they  were  not  the  most  lingering 
or  the  least  loud  amid  the  worshippers  at  Howlh  ^— they  shouted 
welcome  till  the  very  echoes  became  hoarse,  and  almost  fancied 
themselves  in  St  Stephen's  Chapel,  when  they  saw  Lord  Fingal  in 
the  collar  of  St  Patrick.  The  compliment  conferred,  however,  upon 
this  heterodox  nobleman  was  certainly  well  merited ;  he  was  always 
remarkable  for  a  moderate  demeanour,  and  in  perilous  times  gave 
nany  proofs  of  the  most  steadfast  loyalty.  As  a  Catholic  his 
agsrandizement  has  been  considered  complimentary  by  all  of  that 
body  who  have  any  consideration,  and  pernaps  he  was  of  the  entire 
sect  the  only  person  upon  whom  a  favour  conferred  was  not  likely 
to  exasperate  the  Protestants. 

Opposed  to  this  party^— opposed  to  the  Orange  party^— opposed  to 
eveiy  party  which  either  seeas  power,  respects  power,  or  possesses 
power,  is  ^e  popular  faction — ^that  is  the  faction  of  the  Iruh  Catho^ 
lie  radicals.  At  the  head  of  this  is  to  be  found,  whoever  happens 
to  be  the  ephemeral  favourite  of  the  day— in  other  words,  the  man 
who  combines  most  talent  and  most  turbulence  with  the  least  prin- 
ciple. Its  ranks  are  recruited  by  all  whom  poverty  makes  despe- 
rate, or  nature  discontented,  or  laziness  seditious.  Telling  for 
toleration,  they  are  the  most  inveterate  bigots,— declaiming  against 
slavery,  they  are  the  most  remorseless  tyrants.  They  are  the  most 
numerous,  and  the  most  dangerous  faction  in  the  country ;  for  they 
are  willing  instruments  in  the  hands  of  any  one,  whose  perverted 
ambition  confounds  notoriety  with  fame,  and  who  is  unprincipled 
enoi^  to  throw  society  into  a  ferment,  that  he  and  his  scum  may 
float  upon  the  surface.  There  is  nothing  which  they  dread  so  much 
as  those  concessions  which  they  make  Qie  pretence  for  their  mis- 
chievous activity;  because,  once  granted,  their  "occupation'' 
ceases.  Hence,  whenever  the  genius  of  Grattan  fwho  was  alter- 
nately the  god  of  their  idolatry  and  the  daemon  or  their  hate)  ap- 
peared likely  to  achieve  the  prayer  of  their  petitions,  they  uniformly 
started  some  objection  to  his  details,  and  gave  his  opponents  an  irre- ' 
sistible  weapon  in  their  boisterous,  but  afirected,  inaignation.  Even 
during  the  last  session,  when  his  political  antagonists  were  struck 
mute  by  the  magnificence  of  Mr.  Plunklt's  advocacy,  they  raised 
their  horrid  din,  and  burst,  with  their  uplifted  fetters,  on  his  domes- 
tic calamity.  Indeed,  this  heartless  ingratitude,  evei:  more  or  less 
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a  characteristic  tS  the  mob,  never  flourished  with  more  poifioii0U5» 
vigour  than  in  the  faction  I  am  describing;  because,  in  addition  to 
its  native  virus,  it  has  the  taint  of  bigotry.  Thus,  if  they  meet  a 
young  man,  warm  from  the  contemplation  of  ancient  liberty,  or  a 
matured  man,  whose  simplicity  subdues  suspicion,  by  every  artifice 
and  every  fraud,  by  servility,  by  adulation,  by  promises  and  chi- 
meras, they  seduce  him  into  their  den ;  and  when  his  powers  are 
exhausted,  they  invariably  discover  either  that  he  is  a  Prot^tant, 
and  not  sincere,  or  (mly  a  liberal,  and  so  not  to  be  trusted.  A  better 
instance  of  this  heartless  ingratitude  cannot  be  selected  than  the 
late  Mr.  Curran :  for  manv  years  he  was  almost  their  idol,  and  in 
1798  they  shouted  his  fearless  and  confiding  spirit  to  the  very  verge 
of  the  scaffold :— -he  dared  power-— he  defied  danger^— he  lavtsheit 
health  and  prospects  in  their  cause,  and  poured  upon  their  darkness 
and  their  discomfiture  the  full  blaze  of  his  resplenaent  intellect.  But 
in  his  aee  they  discovel*ed  he  could  be  no  longer  serviceable,  and  thej 
affected  to  deride  the  judgment,  which  naturally  revolted  at  their 
impolitic  and  radical  denunciations  of  all  orders  in  the  state  from 
the  Kine  downwards.  Invective  soon  followed  desertion,  and  the 
most  gifted  and  consistent  patriot  Ireland  ever  possessed,  was 
driven  from  the  land,  for  whose  glory  he  would  have  died,  amid  tike 
most  cruel,  groundless,  and  ungrateful  calumnies.  His  noble  heart 
felt  this  treatment  deeply,  but  still  the  consciousness  of  integrity 
consoled  it,  and  in  an  unpublished  letter,  one  of  the  last  be  wrote, 
he  foretels,  (oh  vain  prophecy !)  that  in  the  grave  his  country  woald 
do  him  justice-— £jrtinctifs  amahiiur  idem,  Alas,  poor  Curran ! 
how  little  did  he  think  that  even  for  that  grave  he  should  be  indebted 
to  England,  while  the  hollow  blusterers  of  his  native  land  were 
weeping  away  their  « Irish  hearts"  over  the  failure  of  a  kal/HTOwn 
subscription  for  his  bust !  But  happy  is  he  that  his  resting  pUce 
was  distant — ^it  did  not  reverberate  tne  apostate  shout  which  cheered 
the  destroyers  of  Ireland's  independence. 

Attached  to  this  faction,  in  a  ^at  de^e,  is  the  Catholic  priest- 
hood— ^not  as  participating  in  their  political  opinions,  but  as  looking 
up  to  them  for  the  continuance  of  a  spiritual  despotism.  The  priest- 
hood and  this  party  depend  mutually  on  each  other.  The  priest 
possesses  an  unlimited  dominion  over  his  flock,  which  it  has  been 
the  invariable  policy  of  everv  projected  relief*bill  to  undermine — 
the  *|  leader"  makes  such  clause  the,  at  least,  nominal  motive  for 
his  dissent;  talks  of  his  holy  Church  and  his  unbroken  hierarchy ; 
and  calls  upon  the  clergy  to  unfurl  the  "oriflamme,"*  beneath 
which  he  invokes  the  double  crown  of  a  patriot  and  amartjrr !  The 
call  echoes  throuah  the  *<  hol^  of  holies ;"  the  man  of  God  and  the 
man  of  the  people  loudly  reciprocate  the  most  nauseous  adulation 
r— while  the  nrst  is  only  struggling  for  his  saintly  despotism,  and  the 
last  for  that  bad  and  frail  ascendancy  which  has  been  raised  by  the 
storm,  and  must  sink  at  its  subsiding.  It  is  amusine  enoom,  to 
one  who  is  in  the  secret,*  to  read  the  eulofiiums  of  Ae  CaUiolic 
leader  upon  his  ecclesiastical  copartner.    They  are  in  the  finest 

•  See  the  Speech  of  a  Mr.  Dnimgoolc,  some  rears  aco  delivered  to  *•  tJu- 
Bo«d." 
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nintin  of  Hibernian  hyperbole.  According  to  them,  he  has  all  the 
simplicity  of  a  saint,  tne  fortitude  of  a  martyr,  the  temperance  of 
an  anchorite,  and  the  self-devotion  of  an  apostle !  Job's  patience* 
Solomon's  wisdom,  David's  inspiration,  Paul's  eloquence,  and  Pe* 
ier's  orthodoxy,  combine  in  the  titular  descendants  of  Saint  Patrick, 
according  to  the  rant  of  a  Popish  radical.  If  they  do,  however, 
most  assuredly,  in  the  phrase  of  a  learned  professor  of  chemistry  in 
Dublin,  **  they  mutually  dewour  one  another."  The  truth  is,  the 
Irish  priesthood  of  the  present  day  is  divided  into  two  classes ;  those 
who  graduated  in  the  continental  nurseries,  and  those  to  whom  the 
policy  of  later  times  has  given  a  domestic  education  at  Majrnooth. 
The  latter  are  by  no  means  an  improvement.  Gloomy,  fanatic,  and 
intolerant,  they  have  all  the  pride,  without  the  learning,  of  the 
cloister — ^the  pedantry  of  the  scnools  contracts  their  understanding, 
and  the  discipline  of  the  Church  formalizes  their  manners.  They 
are*  however,  certainly  zealous  in  their  vocation,  and  dieir  dicta- 
torial solemnity  sustains  the  rank  which  a  kindred  vulgarity  might 
otherwise  diminish  in  the  minds  of  their  congregation.  JThe  old 
school,  of  whom,  however,  but  few  now  remain,  were  equally  zeal* 
ous,  and  much  less  repulsive.  A  foreign  education  sweetened  their 
brogue  and  softened  their  manners,  and  gave  them  an  air  of  the 
worid  unimagined  even  by  their  successors.  It  was  from  this  class 
of  the  priesthood  that  the  dramatist  borrowed  the  character  of  Fa- 
tker  Luke,  and  most  faithfully  has  he  adhered  to  his  original.  So- 
cial, but  mysterious— convivial,  but  authoritative — ^and  perfectly 
impartial  where  his  interests  are  not  concerned,  he  still  rigidly 
supports  his  spiritual  ascendancy,  and  to  this  he  makes,  by  a  sort  of 
prescription,  every  thing  temporal  pay  tribute.  The  dairy  and  the 
i»arn*door  furnish  liis  table ;  the  hen-roost  makes  his  breakfast  an 
ovation;  and  tlie  produce  of  the  mountain  still  pays  willing  dutj 
to  his  reverence's  cellar.  But,  notwithstanding  aU  this,  even  in  his 
liveliest  "  jobations,'*^  he  never  for  a  moment  forgets  the  secret  of 
his  supremacy.  Whether  over  the  **  brown  jug,"  negotiating  a 
marriage,  or  in  his  black  satin  breeches  and  bright  top-Soots,  wad- " 
dling  forth  to  hold  the  village  «  station,"  eveir  turn  seems  to  an- 
nounce to  the  conceding  crowd,  "  you  know  I'm  your  priest,  and 
yowr  conscience  is  miit^,"— an  intimation  never  either  denied  or 
donbted.  His  very  horse  (and  he  requires  a  good  one)  shares  his 
master's  sleekness— shining  under  the  |>otentate  of  modem  Rome, 
he  need  not  envy  even  the  consular  dignities  which  its  ancient  libe- 
rality destined  for  his  ancestor.  It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that 
tliis  bod  J,  at  present  actually  despotic  in  their  parishes,  should  loud- 
ly declaim  asainst  any  emancipatory  innovation  in  any  way  aflfect- 
ing  their  authority.  They  do  accordingly,  and  with  aft  their  lun^ ; 
bnt  they  are,  of  course,  too  cunning  to  place  it  on  any  ground  of  in- 
dividual interestr— Quite  the  contrary.  They  resort  to  the  first  ages 
of  the  Church,  invoke  their  holy  saints  and  fathers,  supplicate,  in 
preference,  the  penal  re-enactments,  refer  to  their  <*  unbroken 
Hierarchy,"  theig  mountain-vigils,  their  bog-masses,  their  unknown 
fasts,  and  invoke  the  pains  of  martyrdom, 

**  JLuke's  iron  crowa,  and  Xhuoien's  bed  of  steel," 
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rather  than  so  heathenish  and  impious  an  emancipation.  The  poor 
peasant,  alarmed  at  dangers  which  he  does  not  understand,  and 
proud  of  the  submission  which  is  the  purchase  of  heaven,  echoes  hU 
pastor  with  an  accordant  howl,  which  is  instantly  reveiberated  by 
the  radical  leader  in  the  name  of  the  true  church  and  the  msijesty 
of  the  people !  This  faction,  the  reader  must  see,  howerer  con- 
temptible in  their  individual  capacities,  are  yet  most  formidable  in 
the  aggregate.  Agitation  is  the  element  in  which  the^  thrive,  and 
they  are  peipetuauy  on  the  watch  for  grievances  ;r-4ike  sea-lnrds 
in  a  storm,  they  see  them  in  the  wind,  and  try  to  outshriek  its  roar- 
ing. However,  with  the  selfishness  of  the  priesthood,  and  the  ig- 
norance of  the  people  for  their  instruments,  they  can  never  be  at  a 
loss  to  excite  the  country,  so  Ions  as  civil  discontent  and  relipons 
bigotry  will  ferment  together.  To  this  party  the  King  paid  no  vkc- 
ticular  attention,  though  b;^  everv  ostentation  of  loyalty,  ana  in 
every  key  of  vociferous  servility,  tney  incessantly  implored  it.  The 
King  has  the  reputation  of  much  natural  sagacity,  and  doabtleaa 
appreciated  these  new-bom  professions  at  their  proper  value ;  but 
the  slight  has  sunk  barbed  into  the  nature  that  never  fo^ves, 
where  it  will  fester  and  rankle  until  time  shall  give  its  poison  an 
opportunity  of  being  infectious.  It  gives  one,  however,  out  a  poor 
opinion  of  humanity  to  see  the  very  same  persons  who,  without 
having  done  her  any  service,  persecuted  the  Queen  for  her  official 
favours,  bellowing,  before  her  corpse  was  cold,  in  the  train  of  her 
antagonists. 

Such  were  the  parties  who  alternately  misgoverned  and  disturb- 
ed Ireland  at  the  moment  of  his  Majesty's  arrival ;  and  it  requires 
but  little  skill  to  foresee  that  their  suspension  of  hostilities*  or  ra- 
ther their  sudden  and  miraculous  unanimity,  is  not  to  be  calculated 
on  for  any  great  duration.  The  interests  of  some,  and  the  personal 
affection  ofothers,  for  the  King,  produced  the  dem<mstration ;  but 
it  is  at  best  only  the  *<  mala  sarta  amicitia."  If  a  stranger  to  Ire- 
land requires  any  proof  of  this,  he  will  find  it  in  the  hollow  and 
heartless  acclamations  which  have  hailed  the  arrival  of  some  of  the 
King's  attendants.  If  there  ever  was  a  measure  which  before  tem- 
porarily united  the  opposing  factions,  it  was  the  measure  of  the 
Umiok.  They  poured  upon  it  their  unanimous  execration, denounc- 
ed it  as  a  calamity  which  laid  their  independence  in  the  dust,  and 
through  each  succeeding  jrear  have  held  it  up  as  the  bane  of  their 
prosperity,  and  the  annOiilation  of  their  name.  And  ^et,  in  twenty 
years  after  it  passed— even  in  that  very  city  which  it  had  chiefly 
prostrated,  whose  mansions  it  had  untenanted,  whose  merchants  it 
nad  impoverished,  whose  streets  it  had  depopulated,  and  whose 

Slendour,  as  the  seat  of  lesislation,  it  had  eclipsed  for  ever— even 
ere,  the  reviled  author  of  that  measure  was  so  bailed  by  the  plan- 
dits  of  radical  consistency,  that  if  he  did  not  altogether  supersede 
the  Sovereign,  he  may,  at  least,  now  with  truth  exclum — 
<•  Diviaam  imperium  cum  Jove— habui !— " 
It  is  scarcely  possible  to  conceive  this  adulatian  to  be  sincere, 
and  its  offering  is  an  omen  of  no  auspicious  import.  When  a  people 
b^copie  either  so  desperate,  or  so  shameless,  as  to  fling  off  the  pnu- 
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cipies  of  which  they  have  been  violent  in  the  profession,  and  trans- 
form all  at  once  the  object  of  their  denunciations  into  the  god  of 
their  idolatry ;  however  it  may  expose  themselves,  it  most  assured- 
ly cannot  impose  upon  the  world.  It  manifestly  reduces  them  to 
this  dilemma,  either  that  their  clamour  has  been  ill  founded,  or  that 
their  devotion  is  insincere ;  and  in  either  case,  their  claim  upon  re- 
spect or  credulity  is  the  same.  Such  violent  conversions  m  poli- 
tics are  seldom  pure,  and  quite  as  seldom  permanent.  It  is  scarcely 
possible  to  believe,  that  tne  men  who  are  bending  the  pliant  knee 
upon  the  pier  at  Dunlearv,  are  the  same  men  who,  in  181£,  made 
Clarendon  Street  Chapel  ring  with  the  **  witchery  resoluiionsJ^ 
Yet  their  personal  identity  is  certain— but  the  object  of  their  ca- 
prices is  transformed :  power  has  touched  it  with  an  Ithuriel  spear, 
and  deformity  has  become  divine. 

However,  Sir,  even  confiding  in,  which  I  do  not,  the  superlative 
raptures  which  have  arisen  from  the  royal  visit,  it  appears  to  me 
impossible  that  all  their  prospective  visions  can  be  realized.  Ire- 
land may  have  been  flattered  by  the  King's  attention,  but  the  King 
cannot  have  been  informed  by  such  a  journey.  It  is  not  amid  the 
parade  of  a  triumphal  entry,  or  at  corporation  shows  and  college 
dinners,  that  the  wants  and  interests  of  such  a  countrjr  are  to  be 
learned.  Dublin,  all  beauty  without,  and  all  poverty  within—- like 
the  statue  in  Lucian,  with  its  polished  surface  of  Parian  splendour 
and  its  interior  filled  with  rags  and  wretchedness,  is  but  a  deceitful 
specimen  of  the  state  of  Ireland,  particularly  when  she  is  blazing  in 
the  transient  rays  of  an  importea  Court,  and  peopled  with  the  train 
of  foreign  Ambassadors.  To  know  Ireland,  the  monarch  should 
have  eone  unattended  throu^  its  provinces— he  should  have  seen 
its  ^deserted  villages''— its  roofless  manufactories— its  shipless 
harbours— its  ra^;ed,  dispirited,  discouraged  peasantry,  surrender- 
ii^  to  the  agent  of  some  absentee  landlord  tne  worthless  pittance 
which  the  tithe>proctor  had  spared,  and  taking  refuge  from  thought 
in  eternal  intoxication;— he  should  have  seen  the  adverse  bigots, 
waging  their  impious  battle  over  the  polluted  altars  of  a  common 
faiui-^e  should  have  gone  into  the  crowded  prisons  and  into  the 
continual  barracks,  and  cursed  the  instruments,  and  wept  over  the 
victims  of  coercion — he  should  have  asked  whether  the  stations 
under  him,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  were  distributed  accord- 
ing to  merit,  or  interest,  or  corruption— he  should  have  inquired 
why  it  was,  that  all  the  names  of  which  the  country  can  be  proud— 
the  Burkes,  the  Goldsmiths,  the  Moores,  with  a  lon^  train  of  etce- 
teras in  arts,  and  arms,  and  politics,  have  been  obliged  to  migrate 
into  distant  lands,  leaving  the  honours  and  emoluments  of  their 
own  to  those  who  have  less  spirit  and  more  subserviency.  He  should 
have  done  this  to  know  even  something  of  Ireland — and,  when  all 
this  knowledge  was  acquired,  amply  sufficient  would  then  remain 
behind  to  satisfy  curiosity  during  the  next  promised  triennial  visi« 
tation.  If  the  royal  affection  for  Ireland  is  as  sincere  as  it  appears 
to  be,  and  indeed  there  can  be  no  reason  to  doubt  it,  these  inquiries 
once  acted  on  would  produce  to  the  country  results  the  most  bene- 
ficial, and  to  the  King  himself  reflections  the  most  delightful. 

EVDOXUS. 


(     438     ) 

TO  TUB  TURIIV0I8E. 

In  sunny  hours,  long  flown!  how  oft  my  eyes 
Have  gazed  with  rapture  on  thy  tender  blue, 
Turquoise  !  lliou  ma^c  gem,  thy  lovely  hue 
Vies  with  the  tints  celestial  of  the  skies. 
What  sweet  romance  thy  beauty  bids  arise. 
When,  beaming  brightly  to  the  anxious  view. 
Thou  pv'st  th^assurance  dear  that  love  is  true  : 
But  should  thy  rays  be  clouded,  what  deep  sighs. 
What  showers  of  tenderness,  distress  the  neart 
Ah  !  much  of  joy  I  owe  thee,  but  no  wo ; 
As  to  my  mind  thou  ever  didst  impart 
That  feeling  blest,  which  bade  my  pale  cheek  glow — 
(For  love  was  mine,  shorn  of  his  wings  and  dart.) 
Turquoise !  in  wannest  strains  Ay  praise  should  flow. 
Such  as  some  gifted  minstrel  could  bestow. 
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In  this  book -making  age,  when  every  trareller's  tour  is  ingeni- 
ously expanded  into  a  goodly  quarto,  of  which  the  mite  belonging 
really  to  the  author  himself  is  completely  hid  in  the  mass  of  compi- 
lation and  transcription  in  which  it  is  enveloped,  we  hail  with  plea- 
sure the  appearance  of  a  modest  unpretending  little  volume,  like 
that  which  is  the  subject  of  the  present  article.  The  author  of 
^otes  on  the  Cape  has  been  content  to  give  us  the  wheat  without 
tiie  usual  make-weight  of  chaflf;  and  we  wish  all  travellers  would 
foflow  his  example.  He  tells  us  what  he  saw,  what  he  heard,  and 
what  he  thought,  and  all  this  in  a  very  lively  and  entertaining  man- 
ner; so  that  while  we  are  collecting:  a  considerable  stock  or  infor- 
mation respecting  the  country  which  he  visited,  we  are  amused 
with  the  spirit  and  vivacity  of  his  sketches,  and  delighted  with  the 
ori^nality  of  thought  and  the  poetical  feeling  which  often  distin- 
guish his  descriptions.  The  charm  of  a  book  of  travels  is,  when  it 
records  the  first  impressions  made  upon  a  man  of  feeling  and  intel- 
ligence, who  has  the  power  of  describing  what  he  sees,  and  express- 
ing what  he  feels,  in  a  lively  and  unaflTected  style ;  and  much  of  this 
charm  will  be  found  in  the  work  before  us.  We  have  been  too 
much  entertained  with  it  to  object  very  seriously  to  an  occasional 
pruriency  of  phrase  which  a  revisal  might  easily  correct,  or  to  the 
too  general  prevalence  of  a  tone  of  sarcastic  bantering,  which  still 
more  renuires  to  be  softened  and  subdued.  If,  however,  the  author 
is  sometimes  flippant,  he  is  never  dull ;  and  the  faults  of  flippancy 
generally  carry  their  own  excuse  along  with  them. 

The  volume  commences  with  the  auUior's  arrival  at  the  Cape : 

<'  Oil  the  morning  of  the  1st  of  January,  1820,  we  arrived  at  this  new  Land  of 
Promise ;  a  date  too  memorable  to  be  easily  fbigotten,  as  being  the  first  day  rf 
a  new  year  dawning  upon  me  in  a  new  quarter  of  the  globe.  After  a  loi^'aod 
protracted  royagv,  where  the  eye  has  been  accustomed  to  range  at  iaige  over 
the  blue  expanse  of  waters,  without  one  object  to  diversify  and  bi^eak  the  i 
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ness  of  the  view,  the  fint  appearance  of  the  land  is  reaOy  dazzHn^.  Its  outKne^ 
shapes  and  colour,  are  more  vivid  and  distinct,  more  intensely  present  to  us  than 
at  any  other  moment  of  our  lives ;  and  we  foae  at  it  with  an  ardour  that  those 
only  can  conceive,  who  have  experienced  this^  long"  and  unnatural  separation. 
The  sea,  after  all,  is  not  our  element ;  we  are  intruders  upon  the  secrets  of  the 
mighty  deep,  and  we  feel  that  our  arrival  at  the  shores  of  mother  earth,  though 
in  a  foreign  and  unknown  clime,  is,  as  it  were,  a  return  to  home.  At  daybreak 
the  land  m  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  was  a  speck  upon  the  horizon,  that,  slowly 
rising  from  its  bed  of  waters,  gracefully  unfolded  its  dusky  form,  and  stood  at 
leng5i  displayed  in  wild  and  naked  majesty.  The  Table  Mountain,  witli  its 
fleecy  canopy  of  clouds,  is  the  most  remarkable  feature  in  the  scene ;  but  it 
would  be  vain  to  attempt  a  picture  of  the  whole  of  tins  lofly  promontory,  which 
stretches  its  rugged  arms  into  the  sea,  and,  frowning  like  a  mighty  giant  upon 
the  sons  of  other  climates,  that  -pour  in  upon  his  Cyclopaean  dominions,  seems 
an  appropriate  introduction  to  the  wilds  of  Southern  Afnca." 

The  country  round  Cape  Town  is  described  as  a  flat,  unprofitable, 
and  sandy  waste,  stripped  of  the  wood  which  once  clothed  it,  by 
the  improvidence  of  the  first  settlers,  who  were  too  anxious  to  sup- 
ply their  own  Avants  to  pay  any  regard  to  the  interests  of  futurity. 
Such  a  scene  must  be  little  calculated  to  excite  the  hopes  of  an 
agricultural  adventurer;  and  the  gaudy  flowers  which  are  scattered 
profusely  over  this  sandy  isthmus,  however  pleasing  to  the  eye  at 
the  botanist,  afford  no  consolation  to  him,  who  is  by  no  means  satis- 
fied with  such  painted  sterility.  The  village  of  Wynbei^,  however, 
at  six  miles  distance,  affords  a  rural  retreat  to  the  rich  merchants  of 
Cape  Town,  and  is  well  studded  with  oak  and  fir-trees,  and  adorned 
witn  myrtle-groves  and  orange-bowers  in  the  greatest  profusion. 
Our  author,  who  was  there  during  the  summer  season,  says,  that 
his  thermometer  stood  at  about  80  Fahrenheit,  in  a  large  flagged 
hall  at  Cape  Town,  and  that  there  is  a  difference  of  temperature 
between  town  and  country  of  about  ten  degrees  in  favour  of  the 
latter.  The  mornings  and  evenings  are  delightfullv  pleasant,  being 
generally  tempered  by  a  breeze  from  the  S.  E.  After  several  ex- 
cursions in  the  immediate  neighbourhood,  and  a  visit  to  Koeberg, 
or  the  com  country,  about  40  miles  to  the  north  of  Cape  Town,  the 
author  resolved  to  prosecute  his  inquiries  further  in  the  interior. 

**  The  tract  of  country  lying  along  the  southern  coast  had  been  reoommended 
to  me  as  the  most  fertile  part  of  the  colony ;  and  to  this  I  directed  my  princi- 
pal attention.  I  was  fortiwate  in  meeting  a  very  intelligent  companion,  with 
whom,  having  provided  myself  with  a  stout  Cape  hack,  and  a  servant,  I  set 
forward  upon  my  excursion.  We  preferred  horseback  as  being  the  most  in- 
dependent mode  of  conveyance,  though  not  affonUng  the  convenience  and  ac- 
commodation of  a  wagon  $  and  we  had  no  reason  to  repent  our  chmce.  I 
shottl4  recommend  tliis  mode  of  travelling  to  all  others  who  are  desirous  of 
seeing  the  country :  but  a  servant  accustomed  to  take  care  of  horses,  is  an  in- 
dispensable rec^uisite,  as  the  Africanos  (by  which  name  are  distinguished  idl 
persons  bom  in  the  Colony,  excepting  Hottentots,)  think  any  attention  to 
horses  beyond  feeding  and  watering  superfluous  trouble/' 

The  effect  produced  on  the  mind  by  traversing  the  dreary  wilds 
of  Africa,  is  well  described: 

**  The  traveller  in  Southern  Africa  soon  becomes  sen^ble  how  much  tlie  de- 
light of  travelfine  depends  upon  adventitious  circumstances,  not  necessarily 
connected  with  the  ground  he  traverses ;  and  that  the  contemplation  of  mere 
terrestrial  nature,  unstamped  with  any  images  of  departed  greatness,  awakening 
no  histoncal  recollections,  but  harbouring  m  its  bosom  only  ignorance  and  bar- 
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baii^,  becomes  even  an  hunuiiftdng  occupation.  It  is  not  the  aaH  we  trM.  Ofu 
but  tne  *  deeds  that  have  been  done  in  the  efime,'  that  speak  like  living*  voiced 
and  awaken  correspondent  emotions  within  us.— The  imperiahabk  fiite  of  the 
mig^hty  dead* 

Quod  non  imber  edax,  non  Aquilo  impotcns 

Posut  diruere, 
has  never  flung  the  witcheiy  of  its  enchantment  over  this  dreary  region :  its  in- 
lialMtants  have  rotted  away  like  the  *  grass  of  the  field ;'  or  if  a  villa^  Hampden, 
or  a  bosom  <  pregnant  with  celestial  me^*  ever  felt  the  glow  of  patnotism,  or  the 
inspiration  <n  genius,  no  stone  has  arisen  to  teU  the  tale :  the  deserts  are  wiAoat 
pyramids,  and  the  towns  without  a  trophy.  Man  is  here  to  be  firand  but  one 
step  removed  from  the  baboons  that  surround  him,  possessing  all  the  bari»n^ 
witnout  the  dignified  independence  of  the  savage.  By  the  nde  of  Ins  wretahed 
hut,  the  Hottentot  may  be  seen  seated  in  passive  indolence,  or  peifaaps  re- 
galing himself  with  the  undressed  entrails  and  blood  of  a  sheep,  wmie  the  part- 
ner of  his  life  is  picking  a  bone  of  cairion  at  his  side.** 

As  there  are  no  inns,  the  traveller  has  no  dependance  but  upon 
the  hospitalitj  of  the  Dutch  boors,  and  his  chiei^ difficulty  lies  in  so 
timing  Ms  stases  as  to  hit  the  different  houses,  which  look  as  if 
newly  dropped  from  the  clouds  in  the  midst  of  a  naked  waste ;  nor 
does  their  interior  arrangement  seem  more  congenial  to  onr  domestic 
taste.  Master  and  mistress^— children  without  number — slave  bovs, 
slave  girls,  and  Hottentots,  are  seen  running  about,  higgledy-piggle- 
dy, in  all  directions.  Of  the  Hottentot  women,  the  author  speaks, 
as  all  other  travellers  have  spoken,  as  most  dissustins  objects. 

The  great  and  inherent  defect  of  Southern  Africa  is  its  want  of 
water.  The  soil  is  constituted  of  materials  which»  like  blotting- 
paper,  will  not  hold  liquids.  The  rivers  scarcely  deserve  the  name, 
oeing  half-dried  purling  streams  in  summer,  and  swollen  torrents  in 
winter.  Another  defect,  almost  equally  remarkable,  is  the  want  of 
trees.  Whatever  may  be  the  reason,  it  is  singular  that  so  lai]^  a 
portion  of  the  colony  should  be  destitute  of  timber ;  for  excepting 
within  the  range  of  the  violent  south-east  winds  (which  are  not  mnch 
felt  beyond  the  Cape  district)  they  appear  to  thrive  remarkably  well. 
There  are  no  traces  of  recent  destruction ;  and  though  the  Dutch  are 
said  to  have  destroyed  the  wood  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Cape 
Town,  this  will  not  apply  to  the  interior  of  the  colony.  There  are, 
however,  some  favoured  spots  which  furnish  an  exception  to  this 
dreary  nakedness. 

*<  Between  Mossel  Bay  and  George  Town,"  savs  the  Author,  <*I  saw  tbe  fifst 
forest  trees ;  till  then  we  had  met  with  nothing  but  dwsif  shrubs,  which  ooca- 
sionsUy  relieved  the  wide  and  desolate  prospect  of  uncultivated  nature.  But 
here,  in  the  chasms  of  rocks  an4  deep  ravines^  the  yellow,  the  iron,  and  tbe 
stink-wood  tree,  displayed  their  rich  luxuriance  of  \es£,  and  waved  their  arms 
like  the  monarchs  of  the  wilderness.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  dneaiy 
effect  occasioned  by  the  continued  absence  of  trees,  which  fbitn  ti&e  priiicapai 
ornament  of  evety  landscape,  and  as  impossible  to  give  an  idea  of  tiie  dei^lit 
with  which  you  hail  their  return.  Though  the  summer  was  iar  advanced,  tbe 
foliage  had  lost  none  of  its  freshness  and  lustre  s  it  was  of  a  deeper,  darker,  more 
decided  tint  than  the  suns  of  the  north  could  produce ;  but  tnere  was  also  the 
liveliness  and  freshness  of  leaves  just  called  forth  at  the  touch  of  spring^:  it  m  as 
the  dark-haired  melting  beauty  of  Spain,  compared  with  the  bluo  eyes  and 
pfolden  tresses  of  the  north." 

Nothing  can  be  worse  than  the  Dutch  systejn  of  agricultare^  which 
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fuivours  -ot  primitiTe  barbaritj.  Their  ploogh  b  a  couple  of  heavy 
boards  nailed  together,  and  armed  with  a  clumsy  share,  which  it  re- 
quires a  dozen  oxen  to  work.  Their  harrow,  if  they  use  any  at  all,  is 
a  few  brambles.  A  slight  scattering  of  manure  is  sometimes  used, 
but  more  frequently  none  at  all ;  and  it  is  astonishing  to  see  the  crops 
this  soil,  even  the  lightest  sands,  will  produce,  with  so  little  artificial 
stimulus.  The  author  tells  us  that  ne  saw  a  field  which  had  thus 
borne  seventeen  successive,  crops  of  wheat  without  any  manure. 
When  the  soil  is  exhausted,  they  break  up  fresh  ground,  and  the  old 
is  suffered  to  lie  fallow,  as  they  term  it,  for  many  years ;  that  is,  it 
is  permitted  to  throw  up  plentiful  crops  of  bushes  and  heath,  till  in 
the  course  of  about  seven  years  its  turn  comes  round  again.  So 
much  for  their  sowing ;— -and  the  completion  of  their  harvest  ac- 
cords with  the  commencement  When  the  corn  is  to  be  beat  out, 
the  sheaves  are  spread  on  a  circular  floor,  surrounded  by  a  low 
wall,  with  which  every  farm  is  supplied.  The  farmer's  whole  stock 
of  brood-mares  and  colts  are  then  turned  in,  and,  a  black  man 
standing  in  the  centre  with  a  long  whip  to  enforce  his  authority,  the 
whole  herd  are  compelled  to  frisk  and  canter  round  till  the  corn  is 
trampled  out  of  the  ear.  This  is  termed  tramping  outs — a  prac- 
tice as  old  as  the  time  of  Moses,  at  least,  as  we  find  from  the  £5th 
chapter  of  Deuteronomy :— ^  Thou  shalt  not  muzzle  the  ox  when  he 
treadeth  out  the  com.'  In  spite  of  the  obvious  objections  to  so  la- 
borious and  uncleanly  an  operation,  it  is  universally  adopted  and 
upheld  by  the  native  boors,  who  set  their  faces  against  all  new- 
&ngled  inventions,  and  look  upon  the  landing  of  a  threshing-ma- 
chine with  as  much  amazement  as  the  inhabitants  of  Troy  did  upon 
the  wooden  horse.  It  is  easy  to  foresee  what  would  be  effected  by 
the  skill  and  perseverance  of  an  English  farmer;  and  indeed  it  ap- 
pears that  an  intelligent  Scotchman,  accompanied  by  a  dozen  of 
labourers  from  his  own  country,  has  already  settled  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Mossel  Bay,  upon  an  estate  comprising  about  8000 
acres.  The  Dutch  lauehed  at  his  improvements,  and  thought  his 
rejection  of  the  use  of  slaves  was  alone  a  sufficient  presage  of  his 
speedy  failure ;  but  his  ingenuity  and  perseverance  carried  him 
triumphantly  through  all  the  obstacles  and  prejudices  he  had  to  en- 
counter. After  an  experience  of  between  two  and  three  years,  he 
has  found  himself  deceived  in  none  of  his  calculations,  and  has 
established  beyond  a  doubt,  that  the  European  system  of  agricul- 
ture may,  with  very  few  exceptions,  be  imported  with  the  greatest 
advantage  into  the  better  part  of  Southern  Africa. 

After  a  detailed  account  of  the  natural  and  political  state  of  the 
Cape,  the  author  sums  up  the  emigrant's  hopes  of  success  in  the 
following  words : 

**  That  a  wide  field  is  open  for  labour  and  industry  is  beyond  a  doubt ;  but  if 
any  man  embarks  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  with  the  idea  of  realizing'  by 
agricultural  pursuits  large  sums  of  money,  or  has  so  partaken  of  the  prevailing 
deluflon,  as  to  imanne  that  he  is  to  be  exempt  from  the  curse  of  toihng  in  the 
.sweat  of  his  brow,  he  will  not  be  long  in  folding  his  mistake.  Here  is  no  manna 
to  be  gathered  in  indolence,  and  even  sheep-tul  fat  does  not  overflow  tiie  land. 
Perhaps  there  is  no  country  in  the  world  where  th(  mere  necessaries  of  life  are 
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OMve  euily  mippUed ;  but  to  insure  a  comfortable  subastence  no  iticonidera' 
ble  decree  of  exertion  is  requisite.  A  good  economist  of  labour  and  of  money, 
possessiDK  a  practical  knowledge  of  husbandry,  who  can  command  from  1000  to 
:2000/.  ana  wno  comes  properly  provided,  with  steady  men,  cannot  fail  of  suc- 
ceeding-." 

These  obserrations  are  meant  to  apply  onlj  to  the  most  eligible 
parts  of  the  colony,  and  have  no  reference  to  the  new  settlement  in 
Aleoa  Baj,  of  ivnich  the  author  does  not  gi?e  an  encouraging  de* 
tcnption.  We  will  not  attempt  to  abridge  this  part  of  the  volume, 
but  earnestly  recommend  it  to  the  perusal  qf  sucn  of  onr  readers  as 
are  desirous  of  forming  an  estimate  of  the  probable  snccess  of  the 
new  establishment,  from  the  impartial  statements  of  an  intelligent 
eye-witness. 

The  chapter  on  Cape  Town  is  very  amusing:  though  there  is 
occasionally  a  tone  ot  exaggeration,  which  appears  to  £e  indulged 
itt  for  the  sake  of  giving  efl^t.  In  his  observations  on  slavery,  for 
instance,  we  are  surprised  that  the  author  should  have  so  farde* 
parted  from  fact  in  representing  these  unhappy  creatures  as  ex- 
cluded from  the  consolations  of  religion ;  *'  and  that  a  slave  (as 
such)  is  not  permitted  to  become  a  Christian  at  the  Cape.'^  The 
truth  is,  that  their  masters  are  very  anxious  to  get  them  baptized 
in  order  to  detach  them  from  the  corrupted  Malay  Hahometanism 
which  prevails  amongst  them ;  the  evil  tendency  of  which  upon 
their  morals  and  conduct  is  so  evident,  that  policy  and  prudence, 
in  the  absence  of  better  motives,  would  urge  the  masters  to  call  in 
the  beneficial  iniSuence  of  Christianity. 

The  chapter  concludes  with  a  description  of  the  Table  Mountain, 
which  affords  another  sample  of  the  spirit  and  feeling  which  we 
have  remarked  upon  as  so  often  animating  this  Writers  sketches 
with  much  of  the  soul  of  poetry. 

*■  There  is  a  cliasra  of  great  deptli  in  the  Table  Mountain,  through  vhich, 
foUowing  the  bed  that  the  torrents  have  worn  for  themselTes»  tlie  ascent  may 
with  some  difficulty  be  acliieyed.  On  approaching  the  summit,  the  chasm  gra- 
duaUy  doses  in  upon  vou»  and  the  toil  increases  eveiy  moment;  but  here,  raidy 
to  sink  with  fati|^e,  the  pedestrian  (at  least  if  he  be  foolish  enough  to  attempt 
this  expedition  m  mid-day  as  I  did)  will  be  in  ecstasies  at  hearing  the  splashing 
of  water.  LArge  round  drops  falling  one  by  one  from  an  immense  hei^t — like 
tears  wrung  from  the  hard  rock — ^have  worn  for  themselves  a  little  basin  bclow^ 
where  they  lie  so  cold  and  puie,  that  Diana  herself  would  not  dread  staining 
her  lips  in  such  delicious  nectar.  There  is  neither  cross,  nor  cup,  nor  inacrip- 
tion,  however;  for  there  are  no  pilgrims  here." 

The  last  chapter  of  the  book  is  on  8t,  Helena;  which  will  be  read 
with  the  more  interest  at  the  present  moment,  as  it  gives  a  lively 
picture  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte  in  his  exile. 

<*  Napoleon  carefully  avoids  all  observation-'-a  weakness  that  seems  haidly 
worthy  of  a  |^at  man,  who  might  be  supposed  thoroughly  indifferent  to  the  idle 
gaze  of  cunosity,  which  cannot  be  frequent  enough  m  St  Helena  to  be  really 
obtrusive.  Perhaps  it  is  a  last  resource,  where  other  helps  are  wanting,  to  main- 
tain  something  like  dignity  and  personal  interest ;  for  kings  and  emperors  look 
prodigiously  like  other  men  upon  close  inspection.  Btisfortunes,  moreover,  have 
someming  sacred  in  tliem,  when  endured  in  privacy,  as  if  disdaining  the  conso- 
lations of  human  pity  and  condolence ;  and  the  spirit  that  will  not  commune 
with  its  kind  has  generally  credit  for  high  and  lofty  feelings,  that  hav|^  ph^ed  it 
above  *  life's  weaaness  and  its  comfoits  too.'  People  here  ascribe  tnis  conduct 
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to  a  less  dignified  motive,  nftmely,  his  diiple»ure  at  the  spi>ointineiit  of  Sir 
Uudflon  Lowe ;  for  on  his  first  arriTal  he  was  by  no  means  averse  to  society  ^^ 
be  this  as  k  may,  Napoleon  keeps  aloof  from  all  but  his  own  suite,  and  one  half 
of  the  garrison  have  never  seen  him.  From  the  same  motive,  it  is  presumed,  he 
has  entirely  left  off  riding  (formerly  a  favourite  exercise),  though  the  island 
affords  a  retired  ride  of  about  nine  miles  in  extent. 

**  Of  the  arrangement  and  distribution  of  his  time,  his  domestic  habits  and 
occupations,  I  was  enabled  to  collect  the  following  particulars..  He  rises 
with  the  sun ;  at  six  o'clock  he  is  in  his  garden,  where  he  employs  himself 
till  breakfast,  either  in  working,  or  directing  the  operations  of  several  Chinese 
whom  he  has  at  liis  disposal.  Between  breakfast  and  ^nner  he  passes  some 
hours  in  his  study ;  and  it  is  thought  he  is  busied  in  preparing  historical  me- 
moirs for  the  press.  At  three  o'clock  he  walk%  but  never  exceeds  the  boun- 
daiy  of  his  ganien,  the  waU  of  which  screens  him  from  observation.  His  din- 
ner is  served  up  at  four,  and  at  this  meal  he  is  conmionly  attended  by  Count 
3Iontholon,  and  sometimes  b^  General  Bertrand.  This  is  the  only  sodetv  he 
ever  indulges  in,  to  enliven  his  evenings,  and  render  confinement  more  tolera- 
ble. Gardening  is  the  occupation  in  wiiich  he  a^peafs  to  take  peculiar  deh^t 
—-an  occupation  well  suited  to  the  rilent  d^;nity  of  melancholy,  and  to  which 
kings  have  oflen  had  recourse  in  their  retirement  or  misfortunes.  Without 
being  too  laborious,  it  is  sufficient  to  prevent  the  mind  from  incessantly  brood- 
ing over  its  own  miseries." 

**  A  square  patch  of  ground,  of  about  an  acre  in  extent,  enclosed  with  a  mud 
wall,  is  the  principal  theatre  of  the  labours  of  Napoleon.  Through  this  plot 
runs  a  straight  gravel  walk,  at  one  end  of  which  is  fixed  in  the  ground  ft  rustic 
wooden  chair,  punted  green,  and  before  it  a  stone  table ;  at  this  he  frequently 
dines  alone  upon  the  plainest  food,  withdrawing  afterwards  to  a  bower  at  the 
other  extremity  to  take  his  coffee,  and  airangc  his  plans  for  the  ensuing  day. 
To  fadlitate  the  operation  of  watering  he  had  cut  a  Httle  channel  down  the  mid- 
dle of  the  walk,  oy  which  the  water  was  conveyed  firom  a  spring  to  several 
round  holes,  about  two  feet  in  depth,  dug  purposely  to  receive  it.  Here,  in  a 
flowered  dresring  gown,  his  green  slippers,  and  his  head  bound  round  with  a 
crimson  silk  handkerchief  may  be  found  the  once  mighty  Emperor,  wielding  a 
watering-pot,  turning  up  tlie  soil,  or  culling  simples."  ' 

«*Here,  at  least,  is  a  new  study  of  the  Ex-cmpcror:  instead  of  venting  bis 
discontent  in  useless  murmurs,  or  nursing  it  in  sullen  indignation,  we  find  him 
philosophically  resigned  to  the  turns  of  fate ;  and,  instead  of  dethroning  kings, 
crushing  empires,  and  planting  new  dynasties,  quietly  employed  in  untenanting 
snail-shelb,  demolishing  worms,  and  setting  cabbages.  His  friends  may,  perhaps, 
fondly  contemplate  in  him  a  second  Cincinnatus,  leaning  on  his  spade  till  his  coun- 
try shall  again  command  his  services;  while  he,  perhaps,  like  Dioclesian,  already 
prefers  his  cabbages  to  the  purple.  I  walked  up  and  down  this  scene  of  impe- 
rial gardening  with  considewle  interest,  trying,  but  in  vain,  to  disco^r  some 
marks  of  the  master-hand.  It  was  a  very  kitchen-garden,  in  the  most  homely 
sense  of  that  word;  and  the  genius  that  produced  such  transcendant  efiTects 
upon  the  phiins  of  Austerlitz  and  Marengo,  seems  to  have  served  him  but  little 
in  his  encounters  with  earth  and  stones.*' 


*•  Napoleon  still  occasionally  acts  the  Emperor;  the  rags  of  royalty  cleave  to . 
him  like  the  tunic  of  Ncssiis.  Wien  Adnural  Plampin  waited  upon  him  in 
form,t>n  arriving  on  the  station,  he  received  him  with  his  haton>  his  arms 
fialded,  and,  after  exchanmng  a  few  words,  the  adnural  remaining  stanchng,  Na- 
poleon turned  upon  his  heel  and  broke  up  the  conferience.  Lord.Charles  So- 
merset, on  his  way  from  the  Cape,  sent  m  his  name,  with  a  request  that  he 
might  be  permitted  to  pay  his  respects  in  person.  His  lordship's  ser^  was 
dismissed  witii  this  only  message — ^that  there  was  no  anwwer,** 

"Bonaparte  has  no  chapel  either  in  his  new  or  old  mansions;  but  an  altar  i^ 
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fitted  up  in  one  of  the  rooms  of  bis  new  bouse,  and  appropriated  to  the  cele- 
bration of  mass  on  Sunday,  at  which  he  invariably  assiats.  What  the  reUgkns 
opinions  of  Napoleon  are,  or  whether  he  has  adopted  from  stiidy  and  reflection 
any  settled  opinions  of  his  own  upon  this  subject  it  would  be  difficult  to  ascer- 
tain. Probably,  though  he  encouraged  the  established  religion  in  France,  as  a 
means  of  maintaining  social  order  and  a  subjection  to  constituted  authorities,  he 
was  himself  indifTerent  as  to  any  peculiar  system  of  worship,  but  thought  witii 
Rousseau,»that  homage  was  equally  aocepteble  to  the  Dei^,  under  whatever 
form  it  might  be  presented.  The  man  who  in  publiclv  addressing  the  Multi» 
in  die  pyramid  of  Cheops,  adopted  the  usual  Mahommeoan  salutation  of  *  Glory 
to  Allah!  there  is  no  true  Goa  but  God,  and  Ifahomet  is  his  Prophet,'  &c.  was 
at  all  events  no  veiy  rigoroiia  disciple  of  Christianity.  In  his  address,  however,  to 
the  deputation  of  clergymen  who  wuted  upon  him  atBreda»  we  find  him  talkbi^ 
of  *  having  met  in  Bossuet,  and  the  maxims  of  the  Gdfican  diurcb,  with  princi- 
ples that,  agreeing  with  his  own,  had  prevented  his  being  a  Protestant.'  Hie 
text  upon  which  he  dwells  on  that  occasion  (and  which  was,  periiaps,  the 
fhndamental  prinople  of  hb  Christianity,)  is,  *  Give  unto  Cxsar  the  things  that 
are  Cesar's.'  He  tells  them,  *  I  am  of  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ,  who  SMd, 
Cdve  unto  Caesar  the  things  that  are  Caesar's;  and,  conformably  to  the  ndes  of 
the  same  Gospel,  I  ^ve  unto  God  the  things  that  are  God's.'  Caesar's  share  he 
certainly  exacted  with  rigorous  scnipuloa^ :  what  he  gave  to  God  it  would  be 
less  easy  to  discover.  However,  misfortunes  may  perchance  have  *  changed  his 
hand  and  checked  his  pride;'  for  we  now  see  him  attentive  to  the  fonos  of  war- 
ahip,  and  to  exercises  of  piety,  when  his  example  can  be  no  longer  impomog — 
when  his  indifference  would  pass  unregarded." 

We  have  given  these  extracts  at  len^,  because  we  think  that 
all  authentic  information  relating  to  this  extraordinarj  being  will 
be  collected  and  read  with  increasing;  interest,  as  the  prejudices 
and  passions  of  the  present  time  begin  to  subside.  Posterity  will 
regard  him  with  more  astonishment  than  ourselves  who  have  sees 
his  beginning  and  his  end. 

**  VVhen  that  his  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  small  a  space; 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enough!" 


STAirZAS  TO  A  BEAUTY. 

TmAVBcivDANT  Being!  say— «h!  tell  me  whence— 
From  what  bright  region  of  ethereal  day. 
Come  thy  fair  features— mild  intelligence. 
Like  a  young  Iris  fonned  by  Beaut]ps  ray— 
And  uncompounded  of  our  base  material  day ! 
Art  thou  a  fitiry  vision  from  the  sky. 
Sent  down  to  cheer  this  gloomy  world  below  ? 
Or  Houri— fit>m  Elysian  fields  on  high. 
The  place  where  Musulmen  desire  to  go- 
Where  purest  love  abounds,  and  bating  laptores  flow  } 
Ah,  no !  those  dimpling  smiles,  that  cheeifiil  play 
Around  thy  rosy  lips  and  mantling  chcek, 
Thai  bosom's  throb,  those  eyes  that  gazing  slay. 
Thee  still  a  creature  of  our  earth  bespeak— 
Proclaim  thee  human  still — and  still  as  woman— weak  * 
Oh,  thou  art  foim'd,  all  tenderness  and  love. 
To  be  an  helpmate  to  one  here  below — 
Though  beauteous  as  angelic  souls  above. 
To  bid  some  mortal's  cup  of  bliss  o'crflow — 
Inspiring  joys,  aba!  I  periiaps  may  never  know! 
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JOURNAL  OF  A  TOURIST. 

It  has  been  observed,  that  were  seven  different  people  to  visit 
the  same  quarter  of  Rome  on  the  same  day,  and  publish  what  they 
had  seen,  their  accounts  would  probably  be  all  difterent-— so  various 
are  the  associations  which  that  city  suggests,  and  so  mu6h  do  th« 
impressions  produced  even  by  physical  oojects,  depend  on  the  tem- 
perament of  those  who  contemplate  them.  In  a  minor  degree,  the 
same  observation  may  be  extended  to  objects  much  more  accessible, 
and  infinitely  less  pregnant  with  recollections,  than  Rome.  When 
Goldsmith  proposed  an  addition  to  the  Literary  Club,  because  the 
existing  members  knew  the  extent  of  one  another's  minds,  Dr.  John- 
son inoignantly  exclaimed— <<^  I  promise  you.  Sir,  you  have  not  jet 
half  got  to  the  bottom  of  mine;"  and  without  the  vanity  of  even 
disclaiming  any  comparison  with  that  powerful  intellect,  I  will 
venture  to  assert,  that  no  man  of  ordinary  observation,  if  he  will 
give  a  faithful  transcript  of  his  mind,  as  he  journeys  throudi  new 
scenes,  can  fail  to  produce  something  wortliy  of  perusal,  even 
although  his  course  should  have  «  moved  on  the  broaa  wav  and  the 
beaten  track."  One  need  not  travel  from  Dan  to  Beersheba  to  find 
subjects  for  the  pen;  and  as  a  worthy  bibliopolist  has  lately  pub- 
lished an  excursion  from  London  to  Richmond,  which,  to  my  taste, 
is  incalculably  more  interesting  than  the  two  Vovages  to  the  un- 
trodden renons  of  Baffin's  Bay,  notwithstandingthe  attractions  of 
copies  of  the  log-book  and  lone  tables  of  lunar  observations,  I  am 
not  without  hopes  that  a  trip  ny  the  ordinary  route  from  London 
to  Italy  may  be  made  perusable,  even  if  it  possesses  no  other  merit 
than  that  of  recording,  in  the  lanffuage  that  first  occurred,  the  im- 
pressions of  the  moment,  as  they  flitted  across  the  author's  mind. 

•*  Life,  Sir,  has  few  thinss  better  than  this,"  said  Dr.  Johnson,  as 
he  was  travelling  at  a  brisk  rate  in  a  post-chaise ;  and  certain  it  is 
that  the  excitement  of  rapid  motion,  and  a  quick  succession  of  ob- 
jects, is  highly  gratifying  to  all  minds;  while  to  men  of  hypochon- 
driacal or  phlegmatic  constitutions,  by  acting  as  a  wholesome  stimu- 
iant,  it  probably  affords  a  double  portion  of  enjoyment.  Is  it  on 
this  account  that  the  English  are  so  fond  of  celerity  in  travellin||, 
and  that  so  many  dull  and  listless  lounsers  are  as  anxious  to  gain 
five  minutes  in  flying  to  Brighton,  as  if  their  time  were  really  worth 
saving?  Such  is  our  overweening  self-conceit,  that  we  think  it 
impossible  we  should  be  guilty  of  inconsistencies  which  we  can  so 
easily  detect  in  others;  and  yet,  without  a  single  motive  for  hurry, 
I  felt  impatient  to  be  at  Dover,^-MEM.  To  think  a  little  more  of 
my  own  foibles,  ^d  a  little  less  of  other  people's. 

As  we  travelled  throueh  the  smiling  fields  of  Kent,  richly  culti- 
vated to  the  verv  edg^e  of  the  road,  hops  and  com  waving  on  every 
side  in  healthy  luxuriance,  and  apparently  ready  to  pour  out  Iheir 
wealth  into  tiie  laps  of  their  proprietors,  I  could  not  help  reflecting 
on  the  Tantalus-hke  fate  of  the  cultivators,  who,  from  the  ruinous 
price  of  agricultural  produce,  are  fated  to  starve  in  the  midst  of 
plenty;  or,  to  use  a  more  appropriate  phrase,  are  in  imminent  dan- 
ger or  dying  of  a  plethora.    More  than  once  did  I  repeat  to  myself 
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the  four  well-known  lines  beginning,  ^  Sic  tos  non  vebis;"  snd  I 
thought  of  the  arms  assumed  by  Tasso,  to  reproach  the  ingratitude 
of  his  patron— a  bee-hive  destroyed  for  its  honej,  with  the  motto — 
*'  Evil  for  good."  Such  is  the  disjointed  and  unnatural  aUUe  of 
England*  that  it  is  not  easy  to  foresee  a  remedy  for  tUs  alternation 
of  misery  between  the  manufacturer  and  the  agriculturist,  one  of 
which  classes  can  only  be  relieved  at  the  expense  of  the  other,  tiius 
keeping  both,  as  an  alliterative  friend  of  mine  expresses  it,  in  a 
round  robin  of  ruin,  and  a  successive  see-saw  of  starvatioo.  Like 
an  enormous  millstone  round  the  neck  of  the  nation,  the  public  debt 
drags  every  thing  from  its  equilibrium ;  and  so  long  as  we  endea- 
vour to  support  its  entire  weight,  we  shall  be  destined,  I  am  afraid, 
to  illustrate  the  fate  of  the  pig  who  cut  his  own  throat  in  endeavour- 
ing to  keep  his  head  above  water.  Symptoms  of  a  chaa^  in  our 
system  begin,  however,  U^  manifest  themselves.  Cries  si  **  JWmo 
itnetur  md  %mfimih\!^^  have  been  raised  in  Parliament,  and  received 
with  acclamations;  those  who  make  the  laws  are  necessarily  land- 
holders, and  the  result  of  a  contest  between  the  agricultural  and 
funded  interests,  cannot  be  doubtful.  Already  have  the  former 
repealed  the  horse-tax  against  all  the  influence  of  the  minister,  and, 
having  thus  felt  their  strength,  it  is  not  likely  they  will  relax  in 
their  efforts ;  nor,  if  self-preservation  be  the  first  law  of  nature,  can 
they  fairly  be  blamed  for  throwing  other  people's  property  over- 
board instead  of  their  own,  when  the  state  vessel  is  in  daiq;er  of 
foundering.  How  w«U  do  I  remember,  when  die  Pilot  who  wea- 
thered the  storm,  or  as  he  is  sometimes  termed  with  HibemisD 
felicity^***''  the  immortal  statesman  itou^  nm  woirt!^  levelled  every 
variety  of  contemptuous  sneer,  taunt,  and  ridicule  against  thtt 
French  nation,  for  their  want  of  credit,  while  he  ma^iified  the 
power  and  blessings  which  England  eiyoyed  from  the  inexhausti- 
bility of  her  financial  resources.  Alas!  like  the  wonders  to  be 
wrought  by  his  Sinkiug^fund,  the  blessings  have  disappeared, — the 
burdens  remains  England  is  struggling  with  difficulties  which  she 
never  can  surmount  but  by  a  violatu>n  of  faith  with  the  public  ere- 
^ditor;  while  France,  after  all  the  repayments  and  conttibutions 
exacted  in  two  cjuick  succeeding  conquests,  is  in  a  more  floarishing 
financial  condition  than  any  country  of  the  worldw— Mem.  Not  to 
write  about  politics  or  political  economy  in  future,  for  we  have  beeo 
lately  satiated  with  the  snfagect  in  England,  and  in  France  it  is 
t'eckoned  **  oiMra  boni»  mores." 

Arrived  at  Dover,  and  learned*  to  our  infinite  disappoiiitaent, 
that  the  steam-boat,  by  which  we  intended  to  cross,  had  met  with 
an  accident  at  Calais,  and  could  not  be  repaired  for  some  months. 
Aware  of  the  prejudice  mstiog  among  **  the  old  shipping  intcrest'* 
against  tfiis  moat  delightful  innovation,  I  inquired  where  I  could 
find  any  person  connected, with  it,  but  was  universally  inioFmed, 
that  it  was  conducted  by  a  stranger,  and  that  no  friendis  belonging 
to  the  establishment  were  liviiig  at  Dover. .  Diatmstiag  every  per- 
son lounging  about  the  beach,  or  attired  in  blue  trowsers,  I  betook 
myself  to  respectable  tradesmen,  as  far  as  possible  from^  the  per- 
fidiotts  oeoao :  tiiey  were  unanimous  aa  to  tnt  vessel  having  been 
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nearly  beaten  to  pieces,  though  they  differed  an  to  the  time  When 
she  might  be  expected  over  ^  none,  however,  thinking  it  cotild  be 
less  than  three  months,  and  some  deeming  the  injury  altogether 
irreparable*  To  make  aasorance  donbly  sure,  I  applied  finally  to 
the  landlady  of  my  hotel,  who  very  candidly  told  me,  that  there 
was  a  gentleman  in  the  niace  attached  to  the  steam-boat  establish* 
ment;  that  she  expected  him  to  call  in  about  half  an  hour,  and 
would  send  htm  to  my  room.  He  presented  himself  accordinelyi 
and  I  instantly  saw  by  his  looks  that  the  news  was  all  true.  He  had 
only  that  mornins  reedred  a  letter  from  the  captain,  informing  him 
that  the  iron  paddles  cottkl  not  be  repaired  at  Calais,  and  that  she 
must  be  towed  over  to  Dover,  where  he  feared  he  should  inevitably 
be  detained  a  month  or  five  weeks.  In  this  emei^ncy,  he  recom*- 
mended  me,  as  a  friend,  to  embark  on  board  the  regular  packet, 
which  with  the  wind  then  prevailing  could  not  be  above  three  or 
four  hours  in  efiectins  the  passi^.  I  took  his  advice :— the  first 
person  I  saw  on  board  "  the  regular  packet,''  when  I  had  bar^ined 
for  my  conveyance,  was  himself  acting  as  mate  >^we  had  a  misera- 
ble passage  of  ei^ht  hours,  all  dreadfully  ill  i  and,  on  the  morning 
following  our  arrival,  had  the  mortification  of  seeing  the  steam-boat 
cutting  out  of  Calais  harbour  in  gallant  trim,  as  if  she  were  fljdng 
over  uie  waters  to  confound  all  the  detractors  and  falsifiers  m 
Dover.  Remembered  the  anecdote  of  Gibbon,  who  being  disturbed^ 
when  writing  his  history,  by  the  quarrels  of  two  servants  beneath 
his  window,  proceeded  to  investigate  the  cause,  but  was  utterly 
unable  to  ascertain  the  truth  between  their  conflicting  statements. 
^  How  futile,"  he  exclaimed, "  the  task  on  which  I  am  now  employ- 
ed, of  deciding  some  contested  point  of  the  quarrel  between  Ciesar 
and  Antony,  when  I  cannot  pronounce  upon  a  fact  which  has  oc- 
curred within  this  half  hour  almost  in  my  own  presence."-^MeM. 
Not  to  learn  distrust  and  a  general  system  of  doubting  from  these 
instances;  for  it  is  better  to  be  an  occasional  dupe  than  a  syste** 
matic  Pyrrhonust. 

Having  lost  the  tide  at  Calais,  we  were  forced  to  disembark  in 
small  boats,  at  an  additional  expense  of  four  francs  each,  an  impo« 
sition  first  sanctioned  by  the  mayor  of  Dover,  and  only  a  retalia- 
tion on  the  part  of  the  French.  As  we  approached  the  shore,  the 
national  character  instantly  began  to  manifest  itself!  eifch  of  the 
rowers,  utterly  indifierent  to  the  orders  of  the  steersman,  seemed 
to  have  a  plan  of  his  own  for  avoiding  the  breakers,,  which  he  sup- 
ported-with  inconceivable  vehemence  of  voice  and  gesticulation, 
echoed  and  even  surpassed  by  a  hundred  half-nidced  fellows  on  the 
beach,  who,  as  we  drew  near,  rushed  into  the  water,  and  seizing 
us  amidst  a  thousand  exclamations,  all  uttered'  in  the  highest  key 
of  their  voice,  conveyed  us  in  their  arms,  or  on  their  backs,  to  the 
wet  sands,  where,  upon  pnyiug  one  frank  and  a  half  more,  each  per- 
son had  the  pleasure  of  findinghimself  standing  in  a  French  puddle. 

Contrasted  this  vociferous  and  attitudinising  hurlvburly  witii  an 
incident  of  which  I  was  once  a  witness,  and  which  evinced  the 
phlegmatic  energy  of  the  Ens^sh  character.  In  one  of  our  steam- 
boats a  sudden  gust  of  wind  having  blown  the  steersman's  hat  ioto 
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the  water,  ke  mattered  an  oatiw-rang  the  beU,  which  g»Te  nottce  to 
the  soperintendant  of  the  boiler  below  to  take  off  the  steam  and  stop 
the  vessel,  and  calling  out  the  word  "  Tom !"  to  asailor»  pointed  to 
the  floating  beaver.  Without  uttering  a  word,  Tom  touched  a 
messmate's  shoulder,  and  repeated  the  signal  with  his  finger»  when 
they  both  jumped  into  the  small  boat  at  the  vessel's  stern,  pulled 
instantly  away  with  all  their  strength, — recovered  the  hat,  and  de- 
livered their  dripping  prize  in  perfect  silence  to  the  steersman,  who 
again  ran^  the  bell  as  a  signal  to  proceed,  and  we  resumed  our 
voyage  witb  no  other  expenditure  of  breath  than  a  muttered  oath, 
and  the  pronunciation  or  the  word  ^ Tom!"  On  board  a  French 
vessel  a  similar  occurrence  would  have  raised  a  hundred  voices  and 
shoulders  at  once,  and  amid  the  general  uproar  they  would  proba- 
bly have  never  decided  what  was  to  be  done  until  the  hat  had  sank, 
wnen  they  would  have  attitudinised,  and  exclaimed  for  half  an  hour 
longer.  Another  half  frank  for  permission  to  mount  Calais  Pier 
enabled  us  to  consider  ourselves  tairly  in  France,  not  all  disposed 
to  qusurrel  with  Dr.  Johnson's  definition  of  a  ship,  and  very  much 
inclined  to  doubt  the  existence  of  that  nautical  heau  ideal,  tne  dra- 
matic sailor*  Passed  under  the  gate  rendered  familiar  to  the  most 
untravelled  Englishman  by  Hogarth's  satirical  caricature,  and  found 
a  comfortable  hotel  in  the  Rue  Eustache  St  Pierre,  so  named  from 
the  celebrated  mayor,  who  resided  in  it  at  the  time  of  the  memora- 
ble surrender,  which  history  and  Colman's  popular  opera  have  com- 
bined to  impress  uj^n  our  recollections.  Could  that  patriotic 
magistrate  lift  up  his  head  from  beneath  the  vaults  of  tlie  mat 
church,  we  could  not  help  fitncying  that  he  would  find  very  Uttle 
change  in  the  houses  or  habiliments  of  his  fellow  citis^ns,  for  eveiy 
thing  appertaining  to  Calais  has  an  air  inconceivably  antique,  and 
forms  a  contrast  to  England  as  sudden  as  it  is  sin^lar  and  amusing. 
One  of  the  first  reflections  that  crossed  my  mmd  was— 4be  folly 
and  wickedness  of  kings  and  rulers,  by  which  two  nations,  formed 
to  esteem  and  improve  one  another,  have,  for  the  greatest  part  of 
every  century,  been  debarred  from  mutual  intercourse :  or  only  al- 
lowed to  meet  for  the  rational  recreation  of  cutting  one  another's 
throats,  or  thrusting  bayonets  into  one  another's  bodies ;  while  tiiw 

Kvemors,  aloof  from  danger,  patted  their  besotted  victims  on  the 
ck,  and  stimulated  their  ferocity  till  the  work  of  destruction  was 
complete.  I  recalled  the  sanguinary  wars  occasioned  by  weak 
inonarchs,  wicked  favourites,  and  profligate  mistresses,  not  forget- 
tine  the  political  change  and  convulsion  emanating  from  aa  anery 
kick  which  the  Pope  bestowed  on  an  English  ambassador's  l^-dog, 
for  snappins  at  his  spangled  slipper;  and  I  had  already  bc^^iin  to 
concoct  a  philippic  worthy  of  Demosthenes,  when  it  occurredtome, 
that,  in  many  instances,  the  rulees  might  be  quite  as  much  in  &uit 
AS  the  rttlers.p— The  London  merchants,  I  remember,  threw  ap  their 
hats  and  gave  three  cheers  when  the  war  was  renewed  between 
France  and  Enj;land;  and  I  cannot  help  considering  the  pressure 
and  misery  which  they  are  now  enduring,  as  a  fit  reward  tor  their 
sordid  inhumanity^— Mbm.  .Not  to  indulge  too  much  in  declama- 
tion, nor  impute  M  the  miseries  of  the  world  to  those  who  are  so 
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obliging  as  to  aftsume  its  manageinent.   Their  fair  share  is  quite 
enough.  * 

If  any  tee  should  erer  peruse  this  album^  he  will  find  strange 
transitians,  for  I  record  whatever  comes  *  uppermost  (as  l£e 
phrase  is );  though  it  is,  perhaps,  no  very  violent  change  of  sub- 
ject, to  wander  from  the  beads  of  nations  to  the  heads  of  women, 
which,  among  the  lower  orders,  are  here  universally  cased  in  a 
clean  white  cap,  without  any  bonnet*  Market-day  at  Calais  af- 
forded us  a  good  opportunity  of  seeing  them  assembled,  and  we 
pronounced  mem  decidedly  more  cieamy  and  better  dressed  than 
the  same  ranks  in  England ;  even  the  fish -women  forming  a  con- 
trast, by  their  clean  head-dresses  and  stockings,  and  decent  attire 
as  well  as  demeanour,  to  that  utter  abandonment  of  person  and 
language,  for  which  the  ladies  of  BilUngsgate  have  rendered  them- 
selves so  notorious.  This  favourable  impression  was  confirmed  on 
the  following  evening,  when  a  few  sous  procured  us  admission  to 
the  Vauxhall  of  the  place,  consisting  of  a  shabby  room  for  dancing, 
with  a  band  of  three  or  four  fiddlers,  and  a  small  open  plat,  for 
the  same  purpose,  surrounded  by  arbours.  It  was  crowded  to  ex- 
cess with  soldiers,  sailors,  and  tradespeople,  all  well-dressed, 
many  of  the  women  even  deserving  to  be  termed  genteel,  if  not 
elegant,  in  their  appearance,  and  all  dancing  waltzes  and  qua- 
drilles, with  a  spirit,  grace,  and  decorum,  that  would  have  done 
honour  to  a  more  select  assemblage.  Several  couples,  who  could 
not  get  admittance  into  the  grano  saloon  fas  it  was  rather  unde- 
servedly called),  were  dancing  outside,  while  a  refreshment-room 
at  the  end,  notwitiistandin^  the  inviting  notice  that  all  -sorts  of  li- 
quors were  to  be  had  withiUi  at  prices  subjoined,  did  not  contain 
a  single  tenant.— In  England,  alt  this  would  have  been  reversed; 
and,  as  if  to  complete  the  contrast,  the  evening  on  which  we  wit:< 
nessed  this  universal  scene  of  festivity,  was  Sunday. 

Calais  is  a  fortified  town  of  some  extent;  and  having  a  good 
market,  an  extensive  pier,  and  daily  intercourse  with  England 
possesses  attractiohs  as  a  place  of  residence  for  our  countrymen, 
of  which  a  good  many  have  availed  themselves. 
{To  be  continued.) 


SONG. 

AvAunT  with  your  babble  of  Venus  and  Cupul, 

And  all  the  symbolical  ^ntiy  of  yore; 
I  never  could  yet  be  thus  silly  or  stupiti. 

To  bow  to  a  statue,  and  say  "  I  adore  !'* 
But  I  liave  an  idol  who  governs  my  fate, 

Earth's  breathing^  inhabitant|  mortal  I  own ; 
And  beauty  that  strongly  can  love  or  can  hate. 

Is  certainly  quite  as  enchanting  as  stone. 

The  goddess  who  fixes  my  glowing  devotion. 
Has  eyes  that  are  ludd,  and  lips  that  are  warm ; 

And  adds  the  Ught  graces  of  dehcate  motion. 
To  perfect  the  charm  of  an  elegant  form: — 

And,  scorning  the  gloomy  delnuons  of  old, 
i  worship,  at  sunset  beneath  the  blue  dome, 
Vbl.  n.  No.  10.— 1821 .  3  T. 
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Which,  fretted  with  purple,  and  cnnuoii,  and  gold, 
Outahines  all  the  torch-light  of  Athens  and  Rome. 

Untuded,  amid  the  romantic  secloaion^ — 

Her  priest  and  attendant— I  fling  o'er  the  air 
The  incense  of  passion;  secure  from  intiuaon. 

Though  crowds  of  young  gallants  my  priesthood  would  share. 
For  I  am  no  Jesuit,  nor  proselytes  need. 

While  flowers,  birds,  and  zephyrs,  with  olaneta  above. 
Pay  homage  to  her,  and,  adopting  my  creeo. 

Unite  in  the  blissful  religion  cf  love.  J. 


SONNET. 

Ybb  !  it  it  beautiful — that  summer  scene. 
With  all  the  lights  of  morning  o'er  it  gleaming, — 
And  thou  art  l^aatifiil--thy  sweet  eye  beaming 

In  virtue's  brightness,  radiant,  yet  serene ; 

But  there  is  on  my  mind  a  thought  that  decks 
With  brighter  beauty  all  my  eye  can  see ; 

A  thought  whose  presence  quenches  not,  nor  checks 

'    The-fervour  of  my  gaze,  beholding  thee — 

Thought  of  the  pure,  made  purer  still— and  all 
Of  beauty,  yet  more  beautiful: — to  me 

Such  musings  are  deli^tful,  for  they  £dl 
Like  the  sun's  beams  on  every  thing  I  see. 

Gilding,  refining,  sanctifying  aU 
With  noble  thoughts  of  Immortality.  E.  T. 


PANAMTi's  &PI6IIAM8. 

Pananti,  who  is  chiefly  known  in  England  by  his  interestinetc- 
count of  his  captivity  amonethe  Turks,  is  much  esteemed  in Tlo- 
rence  as  a  wit  and  a  pure  Tuscan  writer.    His  epigrams  are  in 

great  circulation  in  Italian  society,  where  they  are  admired  for 
leir  causticity,  political  allusion,  boldness,  and  liberality  of  senti- 
ment. The  volume  which  he  has  printed,  though  prun^  of  what- 
ever might  give  umbrage  to  the  powers  that  li^,  has  considerable 
merit.  A  large  part,  however,  consists  of  translations  from  the 
French,  English,  and  ancient  epigrammatists;  and  of  thos£  pieces 
which  are  original,  many  partake  too  much  of  tiie  licentiousness, 
as  well  as'of  the  purity  of  diction  of  the  fifteenth  century,  to  ren- 
der them  generally  acceptable  to  an  English  public. 

IPIORAM  PBOX  PAirAim. 

lis  vece  di  far  atti 

Di  carit^  di  speme, 

£  dell'  anima  i  iatti 

In  vece  d'  aggiustar,  sull'  ore  estieme 

DeUa  sua  vita  Rombo  calcohiva, 

Fino  a  quanto  montava 

La  spesa  del  suo  male. 

Tanto  al  medico,  tanto  alio  speziale, 

Tanto  per  V  inventario  e  sepoltura 

Tanto  ci  vuol  per  rimbiancar  le  mura, 

Tanto  in  messe  ed  in  altte  opere  buone, 

Oltre  il  render  la  dote  alia  consoite. 

Oh !  grido  con  ragione 

E*coiii  Bpaventevole  la  morte. 
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Stretch'd  on  lus  bed  of  death  old  Thomas  lyiitg. 

And  pretty  certain  he  was  dying. 

Instead  of  summing  his  offen^a^ 

Began  to  reckon  his  expenses, 

For  mixture,  b<dua,  draught  and  pill, 

A  long  apothecary's  bill; 

And  guineas  gone  in  paying  doctors^ 

With  fees  t'  attorneys,  and  to  proctors; 

The  sexton's  and  the  parson's  due. 

The  undertaker's  reck'ning  too;— » 

Alas!  quoth  Tom,  with  his  last  agfa, 

'Tis  a  most  fearful  thing  to  die.  M. 

**  Gode  il  cor  di  trattar  le  sue  ferite.''  Moirrx. 
I  HAVE  been  mightily  puzzled  to  find  out  what  there  is  in 
Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,  that  could  have  induced 
Johnson  to  forego  for  it,  in  particular,  the  habitual  comfort  of 
his  moming^s  nap.  The  sentence  in  which  he  records  this,  has 
led  thousands  of  pensive  gendemen  to  purchase  the  book:  it  is 
in  every  library  with  its  leaves  seldom  cut  half  through  DemO" 
critus  ^unior^s  string  of  impertinencies  to  the  reader.  The 
reason  is,  that  Qielancholy  wants  more  to  be  fed  than  analyzed : 
it  is  a  natural  craving,  and  demands  nourishment  instead  of 
medicine.  To  prescribe  antidotes  for  it,  as  for  poison,  is  the 
very  way  to  convert  it  into  the  evil  they  would  avoid. 

Johnson  was  a  great  empiric  in  mental  subjects :  he  was  always 
doctoring  his  disposition,  and,  being  a  strenuous  asserter  of  the 
power  of  the  will,  was  fain  to  have  himself  a  machine — ^resistless 
and  obedient  to  the  direction  of  pure  intellect.  Even  the  most 
subtle  operations  of  the  mind — ^literary  compositions,  for  instance 
—he  would  have  to  depend  upon  resolution  alone,  independent 
of  health,  weather,  or  any  other  external  causes*  It  is  very 
likely  that  this  sentiment,  dogmatically  and  determinately  felt 
as  it  was  by  him,  might  have  had  the  effect  of  producing  a  habit 
of  mind  calculated  to  corroborate  the  truth  of  the  opinion.  Be- 
sides, his  clear  and  compact  body  of  thought  was  one  from  which 
a  thread  of  speculation  might  be  woven  at  any  time.  He  had 
no  "  half-perceptions,"  none  of  the  intuitive  penetration,  the  sc-' 
cond  sight  in  metaphysics,  which  is  not  to  be  elicited  but  at 
happy  intervals.  His  reflections  were  part  of  a  solid  mass  of 
coarse  but  sterling  sense-— ready  to  be  cut  out  into  syllogisms  at 
any  time.  But  of  the  elegant,  the  fine,  the  airy  truths,  which  are 
struck  out  like  sparks  in  momentary  collision,  he  knew  nothing. 
He  was  independent  of  inspiration,  and  therefore  might  contemn 
and  make  light  of  those  poetic  gleams  of  intelligence,  the  moUia 
tempora^  and  the  casualties,-  on  which  genius,  proud  and  mighty 
as  it  is,  must  in  a  great  measure  depend.  He  endeavoured  to 
be  as  despotic  over  himself  as  he  was  over  others,  and  chid  bis 
rebellious  feelings  in  the  same  authoritative  tone  that  he  used  to 
his  living  antagonists.    But  those  proved  more  stubborn— were 
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not  to  be  browbeatsen — ^^  naturam  expeilasfurca;^^  and  a  mdaa- 
choly,  which  he  was  compelled  to  own  constitutional,  overcame 
all  his  theory. 

It  was  doubtless  in  pursuit  of  this  self-hostility  (for  the  pug- 
nacious philosopher  could  not  but  dispute  with  himself^  when  a 
more  convenient  opponent  did  not  offer)  that  he  gavb  .  I'lw  morn- 
ing's sleep  to  the  study  of  Burton.  It  is  not  likely  that  he  gained 
irom  the  perusal  any  remedy,  or  alleviation  of  his  disease,  be- 
yond what  the  necessary  occupation  afforded,  since  it  continued 
to  oppress  him  to  his  latest  hour.  And  any  pleasure  he  derived 
from  it,  was  perhaps  owing  more  to  his  own  eagemesa  on  the 
subject  of  which  it  treats,  than  to  any  power  of  wit  or  eloquence 
in  the  author.  The  having  conquered  a  long  and  perplexing 
work  is  generally  attended  with  a  proud  feeling  of  self-compla- 
cency', which,  I  cannot  help  thinking,  forms  the  greatest  part  of 
the  pleasure  so  copiously  drawn  by  the  tasteful  from  the  mudi- 
lauded  productions  of  our  ancestors. 

Montaigne  I  can  admire,  for,  though  not  above  all  pedantry, 
he  was  above  that  of  logic,  of  definition,  and  division*    His 
thoughts  flow  naturally,  and  however  cUscursive,  draw  the 
reader  unconsciously  with  them ;  his  quotations.come  from  his 
memory,  not  from  his  common-place  book;  in  short,  if  we  can 
call  any  author  friend,  it  is  Montaigne.    But  reading  Burton  I 
can  compare  to  nothing  but  walking  on  the  edge  of  a  saw  ;  no 
one  thought  is  linked  to  another  by  the  natural  association — all 
is  abrupt,  angular,  unnatural.    Critics  say,  that  lo  enjoy  and 
judge  rightly  of  an  author,  we  should  place  ourselves  in  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  age  and  time--4hat  over  Homer  we  should  be 
Grecian,  over  Virgil,  Roman.   To  such  a  classic  change  of  cha- 
racter I  have  no  objection ;  but  really  that  we  should  become 
monks  and  pedants  in  order  to  enjoy  an  old  gentleman,  how- 
ever witty  and  humorous  he  may  be,  is  too  revolting  a  request 
upon  our  powers  of  diversity.     But  above  adl,  it  is  most  unrea- 
sonable to  demand  this  of  the  melancholy  reader,  who  is  pos- 
sessed with  a  feelinff  directly  hostile  to  all  scholasticism  and 
pedantic  wit;  to  such  a  feeling  I  can  imagine  nothing  so  dis- 
gusting as  the  mixture  of  philosophy  and  buffoonery,  which  is 
palmed  on  it  as  its  kindred.     Melancholy  is  essentially  and- 
dramatic,  and  cannot  by  any  means  be  made  to  step  out  of  itself. 
Nature  is  conformed  to  it,  not  it  to  nature;  all  objects  that  come 
within  its  sphere  of  vision  become  assimilated,  and  assume  its 
colours.     The  gayest,  the  gladdest,  and  the  brightest,  take  a 
sombre  hue  in  its  presence;  and  the  gaiety  of  human  life  is  to  it 
but  the  saddest  of  sorrows.   To  such  a  feeling,  the  pace  of  fret- 
ful reasoning  and  piecemeal  analysis  must  be  the  heipit  of  im- 
pertinence.   The  mind  in  its  buoyant  mood  may  look  into  it  as 
a  curiosity,  and  be  amused  by  its  extravagance*.  But  to  admire  it 
•^to  hold  it  up  as  a  wonderful  production  of  genius — to  make 
it  the  compsmion  of  the  bmdy  hour,  is  the  effect  of  sometfaiDg 
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beyond  pure  taste*    What  shall  we  say  to  the  ixnpertkient  ca- 
suist, that  intrudes 

•'Where  heAvenly  pennve  ContempUftion  dwells 
And  ever  musing  Meluicholy  reignsy" 

to  inform  the  meditaUve  poet,  that  all  his  sad  moods  and  hal- 
lowed visions  are  but  the  efFects  of  flatulency  ;  that  will  attempt 
to  prove  we  are  indebted  for  Petrarch's  poetic  griefs  to 
wind,  and  for  Childe  Harold  to  indigestioQ  ?  ^^  Who  would  Gom<- 
p2te  imaginations,"  says  a  whimsical  author,  ^^with  a  leg  of 
pork  or  a  German  sausage?"  I  know  several ;— 4>ut  one  person 
in  particular,  who  becoming  too  strongly  impressed  with  this 
doctrine  of  mental  effects  from  physical  causes,  succeeded  in 
metamorphosing  himself  from  a  poet  and  a  philosopher,  into  a 
self-quack  and  a  hypochondriac.  Formeriy,  ^*  with  all  his  im- 
pt^ections  on  his  head,"  he  wrote  pretty  verse  and  sound 
prose,  unconscious  that  his  supper  of  the  last  night  should  have 
rendered  him  totally  incapable  of  such  things.  But  now  he 
knows  better ;  his  pen  has  not  touched  paper  these  many  months, 
and  his  tongue  can  run  on  no  subject  but  Elixir  of  Vitriol  and 
Anderson's  Pills.  I  owe  Mr.  Burton  a  grudge  for  the  loss  of 
my  intellectual  friend,  and  intend  paying  him  for  it  one  day  or 
other,  as  soon  as  I  can  muster  courage,---brush  up  my  old  Latin, 
and  older  English,  for  the  purpose  of  wading  him  through. 

Though  youth  be  a  season  of  jollity,  yet  it  is  in  hours  of  sad- 
ness that  the  man  is  most  strongly  reminded  of  the  days  of  yore. 
The  deep  feeling  of  melancholy  is  the  only  one  that  extends  like 
a  clue  through  life,  that  blends  present,  past,  and  future,  into  one, 
and  places  our  identity  palpably  before  us.  It  is  the  point  at 
which  we  all  feel  at  home ;  and  when,  after  intervals  of  apathy 
and  distraction,  we  return  to  it,  it  seems  as  if  life,  like  time,  were 
but  a  series  of  revolutions,  and  at  certain  p^ods  found  itself  at 
the  very  goal  from  whence  it  first  started.  It  may  be  fantasti- 
cal, but  I  really  look  upon  melancholy  moods  in  some  such  light, 
as  if  the  soul  came  to  Aries  again,— ^resumed  its  original  posi«* 
tion,  that  it  might  take  the  same  old  views,*  and  recruit  the  same 
old  feelings.  This  is  the  holiday-hour  of  life,  when  we  turn 
aside  from  the  high  road  of  human  trouble,  and  shake  hands 
with  years  and  thoughts  long  past.  When  we  con  over  our 
young  liking  and  antipathies,  perceive  them  to  have  been  the 
germs  of  existing  prejudices,  and  acknowledge  with  the  poet, 

*•  The  child  to  be  the  father  of  the  man." 
There  is  nothing  so  refreshing  to  the  mind,  as  for  a  while  to  cast 
oiFits  years,  and  dispense  with  its  maturity;  but  though  it  is  pos- 
sible to  effect  this  in  contemplation-*-over  books  it  is  not  easy. 
Though  feeling  may  retrace  its  steps,  and  put  on  its  youth  again, 
taste  will  not :  it  is  a  stub^tpm  mentor,  and  in  spite  of  us  will  be 
cavilling.  The  days  were  when  we  could  dwell  over  Werter, 
Richardson,  Zimmerman,  and  merge  our  very  souls  in  their 
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pages.  How  cursedly  a  few  years  have  improved  us ;  the  smile 
usurps  the  place  of  the  tear  that  has  been,  and  we  associate  no- 
thing but  ludicrous  ideas  with  the  quondam  heroes  of  our  ro- 
mantic thoughts.  We  are  accustomed  to  account  for  this,  in 
what,  I  think,  an  erroneous  way  :  we  plaintively  confess,  that 
we  have  grown  old  in  feeling,  and  that  the  source  of  our  tears 
is  dried  up.  It  may  be  so  with  many,  but  I  rather  think  feeling 
to  be  more  lasting  ^an  we  suppose;  that  it  is  the  taste  which 
outgrows  it,  and  finds  not  the  old  feelings  ridiculous,  but  the 
manner  in  which  they  are  represented  unnatural.  In  short,  I 
am  inclined  to  lay  the  blame  of  my  apathy  on  the  authors,  not 
on  myself.  Those  works  grew  insipid  to  me,  long  ere  I  grew 
ashamed  of  being  sad ;  and  were  so  even  at  ^e  time,  when  I 
imagined  a  pensive  brow  to  be  the  only  true  characterisdc  of 
the  bard. 

Although  it  has  not  quite  arisen  to  a  controversy,  yet  there 
have  been  passages  on  both  sides,  and  much  diversity  of  opinion 
on  the  question,  ^^  Whether  melancholy  or  mirth  be  the  true  po- 
etic temperament  ?"  It  would  prove  an  interesting  sulnect  of 
discussion,  more  interesting,  as  it  would  be  very  unlikely  ever 
to  come  to  an  issue.  But  the  greatest  blow,  in  my  mind,  ever 
given  to  the  sublimity  of  sadness,  comes  from  the  doctrines  of 
Gall  and  Spurzheim,  which,  whatever  be  their  general  merits, 
in  this  certainly  have  much  reason.  ^^  The  organ  of  melancho- 
ly," say  they,  ^^  is  but  an  enlargement  of  the  organ  of  cowardice : 
— they  are  one  and  the  same  feeling,  proceeding  from  the  same 
defect  in  the  constitution."  This^  without  being  any  thing  of  a 
craniologist,  appeared  to  me  a  very  startling  truth ;  and  being^ 
very  far  gone  at  Ac  time  in  a  mental  jaundice,  it  proved  quite 
a  restorative.  The  humiliating  view,  in  which  it  represented 
all  I  was  accustomed  to  look  upon  as  sublime,  was  a  complete 
overthrow  to  my  received  system  of  idealism.  I  was  compelled 
to  alter  my  whole  plan,  and  both  alone  and  in  company  deter- 
mined ^^  to  be  decked  in  smiles,"  lest  I  should  have  the  ill  luck 
to  take  myself,  or  be  taken  for — a  coward.  Y. 

TO  ECHO. 

Echo !  sole  relic  of  the  lovely  fiur, 

Who  for  Cephiaiis'  son  in  hopeless  love 
And  wnsdng  grief  dissolved  herself  in  air ; 

But  that  she  might  her  constant  paanon  prove. 
Left  her  soft  voice  'nud  rocks  and  lonely  hiDs^ 

Responsive  to  the  passing  traveller's  caU, 
Where  for  Narcissuses  light  she  near  the  rills^ 

Min^line  her  tears  with  the  soft  watered]. 
Pined  in  ^w  grief  away— 4hy  friendly  haunt 

I  often  seek,  and  fly  me  buay  crowd 
Where  idrtue  sickens  and  where  vices  flaunt. 

Far  from  the  gr^t,  the  giddy,  and  the  proud — 
Thy  vcMce  I  love,  and  near  thy  lonely  dell. 
Would  rear  with  simplest  hand  my  rustic  celL  ^ 
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FEAKCE^S  ACCOUNT  OF  ABTS9I|riA. 

(  Concluded  from  page  258.) 

Otm  traveller  mentions  odier  interesting  matter,  which  our  limits 
do  not  permit  us  to  detail ;  we  must  therefore  refer  the  inquisitive 
leader  to  the  Work  itself.  He  says  the  Abyssinians  are  always 
feasting,  excepting  during  their  fasts. 

"  They  have  ^eat  crying  and  howling  for  the  dead,  for  many 
da^,  and  appoint  a  particular  day  for  a  general  cry,  which  encU 
their  cryine*  If  a  great  man  dies,  the v  make  his  effigy  and  cry  and 
howl  round  it,  firing  their  matchlocks,  and  tearing  the  skin  oft' 
their  temples  and  forehead,  until  the  blood  runs  down  their  neck 
in  such  a  horrible  manner  as  would  frighten  any  one  unacquainted 
with  these  customs.  They  pretend  to  be  so  weak  with  sorrow  that 
they  cannot  support  themselves ;  one  of  them  then  begins  to  euloeize 
the  actions,  the  oeautv,  and  riches,  of  the  deceased,  and  concluding 
in  a  sorrowful  tone,  tney  altogether  make  a  loud  bellow,  and  tear 
their  temples.  This  ceremony  being  over,  they  retire  into  a  large 
house,  where  they  eat  and  drink  until  they  turn  their  sorrow  into 
merriment  and  quarrelline." 

The  Abyssinians,  says  Pearce,  have  many  children  and  relations 
on  account  of  having  so  many  women ;  he  knew  many  great  men 
who  have  had  from  40  to  50  children,  and  all  by  different  mothers : 
they  do  not  kno^  scarcely  which  child  was  bom  first,  as  they  keep 
no  record  of  time:  even  the  king  or  priest  does  not  know  his  own 
age.  **  There  are  twelve  lickcounts,  or  learned  men,  by  whom  all 
tJungfi  are  r^ulated ; — ^they  keep  the  time.  Their  year  beains  from 
the  day  St  John  was  beheaded — 1st  of  September  with  Siem,  but 
29th  of  August  with  us.  Their  year  is  diviaed  into  four  parts— -the 
first  is  called  St.  Matthew,  the  second  St  Mark,  the  third  St.  Luke, 
the  fourth  St.  John.  They  have  other  names  also  for  those  four 
quarters,  viz.  Zerry,  Cominpt,  Corvio,  Aggie,  i.  e.  Spring,  Summer, 
Autumn,  Winter." 

The  Abyssinians,  like  their  Muhamedan  neighbours,  never  keep 
a  corpse  in  the  house  a  moment  after  it  is  dead;  but  they  immedi- 
ately wash  it,  envelop  it  with  cloth,  and  take  it  to  the  grave,  with- 
out a  coffin;  none  but  the  kings  and  the  ereat  men  have  coffins! 

They  have  all  a  father  confessor,  and  Pearce  was  obliged  to  have 
one  to  entitle  him  to  the  name  of  Christian.  Here  follows  a  long 
description  of  various  religious  ceremonies  and  tricks  of  priests  to 
delude  or  terrify  the  ignorant  and  superstitious  people. 

The  Abyssinians  are  ereat  liars;  no  dependance  can  ever  be  put 
in  them  of  whatever  rank  they  may  be.  Their  mode  of  evading  an 
oath  is  curious:  if  the  kinf  swears  he  will  forgive  an  offender,  and 
then  wishes  to  punish  him,  he  will  call  his  servants  together,  and  say, 
**  Servants,  you  see  the  oath  I  have  taken;  I  scrape  it  clean  away 
from  my  tongue  that  made  it"  He  then  puts  his  tongue  out  and 
scrapes  the  oath  off  with  his  teeth,  and  spitting,  says,  "  When  the 
rebel  comes,  you  will  do  your  duty  as  I  shall  order  you." 

Their  oaths  are  very  solemn,  but  broken  without  hesitation. 
Pearce  says  he  has  known  the  following  oath  before  the  priests 
sworn  to  a  falsity :  « If  what  I  now  swear  to,  be  not  true,  may  God 
blow  away  my  soul  from  me  as  I  blow  away  the  fire  from  this 
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candle,^'  which  he  immediately  blows  out !  When  Pearce  ezpostn  - 
lated  with  them  on  the  heinonsness  of  breaking  these  oaths,  thej 
would  reply  that  their  (Neefs  Abbart)  Cither  or  their  soul,  or  father 
confessor,  would  absolve  them  lor  hair  the  value  they  got  by  the  oath. 

When  a  child  is  baptized,  the  ^[Odfathelr  k(Ms  him  in  his  arms, 
and  says,  '*  I  being  acquainted  with  the  Darents  of  this  child»  and 
knowing  tbem  to  be  ^ood  Christian»»  holo  it  before  you  to  mttkt  it 
the  same;"— and  while  he  holds  it  in  his  arms,  the  priests  pray 
over  a  lai^  vessel  of  water,  with  a  blue  twisted  thread  in  it,  and 
pronottncing  the  name  of  the  child,  set  it  ki  the  water,  and  with  a 
small  cross  Mgin  at  the  forehead  and  touch  every  joint  to  the  toes; 
then  they  give  it  to  the  mother,  who  waits  and  tAes  the  sacrament, 
and  then  goes  home.  A  boy  is  baptized  at  forty  days  oM,  a  girl  at 
eiffhty.  Any  one  standing  eodfatner  for  a  converted  Muselman, 
holds  him  in  his  arms,  or  bears  him  on  his  knees,  and  says,  "  I 
have  been  a  long  time  acquainted  with  this  Muselman,  and  (  kno\i' 
it  has  been  a  long  time  in  his  heart  to  be  of  my  religion,  I  now 
therefore  hold  him  before  you  to  make  bim  the  same.'' 

It  is  a  common  thin^  in  Abyssinia  for  Muselmen  to  become  Chris- 
tians, and  also  for  Christians  to  become  Muselmen ;  the  Muselmen- 
town  and  the  Christian  are  separate,  as  are  the  Jews-town,  from  the 
Muselmen -town  in  the  Muhamedaa  countries  of  Barbary  and  Su- 
dan ;  in  small  towns,  however,  this  separation  or  division  doth  not 
hold,  for  the  habitations  of  these  races  are  intermixed.  Pearce 
amuses  his  readers  with  a  variety  of  particulars  respecting  the  dis- 
tinctions observed  among  the  Clu-istians  and  the  Muselmen,  which 
our  limits  and  the  desire  that  the  inquisitive  reader  should  consult 
the  original,  prevent  us  from  detailing;  we  cannot,  however,  refridn 
from  mentioning  a  curious  circumstance  respecting  the  locust :  our 
traveller  says,  •*  When  the  locusts*  come  they  stock  their  houses 
with  them,  after  having  pulled  off  their  heads  and  dried  ihem  in 
the  sun,  so  if  they  lose  their  crops,  they  live  upon  the  destroyers.'" 
Pearce  appears  to  anticipate  iJ^t  disposition  in  mankind,  *wbich 
leads  them  to  believe  only  in  such  facts  as  their  own  practical  ex- 
perience has  taught  them  may  be  true,  and  says,  **  There  are  snakes 
of  so  large  a  size  in  some  parts  of  Ammescan,  that  if  I  were  to  men- 
tion what  I  have  measured,  it  would  perhaps  be  thought  fidse." 

Our  traveller  describes  the  disorders  of  tne  country,  one  of  which 
is  called  tegretier.  This  is  a  very  singular  disorder,  and  resembles 
that  which  is  denominated  by  the  Muselmen  of  West  Barbary 
m/etitinf,  which  literally  si^niaes  one  possessed  of  an  evil  spirit. 
Strange  stories  are  related  m  the  West  of  those  who  labour  under 
this  disorder,  and  similar  to  what  Pearce  relates  when  his  wife  wa» 
attacked  with  the  tegretier.  For  the  particulars  of  tiiis  and  other 
disorders  we  refer  the  inquisitive  reader  to  the  letter  itself. 

Although  Abyssinia  is  a  Christian  country  polygamy  prevails, 
and  the  priests  have  nothing  to  d»  with  marriage ;  the  marrii^ 
ceremony,  among  the  higher  ranks  of  men,  as  described  by  Pearce, 
resembles,  in  some  respects,  that  of  the  Jews  in  Barbary  and  Sudan, 

*  See  a  full  description  of  this  devastating  insect  in  Jackson's  enUo^d  ac- 
count of  Morocco,  p.  103,  s^id  of  its  beings  an  ajlicle  of  food  in  famine  wni 
scaivl^,  p.  106. 
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A  mn  of  70  may  marry  a  girl  of  1 7,  the  inequalities  of  age  are  never 
thottfht  of.  The  girls  are  married  at  the  ages  of  9>  10,  U,  and  12; 
they  iiave  children  at  13  and  14  years  of  a^e. 

in  describing  the  dress,  Pearce  says,  *'  The  dress  of  the  higher 
ranks  is  a  shirt  of  fine  white  India  cloth,  which  comes  from  Mar- 
saw  by  the  Muselmen*  Coffler.  The  shirt  is  neatly  sewed  with 
silk,  and  ornamented  with  silk  twist,  of  different  colours,  from  the 
neck  down  to  the  bosom  as  far  as  the  navel ;  the  sleeves  are  ti^ht, 
and  ornamented  in  the  same  manner,  from  the  elbow  to  the  wnst: 
they  have  ornaments  of  silver  for  tlieir  necks,  legs,  and  wrists. 
The  djress  over  all  is  called  a  murrerguf  drobe,  with  a  wide  silk 
border  to  it  This  surplus  dress  resembles  the  hayk  of  the 
Mttselmen,  and  like  the  women  of  that  race,  the  Abyssinians  of 
fair  colour  prick  their  skin  with  charcoal.  Their  feet  are  covered 
with  red  Egyptian  shoes,  and  some  wear  black,  manufi^ctured  in 
their  own  country.  The  women  work  like  slaves,  grind  corn,  carry 
water  in  large  jars  upon  their  loins,  they  also  carry  great  loads  off 
wood  in  the  same  manner."  In  this  reapect  they  also  resemble 
their  Muselmen  neighbours  of  Nubia.  Pearce  says,  "  thi^  women 
use  scented  oils,  bought  of  the  Muselmen  traders;  they  use  also 
butter  mixed  with  pounded  cloves  in  their  hair,  and  they  blacken 
their  eyelids  with  a  mineral  called  cole,t  which  comes  from  Egypt." 
Our  traveller  gives  a  lamentable  description  of  the  want  ofchas- 
tity  among  the  Abyssinians ;  but  as  the  men  are  as  bad,  the  injury 
becomes  mutually  liquidated.  They  have  monthly  clubs,  consist- 
ing of  twelve  persons,  whose  turn  comes  once  a  vear;  a  priest  at- 
tends each  club  to  preserve  order :  the  women  also  have  separate 
but  similar  clubs.  One  dollar's  worth  of  honey,  and  a  small  quan- 
tity of  a  root  called  suddu^  are  sufficient  to  make  maize  enough  to 
intoxicate  fifty  men. 

The  laws  of  Abyssinia  are  relaxed  and  badly  administered.  If 
a  man  commit  murder  and  a  complaint  is  made  to  the  constituted 
authorities,  he  is  desired  to  produce  the  man  that  ^e  may  be  pun- 
ished, but  no  exertion  is  made  to  find  him.  Murders  are  sometimes 
compromised  for  money  as  among  the  Muhamedans. 

Speaking  of  the  revenue,  Pearce  says,  ^  the  kine  takes  vocates$ 
of  fiold ;  these  are  the  proper  payment,  but  he  takes  also  dollars^ 
cloUis,  carpets,  &c.  &c.  that  come  by  the  Coffler ;  these  are  valued 
at  so  many  vocates,  and  taken  as  /uch."    The  King  or  Ras  has  an 

*  Muselmen  Coffler  is  evidently  the  caravan  of  Mohamedans,  from  the  coaft 
of  the  Bed  Sea.  Coffler  is  apparently  a  corruption  or  derivation  from  the  Ara- 
bic word  Raffila,  i.  e.  a  caiavan. 

f  This  is  undoubtedh'  the  alkahl  mentioned  in  Jackson's  enlaiged  account 
of  lforo<5co,  p.  145.  The  article  is  produced  of  the  best  quality,  at  TaiUett,  and 
from  dience  carried  by  the  Caiiilas  or  caravans  to  £g>'pt  and  Mekkafrom  Tezza 
and  Ujedda,  where  the  Morocco  pilgrims  accumuUte.  See  the  map  of  West 
Barbanr  ia  Jackson's  account  of  Morocco.  Lat.  N.  34"^  SO'.  Long.  W.  3^  and 
3*^43'. 

4:  This  suddu  is  probably  the  root  of  die  hashSp.  plant,  particularly  described 
by  Jackson  in  his  enlarged  account  of  Morocco,  6ic.  p.  131. 

i  The  value  of  a  vocate  is  not  mentioned.    We  think  it  is  a  corruption  of  the 
Anibie  word  ukiat.    A  gold  ukiat  is  worth  about  five  or  six  shillings  steriing;  tt 
IS  caUed  in  West  Barbary  a  mitkul  or  ducket 
Toi.  IL  No.  10.— 1821.  3  M 
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elevated  place  in  the  front  of  the  Ashwar*  or  court,  where  the  re- 
view is.  This  stage  is  covered  with  Persian  carpets,  silk  pillows, 
and  other  valuable  articles*  The  king  sits  with  all  his  household 
servants  round  him,  on  a  cradle  neatly  covered  in  the  centre  of  the 
Ashwar.  The  troops  then  run  full  gallop  to  the  foot  of  the  raised 
place  where  the  king  is  seated,  turning  their  horses  round**  like 
the  Arabs,"  shaking  their  heads  and  spears,  aad  boasting  to  the 
king  of  themselves  and  their  deeds  of  arms.  This  review  lasts 
three  days,  during  which  all  the  officers  of  the  government  are  fixed 
upon,  and  every  one  then  knows  whether  he  is  to  remain  governor 
of  his  district,  or  whether  another  is  to  be  appointed*  All  who 
have  killed  an  enemy  during  the  year,  have  an  indelicate  trophy  of 
his  person  hung  to  their  right  arm,  which,  after  ending  their  speech 
to  the  king,  they  throw  down  at  his  feet  Although  they  pretend 
"  to  give  preferment  to  the  bravest  and  to  the  higher  ranks,'^  Pearce 
says,  « the  most  preferment  is  given  to  tattlers,  who  make  mischief 
by  sly  conversations,  and  many  are  dismissed  from  their  stations 
through  false  reports  and  false  witnesses !" 

In  their  military  attacks  they  have  neither  system  nor  order ; 
thev  have  no  notion  of  taking  the  vantage  ground,  but  every  one 

fftllops  to  where  he  thinks  he  can  kill  an  enemy;  as  soon  as  they 
ill  thev  immediately  cut  off  his  foreskin.  To  show  this  trophy 
*'  is  all  their  glory,  and  all  they  look  for  in  battle."  In  1817,  Pearce 
saw  "  1865  pudenda  brought  before  the  Ras  or  king,  after  a  batde 
of  seven  hours." 

They  attend  not  to  trade,  but  leave  that  to  the  Muselmen  who 
inhabit  their  country.  In  all  great  families  they  have  one  or  two 
Muselmen,  weavers,  whom  they  maintain  for  the  purpose  of  weav- 
ing for  them  only.  Cotton  grown  in  the  country  is  sold  20  pounds 
for  a  dollar,  or  a  pound  for  weepcnce  sterling.  Corn  is  sold  eight 
bushels  for  a  dollar,  but  after  the  ravases  of  the  locusts  it  cannot 
be  purchased  for  any  price.  Ras  WiUder  Serlassey,  the  greatest 
prince  in  Abyssinia,  has  1300  and  odd  ploughmen. 

Pearce  says,  the  Abyssinians  delight  in  killing  without  a  cause, 
and  proceedis  to  ^ve  a  very  interesting  account  of  their  strange 
manner  of  attacking  the  shepherds  who  attend  the  flocks.  This 
account  is  too  long  ior  our  limits ;  but  it  proves  the  Abyssinians  to 
be  inferior  to  none  of  the  nations  of  Africa  in  barbarism :  the  Ma- 
hamedans  are  a  refined  people  when  compared  to  them ! 

Our  traveller  gives  an  interesting  account  of  tiie  salt  which  ap- 

fiears  to  be  the  circulating  medium ;  it  is  cut  into  pieces,  ten  inches 
ong  and  three  wide,  of  a  long  square  form,  35  pieces  pass  for  a 
dollar,  55  pieces  pass  for  a  vocate  of  gold,  and  the  gold  is  worth  8 
dollars  the  vocate.t  It  is  brought  in  small  pieces,  from  the  size  of 
a  small  pin's  head  to  a  pea;  it  is  pure  gold.  "* 

By  this  description  of  the  gold,  it  appears  to  be  precisely  the 
same  kind  of  dust  or  small  particles  with  that  which  is  brought 

*  Ashwar  is  an  Arabic  word,  signifying  a  pUce  of  audience^  from  tkoart  to  ask 
permission  or  give  notice  of  any  thing. 

f  Vocate  must  be  derived  from  the  Arabic  ukiat,  an  ounce.  Gold  at  Tlabuc- 
too  is  about  the  same  value,  viz.  eight  Mexico  dollars  per  okiat  or  ounce.  It 
appears  by  this  observation  tliat  there  is  a  coin  called  a  vocate  okiat,  or  docket, 
worth  something  more  than  a  dollar,  as  well  as  a  weight  caUed  a  vocatdc 
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from  Timbuctoo,  and  other  p^rts  of  Sadan,  to  Fas«  bj  the  Kaffilas, 
across  the  Sahara. 

*«  The'  quarry,  dream,  vocatc,  and  nattle,  are  their  weights." 
These  are  evidently  derived  from  the  Arabs,  zellery,  drahm,  utiaf,* 
and  r&ttle.  Among  the  latter  many  zellerys  so  to  the  drahm  ;  10 
drahms  to  the  ukia  or  ounce,  and  Id  ounces  to  the  rattle  or  pound. 

The  weights  of  Abyssinia  are : 

10  auarrys  1  dream, 

10  dreams  1  vocate, 

13  vocates  1  nattle  or  pound. 

They  have  no  larger  weights. 

<*  They  have  no  measures  of  length  but  the  gudge,  which  is  from 
the  elbow  to  the  end  of  the  middle  finger."  Note.  This  is  pre- 
cisely the  same  measure  that  is  used  throughout  the  Museiman 
countries  of  Africa,  and  called  the  draa,t  and  icnown  in  Europe  by 
the  name  of  the  Egyptian  cubit. 

The  price  of  Articles  in  the  markets  of  Abyssinia. 

Com  is  sold  6  or  8  bushels  for  one  dollar. 

Honey,  1  peck,  for    -        -        ditto. 

Butter^  1  peck,  -        -        ditto. 

Fowls,  from  90  to  110,       -        ditto. 

Wax,15lb8,      .        -    •    -        ditto. 

Sheep,  5  or  6,   -        -        -        ditto. 

Goats,  ditto,     ...        ditto. 

Large  cut  he-goats,  2  or  3,         ditto. 

Two  plough-shares,  about  7  lbs.  weight  each,  for  ditto. 

A  measure,  or  a  piece  called  a  guess,  containing  about  30  lbs. 
tobacco,  for  ditto. 

Fat  cows,  from  £J  to  4  dollars  each. 

Ploughing  bullocks,  4  to  6  dollars  each. 

Mules,  from  15  to  60  dollars  each* 

Horses,  30  to  130  dollars  each. 

Slaves,  SO  to  40  dollars  each. 

All  articles  are  sold  by  the  giuess,  except  gold  and  cotton,  which 
arc  sold  by  weight 

Prices  of  articles  brought  by  the  Cof&er  from  Marsaw,  used  by  the 

Silversmiths. 

Quicksilver,  3  vocates,  for  one  dollar. 

Lead,  4  pounds,  ditto. 

Pewter,        £|  ditto  ditto. 

Borax,  i  pound,  ditto. 

Alum,  i  pound,  ditto. 

The  oil  of  cloves  and  otlier  sweet  scents^  brought  by  the  Musei- 
man Coffler  from  Marsaw,  sell  very  quicJc.  The  oil  of  cloves  is 
one  vocate  for  the  dollar.  They  use  cloves  in  all  their  cooked  vic- 
tuals as  well  as  in  their  hair.  « 

Negus  or  Itsa,  signifies  a  king. 

Bas  or  Gasmartie,  a  prince. 

The  higher  classes  of  society  are  very  proud  in  general ;  tliey  are 
also  great  misers.  Their  children  cannot  be  distinguished  from 
those  of  the  poor,  for  they  go  naked  till  they  grow  up,  they  tiien 

•  Ukiat  or  ounce.  f  See  literary  Gssette,  Oct.  rth,  1820,  page  649. 
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clothe  them  but  poorly,  Thej  keep  the  lower  class  very  much  un- 
der. A  common  servant's  pay  is  one  dollar  for  four  months :  one 
cake  of  bread,  morning  and  evening,  which  cake  is  like  a  pancake,^ 
aiM  is  exactly  half  a  pint  of  com  before  it  is  ground. 

"  Saltoetre  is  sold  about  23  pounds  for  a  dollar ;  brimstone  12  or 
13  pounas  for  a  dollar.  The  musket-men  make  far  better  gunpow- 
der than  is  made  in  Arabia.  To  seven  measures  of  nitre  they  add 
one  of  sulphur,  to  which  they  add  the  willow  charcoal  by  degrees, 
drying  it  every  now  and  then  with  fire  upon  a  clean  stone,  until 
they  perceive  it  ^es  clean  off.  They  sometimes  grind  it,  and 
sometimes  beat  it  in  a  wooden  mortar»  and  make  it  into  very  laige 
and  irregular  grains." 

A  similar  kind  of  gunpowder  is  manufactured  by  the  Arabs,  par- 
ticularly by  the  Howara  tribe.  Pearce  concludes  his  interesting 
detail  by  tne  following  account  of  the  princes  of  Abyssinia. 

"Ras  Walder  Serlassey  is  the  strongest  prince  in  Abyssinia, 
and  has  of  his  own  8500  match -locks,  besides  a  great  quantity  be- 
longing to  his  chiefs  ;  about  2000  horses  and  above  20,000  shields- 
men  ;  still  he  is  as  mean  as  a  common  Jew,  and  a  great  liar ;  though 
he  is  very  merciful  to  prisoners,  and  a  brave  hard  fighter. 

*'  Ras  Gabri  is  free,  but  barbarous  to  those  he  dislikes ;  he  has 
about  700  muskets,  and  but  few  horse,  -though  his  country  is  the 
hardest  in  Abyssina  to  conquer,  through  the  strong  mountains  it 
contains,  which  are  cultivated  on  the  tops,  and  have  water.  It  also 
commands  all  passes  from  the  Ammerrer  to  Zegri. 

«  Guxar  is  not  barbarous,  though  he  is  of  a  Garlar  descent,  he 
has  8000  horse,  but  few  muskets. 

*'  Ras  How  is  not  very  strong,  though  his  country  produces  brave 
soldiers.    He  is  an  ally  constant  to  Walder  Serlassey. 

**  Libban  is  barbarous  and  revengeful ;  he  has  about  10,000  horse^ 
though  Guxar  beat  him  in  two  battles. 

"  Goga  is  uncommonly  barbarous,  and  friendly  with  no  one,  but 
always  at  war ;  and  indeed,  all  except  Ras  Walder  Serlassey  fear 
him. 

"  Those  are  the  great  princes  of  Abyssinia  who  have  the  whole 
country  in  their  hands.  The  king,  Itsa  Guarlu,  now  in  Gondar, 
has  no  sway  at  all,  is  verv  poor,  and  has  only  the  name  of  a  king.'* 

The  residences  of  the  kings  now  alive  are 

«•  Itsa  Takely  Gorges,  at  Axume. 

Itsa  Yoas,  at  Begandre. 

Itsa  Yonas,  at  Gogam. 

Itsa  Bedemanan,  at  Seamon. 

Itsa  Guarlu,  at  Gondar.*' 

Our  honest  sailor  concludes,  by  assuring  his  readers  that  his  ac- 
count is  a  real  and  true  one,  and  no  hearsay  whatever.  It  is  dated 
at  Challicut  Inderter,  Abyssinia,  October,  1814. 

To  all  our  readers  interested  in  African  matters  we  recommend 
the  perusal  of  this  letter  of  Nathaniel  Pearce  the  sailor.  It  is  sim- 
ple, and  we  have  every  reason  to  think  a  faithful  and  true  descrip- 
tion of  what  little  is  known  of  that  interesting  country. 

*  This  bread  appears  to  be  tlie  same  that  is  made  by  the  Arabs,  nnd  called  hy 
them  (we  think)  leffi  it  is  described  in  Shabeeny's  account  of  Timbuctocs  &i<-' 
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Gfreefc  Poetry. 

Homer,  Hesiod,  and  the  greater  part  of  the  earliest  Greek 
poets,  were  Asiatics.  The  fine  arts  haa  blossomed  in  Ionia  before 
they  were  transplanted  to  proper  Greece,  and  long  before  they 
attained  to  maturity  on  the  Athenian  soil.  The  rise  of  those  Greek 
states  of  Asia  Minor,  which,  unlike  all  modem  CQlonies,  took  the 
lead  of  the  parent  country  in  improvement,  lies  very  far  back  in 
the  national  history.  Eighty  years  after  the.  Trojan  war,  the 
princes  descended  from  Hercules  returned  front  the  nordi  of 
Greece,  wrested  back  the  sceptre  of  Argos  fio^^the  house  of 
Pelops,  and  subdued  almost  all  the  Peloponnesus.  They  rewarded 
their  Doric  followers  with  grants  of  land,  and  thus  reduced  the 
old  inhabitants  to  slavery  or  exile.  Among  the  sufferers  who 
-were  first  driven  to  emigration,  was  a  horde  of  iGolians,  who 
passed  over  to  the  places  which  had  been  the  scenies  of  the  Iliad, 
and  gave  the  name  of  iEolis,  or  iEolia,  to  their  settlements  between 
the  rropontis  and  the  river  Hermus,  which  is  now  called  the 
Sarbat.  Considerably  later  came  another  emigration  from  proper 
Greece  into  Asia,  which,  though  connected  with  other  causes, 
had  its  primary  origin  in  the  oppressive  government  of  the  He- 
raclidas.  This  was  called  the  Ionic  migration,  from  the  race  who 
chiefly  composed  it.  Of  that  race,  Attica  was  considered  as  the 
original  country.  The  Athenians  were  not  within  the  ranse  of 
die  Heracleid  conquests,  but  they  received  the  refugees  of  the 
oppressed  Peloponnesus,  till  their  scanty  and  over-peopled  ter- 
ritories could  no  longer  support  them.  At  last  they  took  arms 
against  the  Dorian  conquerors.  Codrus,  their  king,  delivered 
them  from  this  danger  by  his  voluntary  martjTdom.  But  a  change 
of  government  succeeded,  which  indujced  die  sons  of  Codrus  to 
pat  themselves  at  the  head  of  adventurers  from  all  parts  of 
Greece^  and,  under  their  auspices,  Asia-  Minor  received  the 
most  important  body  of  her  colonists.*  The  Ionian  emigrants, 
it  is  true,  setdeddiemselves,like  their  iEolian  predecessors,  not 
without  Uoodshed  and  violence,!  and  seized  not  only  on  the  pro- 
perty but  the  wives  and  children  of  the  conquered  people.f  But 
they  planted  a  range  of  states  south  of  the  Hermus,  destined  to 
prosper  for  a  long  time  under  the  common  name  of  Ionia,  when 
that  appellation  was  dropped  in  proper  Greece,  and  when  the 

*  There  wbs  a  tluid  and  Doric  emii^tion  from  Greece  to  Asia,  but  of  much 
leas  consequence  than  the  two  preceding^  ones. 

t  Hexodotna,  i.  145.  Pausaniaa,  vii.  1,  3.  SUabo,  ziv.  938. 
Vol.  U.  No.  11^1821.  3  N 
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Athenians  remembered  their  descent  from  Ion  only  in  the  pages 
of  their  poetry. 

It  has  been  argued  by  the  ingenious  Wood,*  that  Homer  must 
have  lived  before  those  migrations  had  taken  place:  otherwise,  that 
he  could  not  have  failed  to  notice  events  so  important  both  to 
Europe  and  Asia.  And  it  is,  no  doubt,  difficult  to  reconcile  his 
silence  respecting  them,  with  the  idea  of  his  having  known  them. 
Yet  the  weight  of  opinion,  both  ancient  and  modem,  seems  inclined, 
I  think,  to  the  supposition  that  he  lived  after  those  migrations. 
But  whether  Homer  sprang  up  among  some  earlier  Greek  tribes, 
■  that  had  lingered  in  Asia  after  they  had  fought  under  the  walls  of 
Troy,  or  owed  his  birth  to  a  later  race  of  emigrants,  it  is  certain 
the  Ionian  and  iEolic  colonists  preserved  his  writings,  and  that 
they  materially  influenced  the  future  literature  and  history  of  the 
mother-country.  The  Asiatic  Greeks  grew  rich,  powerful,  and 
polished.  The  iEolians  had  the  better  soil;  the  lonians  the  finer 
climate  and  harbours.  Of  those  advantages  they  availed  them- 
selves (the  lonians  especially)  with  that  spirit  which  is  natural  to 
adventurers,  whose  powers  of  mind  have  been  excited  by  success, 
and  by  new  circumstances.  Their  governments  ceased  to  be 
hereditary  monarchies  probably  a  considerable  time  before  the 
Olympiad  s ;  f  and  it  does  not  appear,  that  the  people  always  escaped, 
in  those  mutations,  from  oligarchy  or  despotism.  But  still  their 
freedom,  till  the  Orientals  conquered  them,on  the  whole  sur\'i\'cd; 
and  those  rulers  called  iEsymnetes,^  whom  they  chose  either  for 
life  or  for  a  certain  number  of  years,  are  expressly  distinguished 
by  Aristode  from  tyrants ;  for  their  power,  though  great,  was 
given  them  by  the  people,  and  was  directed  by  laws.  Thus  the 
Asiatic  states,  though  divided  and  often  contending  among  them- 
selves, were  for  a  long  time  the  outposts  of  Greek  liberty  and 
independence ;  and  though  at  last  they  were  overwhelmed  by 
Persian  invasion,  yet  they  stemmed  its  progress  till  Greece  was 
ripe  to  resist  it.  Lying  almost  all  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
the  sea,  and  many  of  them  at  the  mouths  of  navigable  rivers,  Aey 
held  the  keys  of  commerce  in  their  own  hands ;  and  their  factories 
extending  as  far  as  Egypt,  their  numerous  settlements  on  the 
coasts  of  the  Black  diea$  and  the  Mediterranean,!!  and  their  voy- 
ages to  regions  which  had  never  before  been  explored  by  Greeks, 
were  the  happy  results  of  their  situation  and  their  enterprise. 
Among  the  Ionian  states.  Colophon  and  Miletus  became  pro- 
verbial for  their  power  and  valour;  and  Samos,  the  birth-place  of 

•  Wood's  Essay  on  Homer. 

t  The  Olympi&ds  commence  in  chronology  776  yean  B.  C. 

i  Aristotle^hi.  10, 11. 

i  The  Milenans  alone  established  fifty-seven  such  settlements. 

II  The  Phocaeans  founded  Marseilles. 
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Pythagoras,  was  also  conspicuously  distinguished  for  that  na- 
tional activity  which  favours  the  growth  of  intellect. 

It  may  be  objected,  perhaps,  that  I  am  here  noticing  traits  in 
the  prosperity  of  the  Asiatic  Greeks  which  have  by  no  means  uni- 
formly favoured  the  progress  of  poctiy .  Wealth  and  commerce 
may  have  been  often  adverse  to  the  poetical  spirit  of  a  people, 
and  are  neither  its  necessary  nor  its  primary  springs.  Homer 
seems  to  have  existed  in  the  infancy  of  all  the  arts.  It  should 
be  always  recollected,  however,  with  regard  to  Homer,  that  we 
can  only  guess  at  the  period  in  which  he  lived,  and  can  never 
make  the  state  of  society,  in  which  we  suppose  him  to  have  e±- 
isted,  a  perfectly  secure  ground  of  reasoning  on  the  connexion 
between  poetry  and  the  state  of  human  cultivation.  But  from 
the  date  of  the  Olympiads  and  the  Ionian  commonwealths,*  the 
sun  of  civilization  appears  to  be  fairly  above  the  horizon.  How 
much  of  the  previous  day-spring  had  smiled  on  Homer  is  but  a 
a  subject  of  speculation ;  but  we  have  henceforward,  from  this 
epoch,  comparatively  clearer  data  for  computing  the  influence 
of  social  improvement  on  Uiste  and  imagination.  And,  great  as 
Homer  was,  Greek  poetry  had  yet  to  fijJfil  an  important  and  in- 
spired career  for  ages  after  him.  She  had  to  receive  new  mea- 
sures of  harmony,  new  provinces  of  composition,  and  new  varie- 
ties of  excellence.  In  this  second  period  of  her  expansion  into 
various  forms,  all  pursuits  that  cherished  a  genial  ardour  in  the 
temperament  of  society  must  have  conduced  to  her  prosperity. 
The  very  mechanical  arts  which  facilitated  the  use  of  writing, 
and  the  means  of  finding  its  materials,  humbly,  but  usefully 
contributed  even  to  Homer's  immortality.  And  the  symptoms 
of  an  earlier  cultivation  of  the  art  of  writing  in  Asiatic  than  in 
proper  Greece,  are  strongly  evident.  Wolfe  himself  concedes  the 
probability  of  its  use,  ^^  especially  in  the  Ionian  States,"  as  early 
as  the  seventh  and  even  eighth  centuries  before  Christianity.! 

As  to  the  fine  arts,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  their  having  been 
earlier  cultivated  in  Asiatic  than  in  proper  Greece.:}^  The  gloiy 
of  those  arts,  so  congenial  with  that  of  the  poet  in  spirit,  though 
not  in  form,  was  coeval  with  the  best  post-homeric  poetry  of 
Greece,  and  we  can  have  little  doubt  that  the  Poetical  Muse  was 
reciprocally  influenced  and  refined  by  the  example  of  her  sisters. 
Can  wek  believe  a  Greek  poet  to  have  felt  no  g^ow  at  his  heart, 

*  I  prefer  the  more  general  term  Commonwealths  to  that  of  Republics;  for 
the  constitutions  of  those  states  had  many  traits  which  we  should  scarcely  call 
Republican,  in  the  common  and  modem  sense. 

f  "Neque  adeo  dubito  quin  id  sxculis  Vm  et  VII  (A.  C.)  in  cacteris  civitati- 
bus,  nominatim  lonix  et  Magnae  Gneciae,  fecerint  sollertiores  quidem  homines." 
By  the  words  « id  fecerint'*  Wolfe  means  practised  writing.  M'olfii  Prolegome- 
na, p.  70. 

i  To  save  the  reader  discussions  on  a  subject  only  indirectly  connected  with 
poetry,  I  refer,  for  a  very  clear  examination  of  this  subject,  to  Meiner's  History 
of  the  Arts  and  Sciences  in  Greece,  Book  I. 
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when  he  contemplated  his  native  sculpture  ?  It  is  true,  that  the 
statuary  might  have  imbibed  his  conceptions  from  Homer.  But 
the  inspiration  which  he  borrowed  from  poetry  was  not  lost  to 
poetry  itself.  It  came  back  to  the  lyre  of  Greece ;  and,  like  the 
light  falling  on  that  of  Memnon,  made  it  musical. 

The  fine  climate  and  soil  of  the  Asiatic  states  have  been  com* 
monly,  and  with  justice,  remarked  as  circumstances  propitious 
to  their  rise  and  refinement.  Another  cause  of  their  rapid  ad* 
vancement  has  not  been  so  generally  observed,  namely,  the  state 
of  the  people  among  whom  the  founders  of  the  colonies  arrived. 
Unlike  European  emigrants  to  America,  they  had  not  to  hew 
down  woods,  nor  encounter  savages,  nor  toil  upward  through 
the  whole  process  of  human  civilization.  On  the  contrary,  they 
came  among  a  people  not  materially  different  from  themselves 
in  descent  and  language.  Among  this  people  they  found  not 
artists  indeed  in  the  higher  sense  of  the  word,  but  artizans  and 
useful  arts  superior  to  those  which  they  had  left  in  their  native 
country.  Our  setders  adopted,  eclipsed,  and  ultimately  enno- 
bled, whatever  inventions  they  found,  and  originated  some  of 
their  own  which  were  highly  important.  In  a  general  view,  they 
elevated  art  from  a  mechanical  to  a  spiritual  character,  from 
tasteless  processes  to  the  pursuits  of  beautiful  design  and  ima- 
gination. Thus  the  art  of  sculpturing  in  marble  originated  in 
the  Ionian  island  of  Chios ;  and  painting  and  architecture,  though 
known  in  other  countries,  could  not  be  called  fine  arts  until  they 
came  into  their  liands.  Still  our  colonists  owed  considerable 
obligations  to  the  race  among  whom  they  arrived;*  and  to  come 
at  once  to  a  circumstance  stricdy  connected  with  poetry,  diey 
bonxiwed  from  the  Lydians  and  Phrygians  much  of  that  music 
which  was  ^  married  to  their  immortal  verse.^^ 

In  proper  Greece,  there  were  certainly  circumstances  that  con- 
tributed a  preparatory  influence  towards  her  future  poetical  fer- 
tility, and  that  tended  to  warm  and  exalt  the  character  of  popular 
imagination.  Among  these,  though  it  may  seem  to  be  tracing 
effects  to  a  remote  cause,1[  cannot  help  reckoning  the  Delphic  ora- 
cle. The  religion  and  poetry  of  Greece  were  intimately  combined. 
The  oracular  strains  even  constituted  an  important  class  of  Greek 
poetry,  though  it  is  now  lost.  The  shrine  of  Delphi  strengdiened 
the  common  bond  of  religion  among  the  Greeks,  and  even  ex- 
tended a  respect  for  their  name  among  barbarians.  It  gave  a  sa- 
cred object  to  their  national  pride  and  enthusiasm,  and  eataUished 

*  There  is  no  doubt  that  the  Corinthkns  were  early  acquainted  with  metal- 
lurgy; but  it  18  obvious  the  AsiaticB  abounded  in  the  metals  earlier  than  the 
Greeks^  and  preceded  them  in  the  knowledge  of  casting  and  melting  them.  He* 
rodotus»  who  infonns  us  of  the  architecture  (if  their  buildings  could  be  so  cadl- 
edj  of  the  Lydians  having  been  so  miserable,  nevertheless  allows  that  people 
to  nave  corned  money  eariier  than  the  Greeks. 
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among  themselves  a  local  supremacy  over  the  richly  fanciful  sys- 
tem of  Pagan  superstition,  on  a  spot  where  war  could  not  enter, 
and  where  the  very  aspect  of  Nature  was  hallowed  by  the  most 
imposing  associations.  Still  more  obviously  were  the  P}rthic, 
Olympic,  and  other  public  games,  calculated  to  awaken  not  mere- 
ly the  corporeal  energies,  but  die  moral  genius  of  a  people. 
Amusements  similar  to  those  festivals  had  prevailed  in  remote 
times,  but  had  fallen  into  disuse,  and  their  renewal  served  to 
revive  old  heroic  recollections.  They  were  to  the  martial  spirit 
of  Greece  what  the  tournaments  were  to  the  chivalry  of  modem 
Europe.  And  as  song  will  always  be  found  where  there  is  en* 
thusiasm,  those  games  were  the  scenes  of  musical  and  poetical, 
as  well  as  of  athletic  emulation. 

Still  there  were  opposite  and  counteracting  causes  to  retard  the 
improvement  of  the  mother-country.  Crete,  the  earliest  civilized 
of  the  Greek  states,  the  probable  model  of  Spartan  government, 
a  most  ancient  teacher  of  religion,  and  a  great  depository  of  its 
mysteries  and  traditions — ^this  island  possessed  institutions  which 
tended  to  civilize  her  only  to  a  stationary  point,  and  which  pro- 
moted hardy  and  active,  rather  than  elegant  occupations.  The 
Cretans  had  artists,  but  they  derived  the  fine  arts  from  Asia. 
They  had  some  ancient  poetical  names,  but  no  continued  school 
of  poetry,  to  rescue  them  from  obscurity.  Nothing  is  known 
of  tiie  old  Cretan  poet  Thales,  but  that  he  was  the  friend  of  Ly- 
curgus.  The  history  of  their  far-famed  Epimenides  is  involved 
in  fable,  and  the  fragments  of  works  which  he  is  said  to  have 
composed  after  his  sleep*  of  fifty  years,  are  scarcely  better  au- 
thenticated than  the  nap  itself.  The  Cretans,  in  fact,  when  not 
engaged  in  war,  commerce,  or  navigation,  were  fonder  of  hunt- 
ing, and  robust  exercises,  than  the  pursuits  of  inventive  imagi- 
nation, unless  we  choose  to  rank  under  this  head  tiiose  habits  of 
marvellous  anecdote,  for  which  they  unhappily  became  but  too 
much  reputed.t 

*  EiHineiudes,  as  we  are  gravely  informed  by  Apollonius  Dyosculus  and  IKo- 
senes  Laertius,  was  once  sent  out  to  the  field  by  his  fiitfaer  to  seek  for  a  lost 
dieep.  About  nud-day  he  got  tired  with  walking  in  the  heat  of  the  wan^  Uiid 
himself  down  in  a  grotto,  and  fell  into  a  sleep,  which  lasted,  without  inteinqi- 
tion,  for  fifty-eeven  years.  He  awoke,  of  course,  peifecUy  refreshed,  but  quite 
unconsdous  that  he  had  taken  more  than  an  onUnaiy  nesta ;  and  recollecting 
his  Other's  orders^  went  out  again  in  search  of  the  sheep.  As  the  animal,  how- 
ever,  was  already  beyond  the  reach  of  recovery,  Epimenides  went  back  ag^ain 
to  the  fiom  to  make  ue  best  apology  he  could  for  his  failure.  To  his  suipnsey 
he  found  it  in  the  possession  of  strangers,  who,  we  may  suppose,  could  make 
neither  head  nor  tail  of  his  stoiy  about  the  sheep.  In  this  perplexity,  he  re- 
paired to  the  city,  and  was  entering  his  father's  bouse,  when  he  was  stopped 
hy  people,  demanding  who  he  was.  With  much  difficully,'and  no  less  astonish* 
ment,  he  was  at  last  recognised  by  tus  younger  brother,  who  had  by  this  time 
grown  an  elderiy  man,  ami  who  enabled  him,  by  comparing  dates^  to  ascertain 
the  length  of  his  slumber. 

-}-  Among  the  poets  of  Crete  maj  be  remembered  Hybrias,  author  of  the 
following  bravo  song— I  fpve  the  original  as  well  as  the  translation :— 
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Neither  could  Corinth,  though  it  gave  birth  to  several  poets, 
ever  be  said  to  have  been  a  distinguished  seat  of  the  Muses** 
The  Corinthians  were  admirably  situated  on  their  neck  of  land 
for  the  acquisition  of  power  and  prosperity,  and  they  acquired 
them  early.  They  also  practised  some  of  the  fine  arts;  but  there 
is  no  distinct  evidence  of  their  having  invented  any  one  of  them,  f 
They  could  boast  neither  of  orators  nor  philosophers.  Indeed, 
we  could  hardly  expect  a  city  containing  a  thousand  priestesses 
of  Venus  in  a  single  temple,  to  have  been  an  eminent  school  of 
moral  philosophy.  Athens  had  a  ver^  early  poet  in  Tyrtsus, 
but  he  most  probably  imitated  the  Asiatic  Callinus ;  and,  in  a 
general  view,  Athenian  literature  was  late  in  coming  to  maturit}-. 

If  we  turn  our  attention  during  this  period,  when  the  Greek 
language  was  receiving  its  finest  polish  and  harmony  on  the  other 
side  of  the  iEgean,  to  the  Doric  states  of  proper  Greece,  we  shall 
not  suspect  those  states  to  have  kept  on  a  par  with  the  Asiatics 
in  poetry  until  the  time  of  Pindar.  It  is  true,  that  a  great  deal 
of  Doric  poetry  has  been  lost,  and  that  no  one  can  pretend  to  as- 
certain exactly  what  the  poetical  w^ealth  of  that  dialect  may  have 
been  between  the  time  of  Alcman  and  Pindar.  It  is  true  abo,  that 
we  know  the  names  and  characters  of  several  beautiful  poets  who 
wrote  during  that  interval  (generally)  in  the  Doric  dialect.  But 
the  best  of  those  poets  were  not  Greeks  of  the  mother-country.^ 
The  most  important  of  the  Doric  states,  Lacedsmon,  at  least,  was 
apparently  ill  calculated  to  be  the  region  oJP  poetry.  Alcman,  in- 
deed, lived  and  wrote  in  that  country,  and  the  popularity  of  his 
graceful  and  amatory  strains,  among  a  people  so  ruggedly  dissimi- 
lar to  him  in  genius,  is  a  fact  for  which  it  is  not  easy  to  account. 
But  Alcman  was  a  Lydian,  if  not  by  birth,  at  least  by  immediate 

SCOLIOir— 4ITBBIJB  CBmNIU.  MHS  OF  HTBBLiS  T«B  CBBTAar. 

Km   r%     imA^v     A«<07ri«v«     ir^^Zkitfai        Which  on  my  um  I  buckle: 

Xe^^*U  With  the te  I  nuke  the  ivect  nntage  flsv, 

T«Ti»  ym^  «e^«,  r}gtm  it^i%0,  r^*t  And  mUaroimd  me  truckle. 

ffm-f «  r«f  «/i^  •  If •  V  ««•'  §^JL9t  Aiv,  But  yoor  wighu  that  take  no  pride  to  wieM 

M9  T9XfiLmrt%  tzuf  hfv  zmt  t»  ju(A«f     ^.II*nngthotche»rtlahh«pte«dn«e», 
*  Down  in  ■  tnceon  thev  mrrov-MBCt. 

AMimiffy  To  call  me  KWig  mA  Loid. 

*  Herodotus  (i.  23.)  supposes  that  Arion  first  inTented  and  taught  the  dithy- 
nmbic  measure  at  CorinUi.  But  Arion,  of  Dolphin  memory,  was  an  Asiatic/ » 
native  of  that  island  (Lesbos)  to  which  the  head  of  Oipheus  so  obligingly  float- 
ed, after  it  was  separated  from  the  body,  and  presemng  the  organs  c?  speech 
uninjured  by  a  long  sea-voyage,  delighted  the  people  with  a  great  many  plea^ 
sant  melodies. 
t  Vide  Meiner's  Qeachichte  der  Wissenschaftenin  Griechland  und  Horn.  p.  17 
t  Steachorus  was  of  Sicily— Simonidea  and  Bacchylidea  ofCeos. 
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descent,"*^  and  brought  with  him  the  softer  genius  of  Asia*  Sparta 
invited  and  welcomed  poets,  but  she  interfered  with  the  scope 
and  character  of  their  songs  as  rigidly  as  with  the  music  that 
guided  her  marches  into  battle.  Her  iron  institutions  struck  at 
the  roots  of  some  of  the  fine  arts,  and  at  the  fruits  of  all  of  them. 
Her  very  liberty  was  a  despotism  over  the  most  natural  emo- 
tions and  passions  of  the  human  breast. 

It  is  thus  that  Asiatic  names  so  much  predominate  in  the  ly- 
rical period  of  poetry,  which  commences  about  the  seventh  cen- 
tury before  the  Christian  aera^f  and  exhibits  the  principal  traits 
of  Grecian  genius  that  occur  between  the  dates  of  Homer  and 
iEschylus.  For  the  Homeridae  were  only  a  school  of  imitators; 
and  Hesiod  constituted  no  very  high  landmark  of  originality. 
But  when  we  come  to  the  names  of  Callinus,  Archilochus,  and 
Sappho,  we  find  them  associated  with  the  appearance  of  new 
numbers,  and  fresh  passions  having  been  infused  into  the  form 
and  soul  of  poetry.  All  the  productions  of  the  period  on  which 
we  are  now  entering,  certainly  could  not  be  called  lyrical ;  but 
the  predominant  character  of  its  original  works  was  such.  This 
was  decidedly  the  musical  a^  of  Greece.  True  it  is  that  Homer 
always  speaks  of  poets  as  singers,  and  almost  always  mentions 
their  songs  having  been  accompanied  by  the  lyre.  It  is  certain, 
nevertheless,  that  Greek  music  was  importantly  improved  after 
the  Homeric  age,  and  that  it  must  have  been  very  imperfect 
during  it.  The  primitive  chaunt  of  long  poetical  narratives  could 
have  been  but  very  rude,  and  the  accompanying  touches  of  the 
chord  were,  in  all  probability,  only  occasional.  Accordingly 
Terpander,  a  bard  of  this  new  period,  has  the  credit  of  having 
first  perfected  the  melodies  to  which  the  works  of  Homer  were 
chaunted,  as  well  as  the  stringed  instrument  which  accompanied 
them.  Terpander,  and  all  the  great  early  lyrical  masters,  were 
eminent  musicians,  and  thus  impressed  a  thoroughly  musical  ge- 
nins  on  Greek  poetry,  the  stamp  of  which  was  transmitted  to  its 
drama,  and  was  never  effaced  from  it.  Thus, though  music  might 
be  said  from  her  infancy  to  have  been  the  associate  of  poetry,  yet 
it  was  not  until  she  had  acquired  a  certain  growth  and  degree  of 
accomplishments  that  she  became  her  most  intimate  companion. 

Before  this  sera  the  old  religious  hymns  of  Greece,  those  of 

•  The  dispute  about  Alcnum's  native  country  is  veiy  old:  we  find  it  alluded 
to  by  Leonkus  of  Tarentuin,  who  wrote  in  the  days  of  the  second  Egyptian 
Ptolemy,  in  an  epigram  beginning  Tot  ;c«f  I'ftr*  'AA«/U4(y«,  t«»  hfairrnp*  vfu^ 
f Mv-.-^ldch  is  given  in  ^unck's  and  Jacobs's  Analecta.  I  think  it  can  scarcely 
be  doubted  that  he  was  bom  in  Lacedaemon.  Statius,  in  the  third  book  of  his 
Sylvat,  speaks  of  him  as  the  "tetrids  Alcman  cantatus  Amyclis;"  and  that 
Aroyclae  meant  Sparta,  appears  from  the  Troades  of  Euripides,  verse  986.  But 
still  his  descent  was  Asiatic ;  and  even  his  popularity  in  Sparta  does  not  impugn 
the  general  justice  of  the  observation,  that  in  a  country  the  institutions  of  which 
were  so  rind,  there  could  be  no  free  and  fiourishing  school  of  literature. 

f  If  CalMnus  really  lived  at  the  period  of  the  Cimmerian  irruption  into  Asia, 
we  must  asmgn  the  commencement  of  the  lyric  xra  to  the  8th  century,  B.  C. 
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Oku,  for  instance,  (and  of  Orpheus,  if  he  ever  existed)  had  un- 
doubtedly constituted  a  species  of  lyric  poetry.  But  it  was  only 
a  limited  species,  the  object  of  which  was  confined  to  the  excite- 
ment of  religious  enthusiasm;  whereas  the  new  lyrical  strains 
appealed  to  all  the  passions,  and  embraced  all  the  interests  of 
life.  This  was  also  the  birth-age  of  different  kinds  of  composi- 
tion, such  as  satire  and  elegy,  which,  though  not  strictly  lyrical 
poetry  according  to  modem  ideas,  yet  in  those  times  partook  of 
Its  spirit  and  character*  Pindar,  in  a  later  age,  carried  the  Greek 
ode  to  perfection,  and  transferred  the  greatest  glory  of  the  lyre 
to  proper  Greece  and  to  the  Doric  dialect.  Yet  if  we  possessed 
the  entire  works  of  all  the  l)rrists  who  preceded  him,  it  is  likely 
that  we  should  recognise  in  them  a  charm  of  fresh  and  artless 
feeling,  which  we  should  exchange  with  reluctance,  even  for  die 
studied  magnificence  of  Pindar.  And  without  reckcHiing  him, 
they  form  me  memory  of  a  mighty  dvnasty.  Their  poetry  ex- 
tended over  an  interesting  diversity  of  themes  and  passions.  We 
have  the  highest  classical  authority  for  believing  mat  it  was  va- 
riously grand  and  beautiful.  It  was  the  record,  to  be  sur&,  of 
vices  as  well  as  of  virtues;  but  its  spirit  had  freedom,  and  fire, 
and  grace.  Sappho's  Love  Ode  is  quoted  as  an  instance  of  the 
sublime  by  Loneinus,  and  with  justice,  for  all  sensations  become 
sublime  where  mey  amount  to  perfect  transport.  Both  language 
and  music  were  now  arrived  at  a  rich  and  varied  ripeness;  yet 
music  was  still  young,  and  far  from  the  artificial  maturity  that 
divides  her  from  poetry.  The  human  mind  had  been  kindled 
by  new  circumstances,  and  its  sensibilities  were  still  impetuous 
with  novelty.  A  crisis  so  formed  for  l)rrical  excellence  could 
hardly  occur  twice  in  the  history  of  the  world. 

Accordingly  we  find  the  poetical  character  to  have  now  rather 
increased  than  diminished  in  its  influence  over  society.  More 
honoured  than  in  Homer's  age  it  could  not  well  be;  but  it  ac- 

Suired  more  political  importance.  The  Homeric  poets  are  never 
escribed  as  mterposmg  in  the  conduct  of  public  affairs.  But  in 
the  period  on  which  we  are  now  entering,  we  find  Callinus  quick- 
ening the  pulse  of  his  country's  courage,  and  Alcaeus  defending 
freedom  by  his  ^nius  as  well  as  his  sword. 

What  the  ancients  thought  of  those  early  lyrists,  and  how  they 
felt  their  works,  is  still  conspicuous  in  the  studious  imitations 
of  them  by  their  best  poets,*  and  the  glowing  eulogies  pro- 
nounced on  them  by  their  most  masterly  critics.!  There  is  a 
mortifying  contrast,  however,  between  the  vast  admiration  that 
was  evidently  paid  to  them  by  antiquity,  and  the  scanty  sum  of 
their  works  that  has  been  spared  to  us  by  time,  or,  we  should 
ratiier  say,  by  bigots^  and  barbarians.     Only  twenty-one  lines 

*  Ejl  ffr.  Horace.  f  Longinua  and  QuinctiliMi. 

t  We  nave  to  thank  the  prietts  of  Constantinople  for  having  destroyed  a 
great  many  of  the  woiks  of  Anacreon  and  other  amatoiy  Greek  poets. 
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have  been  preserved  of  the  writings  of  Callinus,*  the  probable 
inventor  of  pentameter  verse,  and  the  precursor  of  Tyrtseus  in 
war  elegy.  The  histor}'  of  Archilochusf  may  weU  be  supposed 
to  have  been  exaggerated,  but  before  his  name  could  have  be- 
come a  by-word  for  the  terrors  of  satire,  the  fulminations  of  his 
resounding  iambics  (his  vz^tfrt^  ttifi^t)  must  have  dazzled  and 
electrified  the  ancient  world.  Yet  the  few  lines  ascribed  to  him, 
which  have  been  preserved  (too  few  and  too  casually  gleaned 
to  give  us  an  insight  into  any  writer's  character)  happen  to  ex- 
press rather  a  firmly  suiFering  than  a  savage  spirit,  and  are  cer- 
tainly not  like  fragments  of  works  of  genius,  that  were  meant  to 
drive  his  enemies  to  despair.  Still  scantier  are  the  relics  of  Ale- 
man,  who  is  constantly  spoken  of  as  a  graceful  amatory  poet, 
and  distinguished  among  the  masters  of  the  lyre  by  the  epithet 
delicious  (yAvjtvc)  by  an  epigrammatist  evidently  acquainted  with 

*  I  have  named  Callinus  first  in  the  series  of  poets  after  Hesiod,  on  the  au- 
thority of  Strabo,  who  supposes  him  earlier  than  Archilochus,  and  quotes  a  line 
from  him  (Callinus),  alluding  to  the  Cimmerian  irruption  into  Asia,  which  appa- 
rently fixes  his  date  at  the  veiy  beginning'  of  the  Olympiads.  I  refer  the  reader 
(un^^ng  to  trouble  him  with  chronological  discussions)  to  Chaufiepi^'s  conti- 
nuation of  Bayle's  Dictionaiy  (article  CaUinut),  Nor,  though  Athenaeusis  some- 
what at  variance  with  Strabo  respecting  the  date  of  this  poet,  shall  I  stop  to  balance 
their  testimonies.  The  fragment  of  Callinus  above  alluded  to,  is  given  in  the 
"  Analecta"  of  Brunck  and  Jacobs,  and  others,  and  in  the  "  Poetx  Minores"  (p. 
426)  of  our  own  elegant  scholar  Gaisford.  It  is  supposed  to  have  been  addressed 
by  the  poet  to  his  countrymen  the  Ephesians,  when  engaged  in  war  with  their 
nei^bouis  the  Magnesiaus.  It  can  be  traced  to  no  earlier  preserver  than  Sto- 
baeus  of  the  5th  Christian  century,  but  I  know  of  no  direct  argument  against  its 
aathenticity.  Camerarius,  a  distinguished  luminary  of  the  16th  century,  thought 
so  highly  «  its  spirit,  that  he  translated  it  into  Latin,  and  inserted  it  in  an  ora« 
tion  which  he  addressed  to  all  the  powers  of  Europe,  exhorting  them  to  unite 
against  the  Turks. 

f  Aichilochus  is  put  by  Fabricius,  on  the  authority  of  Herodotus  (i.  12),  and 
Cicero  (Tusc.  Quest.),  as  the  contemporary  of  Gyges,  and  as  flourishing  in  the 
15th  Olympiad;  but  he  is  generally  pkced  by  chronologists  within  the  7th  cen- 
tury B.  C.  There  is  an  interesting,  though  rather  credulous  detail  of  the  tradi- 
tions respecting  him  in  Gillies's  History  of  Greece.  The  article  Aichilochus  in 
Bayle's  Dictionary,  in  my  opinion,  evinces  a  ^at  deal  more  research  than  im- 
partiality respecting  the  character  of  this  ternfic  old  satirist.  Pindar  is  quoted, 
to  show  that  he  despised  him  as  an  odious  dealer  in  detraction  (2d  P3rthicV 
But  Pindar  was  a  lover  of  the  great,  and  might  not  be  fair  evidence  on  the  suS- 
ject.  It  is  by  no  means  clear,  nowever,  or  rather  there  is  a  manifest  improba- 
bi£^,  that  the  old  poet  Ardiilochus  was  pointed  at  in  the  2d  Pythic.  Pindar 
says  he  had  seen  him;  but  the  great  lambist  had  been  dead  for  ages  before' 
Pindar  was  bom.  He  had  seen  him,  however,  he  says,  at  a  distance,  tiun ;  a  ra- 
ther odd  way  of  saying  that  he  had  heard  of  a  dead  man.  Not  even  Heyne's 
high  authority  in  conjecturing  (for  he  only  conjectures)  that  f  «mk«  alludes  to  dis- 
tance of  time,  can  demonstrate  that  there  never  was  but  one  man  of  the  name 
of  Archilochus  in  Greece,  (the  name»  by  the  way,  occurs  in  Homer,)  or  that  the 
Aichilochus  who  is  mentioned  was  not  Pindar's  contemporary.  The  story  of 
Ly cambes,  who  had  refused  our  poet  his  daughter  in  marriage,  having  aflerwards 
hanged  himself  in  consequence  of  Archilocnus's  satires,  may  sound  verv  credi- 
ble ;  but  one  would  fiun  nope  that  the  sequel  was  only  a  piece  of  pathetic  scan- 
dal, namely,  that  the  beauty  who  had  jilted  the  poet,  and  another  young  lady 
of  Uie  family,  tucked  themselves  up  after  their  father's  example. 
Vol.  n.  No.  11.— 1821.  3  Q 
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his  work.*'  A  scrap  of  his  verses,!  which  Virgil  probably  imi* 
tated4  seems  to  correspond  with  this  character,  though,  per- 
haps, the  suavity  of  the  original  will  be  Uttle  recognised  in 

t^anslation : — 

**  Hie  mountain-samnuts  deep,  glens,  cliiTi,  uid  cavea^ 
Are  sUent— all  the  black  etutth's  reptile  brood — 
Hie  bees — the  wild  beasts  of  the  mountain-wood  i 

In  depths  beneath  the  dark  red  ocean's  waves 
Its  monsters  rest,  whilst  rapt  in  bower  and  wpny 
Each  bird  is  hush'd  that  stretch'd  its  pimona  to  the  day." 

Our  regret  for  the  loss  of  so  much  Greek  lyric  poetry  may  be 
fairly  extended  to  productions  of  a  much  hunibler  character  than 
those  of  Alcman  and  Archilochus.  An  ample  preservadon  of 
their  popular  songs  would  have  thrown  incalculably  amusing 
lights  on  their  national  manners.  The  multifarious  character  of 
their  songs  marks  how  much  this  gay  people^  delighted  in  verse 
and  vocal  melody.  Besides  their  war-songs,  their  love-songs, 
their  songs  for  the  bath  and  fbr  convivial  parties,  they  had  strains 
allotted  to  almost  every  description  of  labour.  The  bakers,  die 
reapers,  the  wool-combers,  the  weavers,  the  rowers  at  the  oar, 
the  drawers  of  water,  the  shepherds,  the  ploughmen,  and  the 
vine-dressers,  had  all  their  peculiar  songs ;  so  that  their  streets, 
and  fields,  and  c;ardens,  and  harbours,  must  have  constantly  re- 
sounded with  the  notes  of  cheerful  harmony.  The  hired  ser- 
vants sang  a  particular  song  as  they  went  to  their  work.|  An 
ingenious  antiquary  has  even  found  materials  for  a  treatise  on 
the  strains  of  their  beggars.^! 

With  speculations  on  this  last  species  of  poetry,  however,  it 
would,  of  course,  not  be  very  inspiring  to  the  imagination  to  in- 
dulge ourselves  ;  I  shall,  therefore,  only  attend  to  compositions 
where  the  peculiar  beauty  of  Greek  genius  is  visible,  and  in  the 
remainder  of  my  lecture,  shall  treat  of  their  principal  poets  an- 
tecedent to  the  Attic  Drama. 

(7*0  be  continued,) 

*  In  an  epigram  describing  the  great  lyric  poetSi  presenred  in  GrotiiiB'^  and 
several  other  anthologies. 

f  aucmah, 

n^mt$  Tff  nmt  X'^'^^i* 
^A«.  Tf  tfftctrm  y  •rrm  Tft0§$  fu^Mtfa  ymm 
Btifti  •^nrtufi  rt  tun  ytut  /MtAiWiff 

^}m  Tm9V!rrt^vy09» 

♦  In  Virga*8  celebrated  description  of  night  in  the  fourth  JEneid,  **Nox  ciat 
et  phM^dum  carpebant,"  &c. 

§  The  hilarity  of  the  ancient  Greeks  is  marked  in  their  rery  fonn  of  aahita. 
iion.  When  they  greeted  a  neighbour,  they  bade  him  rejoice ;  a  Boynan  bade 
him  be  safe,  or  strong.  |  Athensus^  ziv.  p.  619. 

1  Ilgen's  Poeseos  mcndicorum  Gneconun  specimina,  &c. 
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Tmk  diurnal  press  of  Germany  has  latel  j  presented  the  public 
with  such  an  account  ef  the  progress  and  present  state  of  the  Gre- 
cian insurrection,  as»  when  known,  must,  if  correct,  produce  a  verj 
material  alteration  in  the  sentiments  with  which  the  existing  strug- 
gle in  Turkey  has  hitherto  been  regarded  in  this  country.  Our  Con- 
tinental neighbours,  especially  some  of  the  most  enlightened  class- 
es amongst  the  Germans,  have  been  from  the  first  all  enthusiasm 
upon  the  subject  of  the  emancipation  of  the  Greeks,  and  bitterly 
reproach  the  English  with  the  apathy  which  it  is  asserted  they  dis- 
play, with  their  want  of  zeal  for  liberty,  and  of  veneration  for  liie 
name  of  Greece.  These  crimes,  like  most  of  those  with  which  the 
British  nation  is  so  freely  charged,  are  ascribed  to  its  commercial 
spirit ;  and  England  is  sujpposed  to  be  induced  to  favour  the  Turks, 
by  a  prophetic  jealousy  ot  the  future  navy  of  independent  Greece. 
Iieep,  indeed,  would  be  our  regret,  could  we  apprehend  that  there 
was  any  foundation  for  such  (marees;  and  although  the  motive  to 
which  tiiey  are  attributed  is  so  tnuy  laughable,  that  it  appears  al- 
most absurd  to  say  an^  thing  in  its  refutation,  the  subject  itself  is 
too  serious  not  to  require  notice.  We,  therefore,  beg  leave  to  offer 
to  the  accusers  of  our  country  a  few  words,  in  extenuation  of  this 
allqred  lukewarmness  of  sympathy  for  the  Greeks. 

We  will  not  pause  to  dwell  upon  the  results,  or  the  nature  of  the 
recent  Italian  attempts  at  revolution,  which  have  certainly  not  been 
encouraging  to  those  who  imagine,  that  a  nation  sunk  in  the  lowest 
degradation  of  slavery,  can  at  once  throw  off  the  brutifying  effects 
of  such  a  state,  as  the  serpent  his  skin,  and  emerge  bright,  youthful, 
regenerated,  capable  of  appreciating  and  rationally  enjoying  full 
and  entire  liberty — but  proceed  at  once  to  European  Turkey. 

The  British  public  may  have  been  misled  by  want  of  information, 
but  from  what  has  hitherto  been  known,  there  has  been  no  reason  to 
consider  the  point  at  issue  any  thing  more  than  whether  the  Greeks 
should  be  slaves  to  the  Turks,  or  to  the  Russians.  Now,  we  do  not 
mean  to  deny  that  it  might  be  very  desirable  for  the  Greeks  to  ef- 
fect a  change  of  masters,  by  which  they  would  be  subjected  to  a  na- 
tion professing  the  same  religion  with  themselves,  instead  of  a  tribe 
of  Mahometan  Tartars ; — ^wno,  after  receiving  from  the  oppressed 
Christian,  by  way  of  tax  or  tribute,  the  stipulated  price  of  a  license 
for  each  individual  to  wear-*not  hair-powder,  but  his  own  head 
upon  his  own  shoulders  for  the  year  next  ensuing,  are,  it  is  said,  oc- 
casionally seized  with  conscientious  scruples  touching  such  com- 
pounding of  infidelity ;  and  when  this  occurs,  in  order  to  rectify 
their  error,  although  they  do  not  judge  it  re<}uisite  to  return  the 
money,  they  have  recourse  to  hanging,  impaling,  and  such  other 
persuasive  methods  of  conversion,  as  may  leave  the  letter  of  the 
compact  inviolate.  We  believe  tfie  orthodox  Catholic  argument  by 
fire  has  never  been  adopted  in  that  unenlightened  country.  But, 
though  we  allow  that  this  transfer  would  have  been  a  material  im- 
provement of  the  condition  of  the  transferred,  we  cannot  see  that 
there  was  much  in  the  business  calculated  to  excite  enthusiasm 
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either  for  liberty,  or  for  the  memory  of  the  ancient  Greeks.  A  ge> 
.  neral  European  crusade  might,  indeed,  have  been  thou&;ht  analogous 
to  the  circumstance  of  the  actual  oppression  and  wholesale  murder 
of  our  fellow  Christians  by  the  Turks,  and  it  would,  perhaps,  have 
been  the  most  reasonable  crusade  that  ever  was  undertaken.  But 
with  respect  to  this  country,  when  the  enormous  preponderance  of 
Russia  in  Europe,  (to  say  nothing  of  the  Czar's  late  increase  of 
power,  as  well  as  of  influence  in  Asia,  and  of  the  consequent  possi- 
ole  danger  to  the  British  empire  in  India)  is  considered,  it  is  really 
expecting  from  England  a  decree  of  disinterestedness  more  usually 
found  in  romance  than  in  ordinary  life,  to  reauire  that  she  should 
be  very  zealous  in  promoting  and  effecting  suck  transfer. 

But  if  we  may  credit  the  statement  of  the  Mgemeine  Zeiiungs  this 
view  of  the  condition  and  prospects  of  the  modem  inhabitants  of 
Athens  and  Sparta  was  wholly  founded  in  error.  The  questioB  ac- 
tually is,  whether  Greece  shall  or  shall  not  once  more  exist  as  a 
free  state,  whether  the  Greeks  do  or  do  not  possess  resolation  and 
resources  sufficient  to  accomplish  their  own  emancipation,  the  ex- 
pulsion of  their  oppressors,  and  the  establishment  of  their  coun- 
try's independence,  if  not  absolutely  unassisted,  at  least  with  no 
more  aid  than  they  may  reasonably  hope  to  derive  from  private  and 
voluntary  contributions  and  auxiliaries. 

0  The  Grecian  navy,  we  are  here  told,  consists  of  one  hundred  and 
fifty  vessels,  mounting  from  fifteen  to  thirty-five  guns,  and  of  six 
hundred  and  fifty  smaller  craft.  These  vessels  are  almost  entirely 

Erivate  property,  and  belons  chiefly  to  wealthy  merchants,  esta- 
lished  m  the  three  small  islands  of  Hydria,  Spezia,  and  Psanu 
This  navy  has  no  admiral ;  it  is  commanded,  as  it  is  formed,  in 
common ;  the  authority  exercised  by  the  different  proprietors  and 
their  deputies,  being  proportionate  to  the  amount  of  aieir  respec- 
tive contributions.  Does  not  this  description  recal  to  ^e  reaaer's 
mind,  the  composition  of  the  Grecian  fleet  that  gained  the  battle  of 
Salamis,  and  the  ten-day-about  generals,  who  led  the  Athenian 
troops  to  Marathon  ?  Be  that  as  it  may,  this  navy,  so  collected  and 
so  conducted,  has  repeatedly  defeated  its  antagonists,  and  is  now, 
divided  into  four  fleets,  occupied  in  blockadingthe  ports  to  which 
the  discomfited  Turicish  ships  have  retired.  This  account  is,  it 
must  be  confessed,  rather  startling,  from  its  extreme  opposition  to 
all  our  preconceived  ideas;  jet  it  may  receive  some  confirmation, 
making  due  allowance  for  friendly  exaggeration,  from  the  informa- 
tion which  has  of  late  years  been  communicated  by  several  intelli- 
gent travellers  respecting  the  Grecian  islands,  whose  condition  has 
always  been  very  different  from  that  of  the  main  land.  In  fact,  it 
appears  that  the  Turks  have  no  insular  propensities,  and  have  there- 
fore given  themselves  little  concern  about  tiie  Archipelago,  beyond 
imposing  and  receivine  tribute.  The  consequence  ot  this  fortunate 
indifference  has  been  the  superiority,  in  every  respect,  of  the  Greeks 
of  the  islands  over  their  brethren  of  the  continent.  Not  that  it  is 
meant  to  be  insinuated,  that  even  they  bear  any  apparent  traces  of 
their  relationship  to  their  renowned  predecessors,  but  they  have 
long  enjoyed  a  commercial  prosperity,  and  an  individual  security 
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and  comfort,  very  beneficial  to  the  human  character,  and  wholly 
unknown  to  the  slave  under  the  immediate  eye  of  a  master. 

The  land  forces  of  the  Greeks,  we  learn  from  the  same  authority, 
are  also  divided  into  four  corps  d^armee  of  from  twenty  to  forty 
thousand  men  each,  stationed  in,  and  at  present  almost  undisputa- 
bly  occupying  the  Peloponnesus,  ^tolia,  and  Thessaly,  and,  in 
conjunction  with  Ali  Pasha,  Epirus.  The  province  of  IHiessaly  is 
represented  as  being,  from  its  geographical  position,  a  point  of  the 
highest  importance ;  and  since  it  has  been  cleared  from  the  Turks, 
the  influence  of  the  leaders  who  hold  it,  amount  whom  we  observe 
a  modem  Odysseus,  has  induced  the  neighbounng  province  of  Ma- 
cedonia to  declare  in  favour  of  freedom. 

But  a  piece  of  intelligence  which,  if  correct,  is  still  more  impor- 
tant than  the  numbers  under  arms,  is,  that  Ae  present  insurrection 
had  been  long  premeditated  and  organized,  althoue;h  the  moment 
of  its  breaking  out  seems  to  have  been  determined,  and  probably 
was  precipitated,  by  the  attack  made  upon  Ali  Pasha  by  the  Porte. 
AVe  are  told  of  a  regular  association  previouslj^  instituted  for  the 
purpose  of  liberating  Greece,  called  me  Hetseria,  tiiough  the  date 
of  its  establishment  is  not  mentioned,  which  directs  and  governs 
tkeproceedings  of  the  leading  men,  or  Kapitanys. 

To  explain  the  nature  of  £ese  Kapitanys,  and  the  constitution 
of  the  Grecian  land  forces,  we  must  recur  to  the  period  of  the  Otto- 
man conquests.  The  mountainous  districts  of  tne  country  appear 
never  to  have  been  thought  by  the  Turks  worth  the  trouble  of  sub- 
duing; they  were  satisned  with  securing  the  possession  of  the 
towns  and  plains.  Naturally,  all  such  Greeks  as  still  valued  their 
liberty  withdrew  to  the  mountains,  where  they  arranged  themselves 
in  bands,  under  regular  leaders,  named  Kapitanys:  they  have  con- 
tinued in  that  form  ever  since,  subsisting  chiefly  by  plunder;  but 
we  are  assured  that  the  Turks  alone  are  exposed  to  their  depreda- 
tions, whilst  they  scrupulously  abstain  from  robbing  a  Christian. 
The  Pashas  have  found  it  most  convenient  to  make  terms  with  these 
Kapitanys;  and  in  consideration  of  their  nominal  submission  to 
the  Porte,  give  them  pay  and  provisions,  committing  to  their  super- 
intendence districts  desiffnated  by  the  term  Armatolion. 

When  the  celebrated  Ali  first  sought  to  make  himself  indepen- 
dent of  the  Porte,  he  courted  the  Capitanys,  and  induced  many  of 
them,  with  their  bands,  to  enter  his  service.  When  he  thought  him- 
self sufficiently  strong,  he  began  to  assassinate  the  chiefs.  The 
bands  of  his  victims,  and  the  surviving  Kapitanys,  were  offended, 
and  left  him  in  anger.  Accordingly,  when  the  Porte  last  year  sent 
an  army  to  put  down  Ali,  they  very  naturally  lent  a  willing  ear  to 
the  Ottoman  general's  invitation  to  join  him  against  the  common 
enemy,  Ali.  They  did  so  join ;  and,  in  fact,  formed  the  principal 
atrength  of  the  Grand  Seignior's  forces.  But  Turkish  insolence 
and  Sf  ahometan  intolerance  did  not  permit  this  alliance  to  last. 
The  Kapitanys  were  insulted,  and  one  of  their  number  was  detain- 
ed as  a  prisoner  upon  some  old  complaint.  The  other  leaders,  in 
high  indignation,  were  about  to  rescue  their  comrade  by  force;  but 
here  the  Hetieria  interposed,  and  restrained  their  violence,  by  an 
assurance  that  precipitate  measures  would  ruin  all  their  well- 
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founded  kopes.  The  Kaiiitanys  submitted  to  fhb  irepreeentatioB, 
purchased  the  release  of  their  friend  bj  a  pecuniaij  sacrifice,  and 
then  one  and  all  left  the  Turkish  camp,  retiring  with  their  troops 
to  the  mountains.  Ali,  who  had  been  Amea  in  great  distress  isto 
Joannina,  now  found  himself  again  able  to  cope  with  Us 


Joannina,  now  found  himself  again  able  to  cope 
He  once  more  entered  into  negotiation  with  the  Kapitanys.  Com- 
mon interest  prevailed  oyer  former  resentment;  they  accepted  his 
overtures,  he  supplied  them  with  money  and  arms,  and  the  iasur- 
rection  began. 

Ali  remains  at  Jeannina,  and  is  at  present  a  firm  ally  of  the 
Greeks.  His  steady  adherence  to  their  cause  is  said  to  be  insured 
by  the  influence  of  his  favourite  Grecian  wife»  Basilissa.  Were 
this  the  only  tie,  did  the  durability  of  the  alliance  depend  solely 
upon  the  conju^l  affection— 4he  constant  attachment  of  such  a 
personage  as  Ali,  we  should  not  expect  much  advantage  fipom  it; 
but  the  Greeks  have  a  better  hold  upon  their  confederate.  Whilst 
the  Porte  continues  formidable,  care  for  his  own  safety  must  secure 
his  co-o|)eration. 

All  this  sounds  most  ^icoura^ingly,  and  if  we  ma;^  believe  the 
whole,  or  even  one  hal^— a  half  is  we  proportion  of  evil  report  pro- 
nounced in  the  *'  School  for  Scandal''  to  be  worthy  of  credit,  and 
surely  we  are  not  to  suppose  that  the  exa||;gerations  of  kindness  ex- 
ceed those  of  malignity— if  then,  according  to  this  canon  of  criti- 
cism, we  are  iustified  in  believing  half  the  foregoing  statement,  we 
may  indulge  hopes  of  the  success  of  the  Greeks,  without  incurring 
more  ridicule  than  was  heaped  upon  those  who  ausured  well  of  the 
efforts  of  the  **  universal  Spanish  nation ;"  for,  if  we  cannot  deny 
that  the  Greeks  were  in  even  a  lower  class  ^  humanity  than  the 
Spaniards,  it  must  be  admitted,  on  the  other  hand,  that  the  Grand 
Seienior  is  a  somewhat  different  adversary  from  Bonaparte.  And 
if  there  really  does  exist  a  rational  hope  of  seeing  Greece  restored 
to  the  condition  of  an  independent  state,  can  there  be  fimnd,  within 
the  limits  of  cultivated  Europe,  a  bosom  so  cold,  so  dead  to  every 
generous,  as  well  as  to  every  classical  recollection,  that  it  does  not 
glow  with  delight  at  the  mere  idea?  With  respect  to  England,  she 
has  already  shown,  in  the  cause  of  Spain,  of  what  enthusiasm  she 
is  capable,  in  behalf  of  a  people  eallantly  strug|;ling  against  over- 
whelming force.  And  can  $he  be  indifferent  towards  Greece?— 
Greece,  whose  very  name,  in  addition  to  all  the  sympatiiies  called 
forth  by  Spain,  awakes  the  tenderest  sentiments  of  relinon  for  mar- 
tyred Christians,  toother  with  every  ardent  feeling  of  boyhood  for 
tlie  country  of  Leonidas,  a  Codrus,  an  Achilles,  an  Alexander,  and 
of  maturer  years  for  the  birth-place  of  Homer,  Sophocles^  Socrates, 
Xenophon,  Demosthenes. 

Illustrious  names  cmne  thi*oi]^ng  rather  upon  the  heart  than 
upon  tlie  memory,  from  which  it  is  painful  to  select,  and  wbos^ 
numbers  would  overflow  these  pages.  And  yet,  for  what  better 
should  they  be  reserved  ?  What  can  we  hope  to  say  that  may  arouse 
the  soul  which  the  bare  enumeration  of  stt<;h  names  can  leave  un- 
moved? The  thoueht  would  be  sacrilege,  and  we  will  lay  aside  the 
pen  yrith  this  single  observation,  most  probably  to  resume  it  i^in, 
ere  long,  on  the  same  subject. 
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ASTTSm  XT. 
THE   ASTIBTB'   letter-box. 

Miss  Lucy  Paterson  to  Mr.  J-— s 

Oh  !  my  dear  Mr.  J—-,  you  are  the  sweetest  man !  I  do  not 
compliment  you,  in  the  least,  when  I  say  that  I  had  rather  have 
one  of  your  miniatures  than  five  Cartoons  from  Hampton  Court 
Palace.  Raphael  might  have  been  all  very  well  in  his  day;  but 
this  I  win  say,  a  party  of  us  went  to  the  Toy  at  Hampton  Court 
last  Sunday,  and,  notwithstanding  all  that  Mr.  Holloway  may 
say  to  the  contrary,  I  myself  have  no  great  opinion  of  Raphael. 
For  instance,  there  are  three  great  brawny  men  leaning  over  the 
edge  of  a  boat  no  bigger  than  a  bathing-tub.  Harry  Marmoset 
knows  something  of  boats ;  he  belongs  to  the  Funny  Club :  and  he 
tells  me,  upon  his  honour,  that  he  and  Jack  Juniper  were  in  a  boat 
a  great  deal  bigger  than  that;  that  Jack  dropped  his  white  hat 
overboard,  off  Isleworth ;  and  that,  when  they  both  leant  over  the 
bow  to  reach  it,  the  boat  upset,  and  they  were  ^^  regularly  cap- 
sized." So  much  for  Raphael  as  a  painter !  Then  again,  he  daubs 
such  a  set  of  giants,  that  all  the  lines  in  their  faces  look  like  so 
much  cordage.  How  different,  my  dear  Sir,  is  your  elegant 
department  of  the  art !  Such  a  sliding  over  of  natund  defects  till 
they  even  pass  for  beauties !  Such  a  melting  down  of  superfluous 
fat!  Such  a  shaving  of  shoulder-bones !  Such  a  reform  in  the 
upper  house !  Such  an  abolition  of  all  superfluous  wrinkles ! 
What  is  Lawson^s  depilatory  to  the  hair-pencil  of  divine  Mr. 

J ?  There's  Mrs.  Hunch,  with  a  back  like  the  Bonassus! 

if  you  have  not  made  her  as  slim  as  a  swan !  Then,  to  say  the 
truth,  there  are  my  own  collar-bones,  standing  out,  under  my 
chin,  like  the  cross-bones  over  the  church-door  of  St.  Peter  le 
Poor;  you  have  totally  enveloped  them  in  a  soft  skin  of  a  dazzling 
whiteness.  Where  now  are  the  couple  of  gooseberries,  as  that 
rude  boy,  my  brother  George,  used  to  denominate  my  eyesf — 
changed  to  two  orbs  of  blue,  floating  in  liquid  fire!  I  don't  wonder 
that  you  have  more  business  than  you  can  get  through  with.  You 
are  quite  right — ^painters  should  not  speak  their  minds,  any  more 
than  poets.  It's  all  very  well  in  a  family-party ;  but  at  Somerset- 
house  people's  faces  should  be  upon  their  best  behaviour.  How 
ingeniously  have  you  got  over  that  ocular  indecision  of  mine, 
which  my  friends  call  an  agreeable  squint,  although  I  suspect  my 
enemies  of  making  the  adjective  one  syllable  longer.  My  elbow 
too,  leaning  upon  a  marbU  pedestal,  is  whiter  than  the  driven 
snow ;  Nature,  I  am  sorrf^o  b^frldias  given  it  the  hue  of  the  red 
snow  at  the  North  Pole*  A' blial'  morocco  bound  bookliangs 
negligentiy  in  my  taper  fingers,  indorsed  "  Psyche,  by  Mrs. 
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Tighe."  Pray  who  is  Psyche  i  It's  a  very  ugly-looking  word :  I 
would  not  attempt  to  pronounce  it  for  the  best  bonnet  in  the  Soho 
bazaar.  I  suppose  it  is  somebody  or  something  of  Lord  Byron's. 
Have  you  read  his  three  last  cantos  of  Don  Juan?  I  have :  but 
don't  mention  it  to  Harry  Marmoset;  I  promised  him  that  I 
would  not.  I  don't  think  them  so  good  as  the  two  first ;  when  I 
say  not  so  good,  I  mean  not  so  bad:  for  they  say  that  the  good- 
ness of  Lord  Bjrron  depends  upon  his  badness.  The  fact  is^  I 
read  very  litde;  because,  when  I  do  read,  I  have  contracted  a 
habit  of  muttering  the  words,  and  of  running  my  head  backwards 
and  forwards  along  the  lines.  Nobody  ever  told  me  of  it,  tiU 
that  rude  boy  Geor^  mentioned  it  yesterday.  I  was  reading  die 
Poet  Laurent's  Vision  of  Judgment,  and  the  lines  were  so  very 
long,  that  George  told  me  my  nose  swung  like  a  pendulum.  I 
doirt  mean  to  go  on  with  it,  till  Southey  shortens  the  lines.  At  all 
events  I  shall  wait  for  the  octavo  edition.  But  to  return  to  the 
miniature.  Harry  Marmoset  tells  me  that  you  are  doing  his  also. 
How  interesting!  Pray  do  make  haste,  my  dear  Mr.  J.  and  finbh 
us  both  in  time  for  the  Exhibition.  Harry  knows  a  stationer  in 
Fetter-lane  who  sells  India-rubber  to  one  of  the  hanpne  com- 
mittee. Harry  means  to  make  interest  with  him,  to  get  me  two 
miniatures  hung,  answering  one  another,  tHe-i^tete^  ^like  King 
William  and  his  Queen,"  as  some  great  poet  sings.   This  will  be 

Imre !  Our  attitudes  have  been  studied  to  produce  that  effect.  He 
eers  over  his  left  shoulder;  I  sigh  over  my  right.  Quite  in  the 
Novel  line — ^^^ Their  eyes  accidentally  met;  his  looked  unutter- 
aUe  things;  her's  dropped  down,  while  ablush  suffused  her  lovely 
cheek."  Oh !  what  shall  I  do  to  pass  the  time  till  the  Exhibition 
opens?  We  mean  to  go  a  party  on  the  very  first  day.  SirHilde- 
brand  Homsey,  from  Doctors'  Commons,  that's  one;  his  second 
daughter,  Cecilia,  that's  two ;  Jack  Juniper,  of  Liquorpond- 
street,  that's  three;  Sally  and  Jane  Tick,  from  Hoxton-square, 
that's  five.  Poor  Elizabeth  won't  be  able  to  go;  a  monkey  at 
Bartholomew  fair  has  nibbled  off  the  tip  of  her  litde  finger. 
Stay!  where  was  I?— oh,  five !  Well,  then  there's  myself,  six; 
and  my  brother  George,  seven, — a  nice  snug  litde  hackney- 
coach  party.  We  mean  to  go  up  stairs  at  once  to  the  miniature- 
room,  without  waiting  below  to  look  at  the  statues.  Indeed  I 
don't  think  it  proper.  I  wonder  they  don't  dress  them.  There 
should  be  a  meeting  of  auxiliary  ladies  in  the  Egyptian  Hall,  to 
subscribe  for  flannel  and  broad-doth.  1 11  speak  to  papa,  to 
speak  to  Mrs.  Fry,  to  speak  to  the  Lord  Mayor.  Well,  then, 
we  shall  elbow  our  way  up  to  the  two  miniatures ;  and  if  they  do 
but  look  in  Somerset-house  as  they  look  in  Frith-street,  every 
body  will  set  it  down  for  a  match ;  and  then  papa  naist  give  his 
consent.    Oh  dear!  dear!  when  will  the  Exhibition  open! 
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**  If,  when  the  robin  warbles  from  her  bougli 

The  latest  accents  of  adoring^  lore. 

To  yon  fair  star  that  g^ds  the  twilight  trees, 

Thou  canst  not  give  a  moral  to  her  song; 

If,  when  the  moon  sheds  her  still  sober  light 

Upon  this  water,  and  deludes  the  eye 

"With  show  of  motion,  there  is  in  thy  heart 

No  pulse  of  pleasure  ; — Whence,  for  ever  hence, 

Oh,  shun  this  bank !  it  is  the  Poet's  haunt !"— Akstb». 

I  HAVE  heard  and  read  of  many  great  names,  have  worshipped 
and  envied  them  ;  yet  it  must  be  owned,  with  more  feelings  of 
selfishness  and  ambition,  than  of  admiration  and  regard.  Statea* 
men  and  scholars,  in  fortune  and  in  adversity,  in  trying  and  in 
eminent  stations  of  life,  have  passed  in  (he  mirror  of  history  be- 
fore me ;  they  have  excited  much  emulation,  but  little  tenderness. 
The  memory  of  a  man  of  the  world,  however  renowned  he  may 
have  been,  is  a  mere  abstraction,  associated  with  deeds  and  events 
as  unsubstantial  and  invisible,  when  once  over,  as  the  names  to 
which  they  are  attached.  The  author  of  this  law,  or  of  that 
theory,  has  no  farther  grasp  on  our  sympathies,  than  as  we  are 
acquainted  with  the  scope  and  matter  of  diese  ideal  productions. 
And  even  then,  they  act  so  generally,  and  on  such  multitudes, 
that  we  feel  bound  but  to  bestow  on  them  a  mite  of  consideration. 
Real  fame  or  existence  in  the  thoughts  of  posterity  is  not  meted 
in  proportion  to  superiority  of  genius  or  exertion,  but  by  the 
associations  which  call  up  and  hallow  a  name ; — ^*^  the  local  habu 
tatian  and  the  name*^  is  every  thing,  and  this  is  acquired  by 
chance  a^  much  as  by  merit. 

The  paramount  association  is  certainly  that  of  having  been  at- 
tached to  a  particular  and  exclusive  spot  of  earth.  Over  field 
and  forest,  and  the  beauties  of  landscape,  we  seek  for  a  name  to 
join  with  them — we  look  for  the  genius  locij  the  genius  of  the 
place ;  and  there  is  a  void  in  the  prospect,  a  vacuity  in  the  con- 
templation, when  we  cannot  conjure  up  some  proud  tide  of 
ancient  race,  or  earned  renown,  to  be  the  animating  spirit  of  the 
scene.  We  experience  a  contrary  wish,  yet  corroborative  of 
the  same  principle,  over  the  pages  of  history  or  memoir— the 
names  are  presented  to  us,  and  we  must  conjure  up  the  scenes 
they  have  mingled  in.  But  here  the  just  course  is  inverted-* 
too  much  is  required  of  the  imagination,  whose  province,  in  be- 
€towisg  real  pleasure,  is  more  to  embellish  than  to  create. 

It  is  this  want  of  link  with  the  soil,  of  attachment  to  a  particular 
apot, which  gives  the  life  of  a  metropolitan  that  ideal  insignificance 
so  happily  embodied  in  the  term  Cockney.  From  having  a  vil- 
lage, a  mountain,  or  a  desert  for  a  dwelling  or  birth-place,  we  may 
derive  some  pride  :  whatever  honours  they  bestow,  few  lay  claim 
to  ;— -4)ut  what  honour  is  to  be  drawn  from  being  one  of  ten  mit 
\oh.  BL  No.  11.— 1821.  3  P 
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lions,  except,  indeed,  the  vaunt  be  addressed  to  foreigners? 
What  native  of  London  can  enter  that  city  with  the  same  endear- 
ing recollections  with  which  the  native  of  the  village  revisits  his 
long-absent  home,  or  apostrophize  his  gloomy  mansion  in  the 
Minories  or  Strand  with 

**  Hail !  ye  blest  haunts  of  my  childhood. 
The  lawns  and  the  boweis  that  I  loved  ?" 

Yet  in  the  possession  of  all  the  real  associaUons  that  adorn  and 
dignify  life,  the  inhabitant  of  our  great  metropolis  yields  to  none. 
Not  only  with  wealth  and  power,  with  universal  munificence  and 
philanthropy,  does  his  name  stand  united ;  but  he  can  sho>r  on 
the  same  roll  of  nativity  with  himself,  the  names  of  genius  oC 
every  cast  and  in  every  station— poets,  philosophers,  and  states- 
men, the  beings  who  niost  embellished,  and  inatnicted,  and 
benefited  the  world. 

But  in  the  matter  of  glory  and  such  feelings,  great  towns  re- 
semble the  old  fable  of  the  lion's  den — they  take,  but  they  never 
repay ;  they  absorb  all  the  honour  of  producing  and  possessing 
so  much  greatness,  yet  they  shed  litde  lustre  on  their  less  emi- 
nent inhabitants.  Thev  even  narrow  the  glory  of  their  most  re- 
nowned names ;  they  circumscribe  the  shrine  of  genius,  and  ccm- 
fine  it  to  the  petty  circumference  of  a  tablet  or  a  tomb.  What 
an  unpleasant  mixture  of  feeling  does  our  Poet's  Comer  ex- 
cite,— as  if  the  mighty  spirits  of  our  country  were  bottled  up  and 
strung  against  a  wall !  Each  must  keep  within  his  own  square 
foot  of  marble,  and  make  no  more  than  his  share  of  impressicm 
on  the  beholden  How  diiFerent  are  the  sentiments  excited  by 
the  poet's  resting-place  upon  the  Avon !  Shakspeare  is  the  ani- 
mating spirit  of  the  place  ;  his  image  seems  stamped  on  the  as- 
pect of  each  old  brick  house,«— is  seen  mirrored  in  his  own  beauti- 
ful stream,  and  stirring  in  the  lofty  elms  that  overshade  its  banks. 

Above  all  poets  Goldsmith  was  least  qualified  to  have  been  the 
inhabitant  of  a  great  city,  and  to  become  identified  with  it.  He 
should  have  dwelt  in  the  rural  scenes  which  he  has  so  beaudfuUy 
described,  and  sported  his  peach-coloured  coat  at  the  village 
church.  But  his  evil  fortune  has  handed  him  down  to  us,  mis- 
placed by  the  side  of  that  giant  of  words — Johnson,  held  up 
merely  as  a  foil  to  him— -an  object  of  laughter  and  pity.  And 
although  the  situation  shows  his  simplicity  of  genius  and  heart  in 
the  strongest  and  most  amiable  light,  yet  it  is  painful  to  amtem- 
plate  the  poet  of  *'  The  Hermit"  as  poor  Goldy  in  the  pages  of 
Boswell.  His  epitaph  too  in  Westminster  Abbey,  beautiful  as  it 
is,  is  false  in  the  chief  point — ^the  place  of  his  birth.  He  was  not 
born  at  Femes  or  Pallas,  according  to  the  monument,  but  at  £1- 
phin,  in  the  county  of  Roscommon.  But  it  is  not  at  his  birth- 
place or  his  tomb  that  the  name  of  the  poet  is  held  most  sacred. 
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His  memory  has  found,  I  dare  say,  a  more  grateful  shrine,  in  a 
country  where  he  long  resided  with  his  broUier — ^which  he  fre- 
quently mentions  in  his  works  with  affection  and  regret,  and  from 
whence,  it  is  more  than  probable,  he  took  the  scene  of  his  "  De- 
serted Village." 

About  three  miles  from  Ballymahon,  a  very  central  town  in 
the  sister-kitigdom,  is  the  mansion  and  village  of  Auburn,  so 
called  by  their  present  possessor.  Captain  Hogan.  Through  the 
taste  and  improvement  of  this  gentleman,  it  is  now  a  beautiful 
spot,  although,  some  fifteen  years  since,  it  presented  a  very  bare 
and  unpoetical  aspect.  This,  however,  was  owing  to  a  cause 
which  serves  strongly  to  corroborate  the  assertion,  that  Gold- 
smith had  this  scene  in  view  when  he  wrote  his  poem.  The  then 
possessor,  General  Napier,  turned  all  his  tenants  out  of  their 
farms,  that  he  might  enclose  them  in  his  own  private  domain. 
Littleton,  the  mansion  of  the  General,  stands  not  far  off,  a  com- 
plete emblem  of  the  desolating  spirit  lamented  by  the  poet, — 
dilapidated,  and  converted  into  a  barrack. 

Tlie  chief  object  of  attraction  is  Lishoy,  once  the  parsonage- 
house  of  Henry  Goldsmith,  that  brother  to  whom  the  poet  dedi- 
cated his  "  Traveller,"  and  who  is  represented  as  the  village- 
pastor, 

«  Pasnng  rich  on  forty  pounds  a  year." 

When  I  was  in  the  country,  the  lower  chambers  were  inhabited 
by  pigs  and  sheep,  and  the  drawing-rooms  by  oats.  Captain 
Hogan,  however,  has,  I  believe,  got  it  since  into  his  possession, 
«nd  has,  of  course,  improved  its  condition. 

Though  at  first  strongly  inclined  to  dispute  the  identity  of 
Auburn,  Lishoy-house  overcame  my  scruples.  As  I  clambered 
over  the  rotten  gate,  and  crossed  the  grass-grown  lawn  or  court, 
the  tide  of  association  became  too  strong  for  casuistry:  here  the 
poet  dwelt  and  wrote,  and  here  his  thoughts  fondly  recurred, 
when  composing  his  **  Traveller,"  in  a  foreign  land.  Yonder 
was  the  decent  church,  that  literally  "  topped  the  neighbouring 
hill."  Before  me  lay  the  little  hiU  of  Knockrue,  on  which  he 
declares,  in  one  of  his  letters,  he  had  rather  sit  with  a  book  in 
hand,  than  mingle  in  the  proudest  assemblies.  And,  above  all, 
startlingly  true,  beneath  my  feet  was 

« Yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  sroilM, 

And  still  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild." 

A  painting  from  the  life  could  not  be  more  exact.  The  stubborn 
currant-bush  lifts  its  head  above  the  rank  grass,  and  the  proud 
hollyhock  flaunts  where  its  sisters  of  the  flower-knot  are  no 
more. 

In  the  middle  of  the  village  stands  the  old  "  hawthorn  tree," 
built  up  with  masonry,  to  distinguish  and  preserve  it;  it  is  old 


48d  Modem  PUgriiMges—JhAum. 

and  stubted,  and  suffers  much  from  the  depredations  of  fo^* 
chaise  travellers,  who  generally  stop  to  procure  a  twig.  Oppo- 
site to  it  is  the  village  ale-house,  over  the  door  of  which  swings 
'^  The  Three  Jolly  Pigeons."  Within,  every  thing  is  arranged 
according  to  the  letter: 

**  The  white-waah'd  waO,  the  nicely  sanded  floor. 

The  vimish'd  clock,  that  click'd  behind  the  door: 

The  chest  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay, 

A  bed  by  nig^t,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  diay; 

The  pictures  placed  for  ornament  and  use. 

The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose,**  &c. 

Captain  Hogan,  I  have  heard,  found  great  difficulty  in  obtain- 
ing ^^  the  twelve  good  rules,"  biit  at  length  purchased  them  at 
some  London  book-stall,  to  adorn  the  white-washed  parlour  of 
"The  Three  Jolly  Pigeons."  However  laudable  this  may  be, 
nothing  shook  my  faith  in  the  reality  of  Auburn  so  much  as 
this  exactness,  which  had  the  disagreeable  air  of  being  got  up 
For  the  occasion. 

The  last  object  of  pilgrimage  is  the  quondam  habitadon  of  the 
schoolmaster, 

**  There  in  bis  nmsy  mansion  8kill*d  to  rale.'* 

It  is  surrounded  with  fragrant  proofs  of  its  identity  in 

**  The  blossom'd  furze,  unprofitably  gay.** 

Here  is  to  be  seen  the  chair  of  the  poet,  which  fell  into  the 
hands  of  its  present  possessors  at  the  wreck  of  the  parsonage- 
house;  they  have  frequently  refused  large  oifers  of  purchase; 
but  more,  I  dare  say,  for  the  sake  of  drawing  contributions  from 
the  curious,  than  from  any  reverence  for  the  bard.  The  chair 
is  of  oak^  with  back  and  seat  of  cane,  which  precluded  aU  hopes 
of  a  secret  drawer,  like  that  lately  discovered  in  Gay's.  There 
is  no  fear  of  its  being  worn  out  by  the  devout  earnestness  of  sit- 
ters— a  wear-and-tear  that  Geoifrey  Crayon  so  humorously  de- 
scribes—as the  cocks  and  hens  have  usuqifed  undisputed  posses- 
sion of  it,  and  protest  most  clamorously  against  all  attempts  to 
get  it  cleansed,  or  to  seat  oneself. 

The  controversy  concerning  the  identity  of  this  Auburn  was 
formerly  a  standing  theme  of  discussion  among  the  learned  of 
the  neighbourhood,  but  since  the  pros  and  cons  have  been  all 
ascertained,  the  argument  has  died  away.  Its  abettors  plead 
the  singular  agreement  between  the  local  history  of  the  place 
and  the  Auburn  of  the  poem,  and  the  exactness  with  which  the 
scenery  of  the  one  answers  to  the  description  of  the  other.  To 
this  is  opposed  the  mention  of  the  nightingale-^ 

<<  And  fill'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made;'* — 

there  being  no  such  bird  in  the  island.  The  objection  is  slighted 
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on  the  other  hand,  by  considering  the  passage  as  a  mere  poetic 
license:  besides,  say  they,  ^^  the  robin  is  the  Irish  nightingale.^' 
And  if  it  be  hinted,  how  unlikely  it  was  that  Goldsmith  should 
have  laid  the  scene  in  a  place  from  which  he  was  and  had  been 
so  long  absent,  the  rejoinder  is  always,  ^^  Pray,  Sir,  was  Milton 
in  hell  when  he  built  Pandemonium?" 

The  line  is  naturalfy  drawn  between ; — there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  the  poet  intended  England  by 

**  tlic  land  to  hast'mng  ills  a  prey, 

Where  vealth  accumulates,  and  men  aecfty.** 

But  it  is  very  natural  to  suppose,  that  at  the  same  time  his  imagi- 
nation had  in  view  the  scenes  of  his  youth,  which  gives  such 
strong  features  of  resemblance  to  the  picture.*  R. 
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HzB  last  convulsive  straggles  gasp'd  away, 

tn  utter  helplessness  Italia  lay : 

Shivered  th'  Imperial  crown  once  graced  her  head— 

Her  brighter  rinrlets  in  the  dust  were  spread : 

And  yet  she  look'd  more  royaUy  in  death, 

Than  all  those  living  pageants,  whom  a  breath 

Elates  to  stAit  their  hour  upon  the  scene. 

Then  fade  away— as  they  had  never  been. 

Thou^  priest  and  Levite  passed  unheeding  by. 

And  left  ner  pallid  loveliness  to  die, 

DespoiFd— dethroned— disgraced,  but  still  adored. 

Still  with  intense  and  hallowed  thoughts  deplored. 

She  lay  not  on  £he  earth  like  one  forgot. 

The  light  of  love  shone  round  the  sacred  spot, 

And,  coldly  pale,  her  beauties  still  inspire 

Hearts  of  hieh  pulse,  and  eyes  of  glorious  fire : 

The  lords  of  elo<^uence,  and  sons  of  song. 

With  duteous,  fihal  care,  around  her  throng. 

Such  are  the  souls,  who  in  the  grasp  of  £tite, 

WUl  to  themselves  a  rising  hope  create. 

Her  long — ^long  trance  they  view'd  without  despair. 

Gazed  with  fixM  nght,  and  felt  that  life  was  there. 

With  clouds  of  incense  purified  the  breeze. 

Raised  sweetest  melodies  by  slow  degrees, 

Whisper'd  the  thrilline  voice  that  wakes  the  dead. 

Chafed  her  white  hands,  and  nised  her  graceful  head; 

TTill,.  at  the  last,  a  trembling  light  they  spy  ' 

Dawn  on  her  cheek,  and  ensten  in  her  eye.— 

Oh  thou!  bv  purest  zeid  distinguiah'd  there. 

How  thrill'd  thy  bosom  P  Foscolo!  declare^ 

That  future  ages  may  thy  transport  share. 

,    March  33,  1831. 

*  Thefe  was  held  last  vear,  for  the  first  time,  a  meeting  and  dinner  in  honour 
of  Goldsmith  at  Ballymanon,  for  the  purpose  of  raimng  a  subscription  towards  a 
memorial.    I  haive  not  yet  heard  what  progress  it  has  made. 
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Oir  HATS. 

^  What,  man!  ne'er  puU  your  hat  upon  your  brows."— Suakspkaks. 
^To  begin  firste  with  their  hattes.  Sometymes  thei  use  them  aharpe  on  the 
eroune,  pearking  up  like  the  spere  or  shafte  ctf  a  steeple,  standing  a  quarter  of  a 
yaide  above  the  eroune  of  their  heades;  some  more,  some  lease,  as  please  the 
phantasies  of  their  inconstant  mindes.  Othersome  be  flat  and  broad  in  the 
eroune,  like  the  battlementes  of  a  house." — ^Puilif  Stubbbs. 

A  HAT  is  the  symbol  and  characteristic  of  its  wearer.  It  it 
k  sign  and  token  of  his  avocation,  habits,  and  opinions — ^the  crea- 
ture of  his  phantasy*  Minerva-like,  it  bursts  forth  in  full  ma- 
turity from  his  brain.  It  often  serves  as  a  beacon  to  the  wary 
against  lewdness,  extravagance,  pride,  cold-heartedness,  and 
vulgarity;  vain  pomp  and  parade,  unblushing  impudence,  af- 
fected singularity,  and  many  other  of  the  ruling  passions,  may 
be  detected  by  its  form  and  fashion.  One  may  ascertain  whe- 
ther a  man  is  whimsical,  grotesque,  unnaturally  gross,  rigidly 
chaste,  or  venially  flexible  in  his  taste,  by  this  infallible  test. 
Much  may  be  deduced  too  from  the  style  in  which  it  is  worn. 
One  man  entombs  his  pericranium  in  its  beaver;  another  sets 
it  so  lighdy  and  delicately  on,  that  it  seems  to  be  ever  ^^  strain- 
ing upon  die  start,^'  and,  like  ^^  the  sweet  pea,  on  tip-toe  for  a 
flight." 

What  an  infinity  of  associations  are  linked  and  embodied 
with  the  diflferent  styles  and  fashion  of  the  hbad-covering!  The 
monk^s  cowl,  the  turban,  the  mitre,  and  the  helmet,  would  each 
furnish  themes  innumerable  for  dissertation  and  reflection. 
One  might  even  descant  with  advantage  on  the  humble  mariner's 
cap. 

I  encountered  a  hat  yesterday  which  I  had  long  deemed  obso- 
lete; itreminded  me  of  quaint  garbs,  and  the  republican  names  of 
Cromwell,  Fairfax,  Ireton,  Bradshaw,  Blake  with  his  weU-curled 
mustachios,  and  the  far-famed  batde  of  Marston-Moor.  Henn 
Quatre  with  his  particular  face  and  half-closed  eyes,  the  fsar 
Gabrielle,  the  princely  Mary  de  Medicis,  the  fierce  leaguers,  and 
the  desperate  fanatic  Ravillac,  float  along  with  the  up-turned  brim, 
shadowing  plumes,  and  strange  fashion  of  their  time.  The  Spa- 
nish hat  breathes  of  soft  serens^es,  and  the  tinkling  guitarra,  with 
its  delicate  voice  stealing  into  the  dark-eyed  sleeping  lady's  dream 
of  love,  revelling  for  a  moment  with  sdl  her  fanciful  and  warm 
ideas,  and  then  gendy,  and  by  decrees,  awakening  her  to  reaU- 
ties,  just  as  her  lover's  voice  blends  gendy  in,  and  seduces  her 
to  the  flower-encircled  casement  by  some  magicrhymes  of  beauty, 
love,  and  constancy  eternal.  The  formal  beaver  reminds  me  of 
cold,  voiceless  meetings,  habitual  gravity,  WiUiam  Penn,  and 
the  primitive  imnlaculates.  An  opera-hat  is  associated  with  de- 
licious cameos,  eau  de  mtllejieura^  eloquent  dancing,  passionate 
music,  and  a  tiara  of  living  beauty,  with  bright  eyes  and  beaming 
brows,  sparkling  about  in  delightful  exuberance.  The  small,  de- 
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gant  white  chapeau,  with  its  broad  band,  polished  steel  clasp, 
and  fluttering  plumes,  speaks  to  me  always  of  gallant  maidens, 
mounted  on  slender  palfreys,  and  fantastically  gamboling  over 
dewy  swards  richly  begemmed  with  gay  smiling  margarites,  and 
the  deep  green  circles  formed  by  **  me  light-footed  rays."  The 
most  pathetic  inanimate  object  I  ever  beheld  was  the  gay  white 
beaver  of  a  lively  and  high-spirited  girl, 'floating  in  a  calm  and 
delusive  stream  over  its  drowned  mistress;  it  was  a  beacon 
which  none  could  mistake — ^a  fleeting  monument,  that  spoke 
more  directly  to  the  heart  than  perdurable  marble  or  erudite  in- 
scriptions. 

£very  man^s  hat  is  a  cast  of  his  head,  and  is  strongly  tinctured 
with  his  habits  and  prejudices.  We  may  discover  as  great  a 
variety  in  hats  as  in  men.  There  is  your  hat  bellicose,  flaunting, 
and  soldierly,  that  seems  to  court  applause,  and  your  tame,  pu- 
sillanimous, and  meekly  covering,  without  shape  or  feature, 
emollient,  pliable,  and  unresisting  as  wax ;  your  technical  dot- 
and-carry-one  companion  to  the  ledger,  and  your  litde,  pert, 
upstart,  whipper-snapper  chapeau.  There  is  your  hat  clerical, 
devout,  orthodox,  and  sanctified ;  your  brazen-looking,  up-turn- 
ed symbol  of  arrogant  stupidity;  your  demure,  obtuse,  and  in- 
flexible receptacle  of  a  Quaker^s  caput,  whose  elaborate  brim  is 
one  of  the  chief  insignia  of  the  sect;  and  the  incomparable  and 
superlative  aristocrat,  that  graces  a  noble  buck's  brows,  and  ut- 
terly defies  criticism.  There  is  also  your  deformed,  misshapen, 
unbrushed  hat,  Benedictine  and  matrimonial,  with  its  ^^  knotty 
and  combined  locks;"  and  your  steady,  sober,  bachelorly  nap- 
lacking  hat,  everlasting  and  immortal,  whose  olden  fashion  and 
antique  hue  prove  it  to  have  enjoyed  its  present  situation  since 
its  now-wrinkled  possessor  first  entered  the  East  India  House 
as  a  stylish  junior  clerk.  There  is,  besides,  your  majestical  hat 
of  capaciQr  and  dominion,  and  your  hat  subaltern  and  unaspiring; 
}*our  profound,  bronze-coloured,  overbearing  Johnsonian,  and 
your  prying,  inquisitive,  jealous,  and  ^'  unsatisfied  imp;"  your 
infirm,  elderly  beaver,  and  your  lusty,  coarse,  dog's-hair  agri- 
culturist, widi  its  corollary  of  documents;  your  hat  morose, 
sullen,  and  forbiddinjg,  with  its  never-failing  accompaniment  of 
an  octagon  face,  scowling  eyes,  and  clenched  lips,  and  your  gay, 
honest,  graceful,  but  negligent  harbinger  of  vivacity  and  good- 
humour;  your  insinuating,  silky-smiling  cap  of  salutation  and 
complacency,  which  oftener  graces  its  wearer's  hand  than  his 
head,  and  the  supercilious,  haughty  noli  me  tangere;  your  mo- 
ney-getting Mosaic  slouch,  and  your  worn-out,  half-naked,  and 
ruined  silk  hat,  in  its  last  stage  of  existence,  still  ^'  smiling  at 
grief,"  and  striving  to  keep  up  appearances. 

The  catalogue  is  indefinite;  but  I  shall  content  myself,  at 
present,  with  naming  two  or  three  others  only:  the  delectably 
light  straw  Creolian,  with  its  shady  and  efiicient  panoply,  crown- 
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ing  a  made-up,  magisterial,  monotonous  and  mahogany  visage, 
strongly  impregnated  with  molasses,  Jamaica  rum,  and  bitter 
aloes; — ^the  poetical  vagary,  with  its  infinite  and  inexplici^ile 
bends,  contortions,  freaks,  and  undulations  (the  maker  would 
not  know  his  own  handy  work  in  its  present  state  of  unciviliza- 
tion  and  absurdity;  it  always  inclines  one  to  fancy  that  the 
bearer  has  lately  been  "  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling;") — and  the  ob- 
durate, hard-brimmed,  and  fix>st-bitten  hat  of  anti-sociality, 
under  which  a  sharp,  thin,  satirical,  and  calumniating  nose  juts 
out,  with  its  prolonged  extremity  beetling  over  a  venomous 
adder's  nest-looking  moiith,  and  a  chin  that  altogether  repels 
communion. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  reverence  and  awe  with  which  die 
scholars  at  — — -  school  were  wont  to  inspect  the  hat  of  our 
head-master.  **  I  shall  not  look  upon  its  like  again."  It  was 
large  and  expansive,  encrusted  with  powder  and  the  learned  dust 
of  many  a  year.  It  was  hallowed  by  recollections  of  imperative 
frowns,  grave  lectures,  and  profound  disquisitions  on  the  Greek 
and  Roman  tongues.  It  would  have  been  deemed  akin  to  sacri* 
lege  to  touch  it  irreverently.  He  often  left  it  in  the  most  con- 
spicuous part  of  the  room,  to  preserve  order  in  his  absence. 
No  one  could  forget  him  who  beheld  his  hat;  they  were  so  mix- 
ed up  and  amalgamated  together,  that  the  hat  was  a  component, 
and  almost  essential  part  of  the  man.  It  looked  dominant,  im- 
pressive, and  gubernatorial.  A. 


C0WVKR9ATI0X. 
fJt  ventum  ad  caenam  est,  dicenda,  Ucenda  locutus. — ^Hom.  Epist.  i.  7, 
If  speaking,  why  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds; 
If  sUent,  why  a  block  moved  with  none. 

MrcH  A90  ▲9017T  Nbmire. 

These  are  the  opposite  imputations,  Mr.  Editor,  thrown  on  him 
who  seeks  to  shine  by  his  own  conversation,  and  him  who  is  content 
to  profit  by  that  of  others.  In  social  life  there  is  no  one  we  anrj 
more  than  him  who  entertains  or  instructs  the  convivial  pairty  bj 
wit  or  knowledge.  On  a  first  view  this  appears  a  very  attainable 
advantage.  Where  all  are  disposed  to  be  merry,  it  would  not  be 
thought  difficult  to  divert;  and  he  who  communicates  knowledge 
would  seldom,  one  would  think,  fail  in  attracting  respect,  however 
he  might  in  exciting  attention.  «0h  it  is  much,"  aaja  FalstalT, 
^  that  a  lie  with  a  slight  oath,  and  a  jest  with  a  sad  brow,  will  do 
with  a  fellow  that  never  had  the  ache  in  his  shoulders.''  But  on 
closer  inspection,  it  is  found  that  the  character  of  an  entertaining 
companion  is  not  to  be  earned  so  easilj.  The  success  of  tiie  few 
who  do  succeed,  will  often  be  seen  to  result  from  their  station  and 
fortune;  for,  as  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield  says,  "the  jokes  of  the 
rich  are  ever  successful ;"  while  on  the  other  hand,  so  mach  de- 
pends on  the  nature  of  the  recipient,  Uie  party  whom  the  talker 
Struggles  to  amuse^  that  his  prosperity  will  frequently  depend  on 
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c  haace.  Perhaps  I  cannot  better  illu§trate  my  sense  of  the  difficulty 
he  has  to  contend  with  who  aims  at  the  cKaracter  of  an  amusing 
companion,  thim  by  detailing  the  different  efforts  I  have  fruitlessly 
made  to  attain  it 

Never  mind  my  education:  that  has  not  necessarily  much  to  do 
with  it;  for  how  often  do  we  see  a  shallow  ignorant  fellow  succeed 
in  setting  the  table  in  a  roar.  But  my  parentage  and  prospects 
have ;  for  none  has  so  little  chance  of  pleasing  as  he  who  must  live 
by  doing  it  Suffice  it  to  say»  that  I  was  bom  a  gentleman,  and 
enjoy  a  small  independence. 

I  remember  soon  after  I  was  left  to  follow  my  own  way,  which  I 
decided  should  be  the  law,  I  met  at  dinner  at  tne  house  of  a  cousin 
of  mine  of  that  profession,  one  of  his  friends  who  was  the  life  of 
the  party,  and  whom,  in  fact,  the  others,  students  of  the  law,  had 
been  invited  to  meet  His  style  was  quoting,  for  succeeding  in 
which  he  was  excellently  qualified  by  a  retentive  memory  and  a 
copious  collection  of  sentences  from  English,  Latin,  and  even  Greek 
poets.  Whatever  happened,  whatever  was  said,  he  had  some  quo- 
tation at  hand,  which  either  delighted  by  its  appositeness,  or  aston- 
ished by  its  erudition:  the  latter  seemed  to  be  most  his  object;  and 
perhaps  in  relating  his  success  in  the  former,  I  ought  not  to  omit 
that  he  was  heir  to  a  wealthy  baronet,  to  whose  property  he  unex- 
pectedly succeeded  from  die  baronet  being  childless. 

This  man's  success,  from  whatever  causes  derived,  filled  me  with 
an  irrepressible  desire  to  follow  his  system.  I  rummaged  Virgil, 
Horace,  Ovid,  and  other  writers,  to  look  for  passages  to  l^  apposite- 
ly applied,  which  I  copied  into  a  common-place  book,  that  soon 
contained  a  collection  infinitely  exceeding  all  the  **  dictionaries  of 
quotations"  that  ever  were  published.  I  committed  my  stock  to 
memory,  and  produced  it  in  company  sometimes  with  propriety, 
and  sometimes,  as  must  occasionally  nappen,  d  tort  et  d  traven. 
On  the  whole,  my  success  for  a  time  was  such  as  to  content  and 
encourage  me.  1  remember  two  or  tiiree  of  my  attempts  which  met 
with  signal  applause,  and  I  will  relate  them  as  specimenSd^A  young 
coxcomb  of  my  acquaintance  who  had  taken  to  drawing,  was  tell- 
ing us  of  his  having  just  begun  to  paint  in  colours,  in  which  his 
first  attempt  had  been  so  good  that  his  drawing-master  said  he 
wouldbe  agreatproficient;  on  which  I  turned  to  him,  and  said 
with  a  look  of  affected  compassion,  <*  Ohformose  pvur,  nimium  ne 
crede  colorV^  This  was  cheered  by  the  whole  party  as  brilliant 
-^During  the  0.  P.  riots  at  Covent  Garden,  a  gentleman  at  dinner 
was  expressing  his  surprise  at  Kemble,  who  had  been  so  generally 
a  favourite  wiui  the  public,  having  become  so  extremely  unpopular 
on  so  slight  a  grouna.  On  which  I  exclaimed,  *'  Opes  irritamenta 
malorum."— One  more,  and  I  have  done  with  Latin :  I  was  dining 
in  company  with  Sir  C.  H.,  a  colonel  in  the  city  militia,  who  was 
saying  that  he  had  lately,  at  the  request  of  the  Duke  of ,  pro- 
cured an  ensigncy  in  his  regiment  for  a  man  whom  he  was  not  over- 
glad  to  receive  in  it,  a  jack  of  all  trades,  who  had  lately  failed  in 
one  business  and  adopted  another.  I  could  not  resist  reminding 
Vox,,  n.  No.  11.— 1821.                       3  Q 
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Sir  C.  of  Horace's  description  of  his  friend,  <<  Bt  emtum  puer  mr- 
Hum,  digne  miUHm  gignaferet  tiue." 

This  continued  for  some  littie  time»  but  I  soon  fo«nd  that  it  cmld 
not  continue  for  ever.  My  classical  jokes  became  exhausted*  I 
gradually  found  the  laugh  less  hearty  on  their  utterance,  and  I  was 
more  than  once  reminded  that  I  had  said  a  thing  before  by  some 
charitable  friend,  who  thus  effectually  damped  my  spirits  for  the 
rest  of  the  evening.  I  was  subjected  to  other  inconveniences :  I 
was  once  or  twice  attacked  on  classical  subjects  by  some  really 
learned  member  of  the  company,  who  thought  himself  justified,  by 
my  quoting  Latin,  to  single  me  out  for  discussion;  and  as  I  had 
not  application  enough  to  be  possessed  of  solid  learning,  ray  igno- 
rance was  soon  exposed,  and  of  course  remembered.  Besides,  one 
must  not  quote  Latin  before  ladies,  and  I  discovered  by  accident 
that  I  had  lost  more  than  one  invitation  to  parties  at  which  ladies 
were  invited,  because,  in  moments  of  enthusiasm,  I  had  come  out 
with  what  struck  me  as  a  happy  quotation  in  a  company  of  both 
sexes.  I  found  that  I  was  in  consequence  set  down  as  one  who 
must  be  asked  only  to  men's  dinners. 

This  stung  me  to  the  quick,  for  1  never  could  conceive  what  so- 
ciety was  gCNid  for,  if  the  other  sex  did  not  form  j^art  of  it.  I  deter- 
mined therefore,  whatever  line  I  followed,  to  avoid  that  of  qnotiBg. 
My  uncertainty  in  adopting  a  new  one  was  removed  by  the  charac- 
ter which  I  heard  of  an  officer  from  a  young  lady  whom  I  one  dav 
sat  next  "  He  was  the  pleasantest  man  she  knew.**'  I  inquired, 
as  closely  as  good-breedinff  permitted,  what  were  the  qualities  that 
entitled  him  to  tUs  enviable  distinction.  I  found  that  he  drew  very 
well,  **  and  sung  so  sweetiy,  and  was  always  so  ready  to  take  any 
part  at  the  piano-forte."  Well,  thought  I,  my  great  olject  is  ta 
please,  and  the  way  is  now  pointed  out  to  me  by  undoubted  avtlio* 
rity,  by  one  of  those  whose  favour  I  most  desire  to  gain.  I  must 
learn  to  nng  and  to  draw. 

**  Sad  was  the  hour  and  luckless  was  the  day,"  when  I  formed 
this  determbation.  Oh,  Mr.  Editor,  the  labour  it  entailed  on  mtt 
baffles  description.  "  8%  sis  desidiosust  tma,^^  says  Ovid.  If  he  had 
ever  had  a  music-master,  he  would  have  recommended  singing.  I 
succeeded,  however,  tolerably  in  understanding  the  science,  after 
ten  months  incessant  labour,  duriug  which  I  did  nothing  but  study 
all  day,  and  dream  all  night,  of  notes,  half-notes,  crotchets,  and 
minims.    When  I  had  got  a  footing  in  this  torturing  science,  I  be- 

Sn  on  my  drawina;,  and  the  union  of  the  two  somewhat  lightened 
i  irksomeness  ofmy  labour.  But  I  discovered,  like  tiie  phileso- 
Eher  who  found  that  uie  acquirement  of  knowledge  only  taemthim 
is  ignorance,  that  Nature  must  have  tiie  greatest  share  in  uie  me- 
rits  of  the  singer  and  drau^tsman.  Some  happy  beings  with  little 
labour  attain  great  perfection,  because  tbej  have  a  natund  tsrB  for 
the  pursuit:  others,  who  have  not,  may  toil  for  years  without  suc- 
cess; and  to  these  accomplishments  may  be  reasonably  applied 
what  Gibbon  has  unjustly  said  more  generally,  "^The  power  of  edu- 
cation is  seldom  of  mucn  avail  except  in  those  happy  dispositions 
where  it  is  almost  superfluous." 
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The  period  at  length  arrived  at  which  I  was  to  receive  the  long- 
desired  reward  of  my  labours :  I  stood  up  one  evening  in  compliance 
with  urgent  requests,  and  bore  my  part  in  a  son^;  I  succeeded, 
rather,  to  be  sure»  in  assisting  others  to  please  than  m  pleasing  my- 
selfy  but  I  was  eratified  by  the  commenaations  bestowed  on  my  per- 
formance, and  by  being  told  what  a  useful  man  I  should  be*  Mortifi* 
cations,  however,  soon  followed.  I  was  sometimes  out,  sometimes 
turned  over  the  leaf  of  the  music-book  too  soon,  sometimes  was  con- 
demned to  sing  with  a  lady  whose  voice  was  as  ill-suited  to  mine 
MB  the  scream  of  a  mackaw  to  the  roar  of  a  lion,  and  more  than 
once  was  annoyed  by  being  chained  to  the  piano- forte,  when  a 
charming  girl,  whom  I  was  longing  to  talk  with,  was  sitting  at  a 
distant  corner  of  the  room  with  some  happy  unaccomplished  child 
of  leisure  by  her  side,  looking  unutterable  things.  I  found  too  that 
I  wasaskea  to  "a  very  small  party''  in  the  evening,  instead  of 
being  invited  to  dinner;  and  after  all,  my  chief  purport  of  making 
inyself  agreeable  in  conversation  was  unanswered,  tor  I  could  not, 
of  course,  talk  about  music,  and,  as  I  could  not  sing  without  it,  I 
had  not  the  power  of  promoting  conviviality  by  "  chansom  d  boirtJ^ 
As  to  drawing,  I  never  had  an  opportunity  of  exercising  my  talent, 
except  once  at  the  house  of  a  friend  in  the  country,  who  requested 
me  to  make  a  sketch  of  his  house;  in  compliance  with  whose  wish 
I  passed  most  of  my  short  visit  in  reducing  to  perspective  the  lines 
of  an  uninteresting  square  house,  while  the  rest  or  the  party  were 
taking  a  ride  over  the  beautiful  country  round  it. 

While  I  was  regretting  the  inapplicability  to  my  purpose  of 
shining  in  society  as  an  agreeable  man,  of  my  studies  in  music  and 
drawing,  I  met  a  eentleman  at  dinner  one  day  who  delishted  me, 
and  apparently  others,  by  his  success  in  a  very  diiferent  line.  He 
had  an  amazing  fiind  of  general  knowled^,  and  an  infallible  me- 
mory for  the  £ites  of  history  and  chronology.  Whatever  subject 
was  started,  he  had  something  to  say  on  it,  and  something  which 
removed  all  doubts  respecting  it.  In  one  instance  only  did  he  he- 
sitate. We  were  disputing  the  age  of  the  celebrated  Duchess  of 
*  This  he  woula  not  take  on  himself  to  state  from  memory, 
but  he  supplied  the  defect  by  drawing  from  his  pocket  a  very  small 
memorandum-book,  written  in  a  neat  diminutive  hand,  from  which 
he  read  to  us  the  date  of  h*er  birth.  This  man  delighted  me  more 
than  any  I  had  yet  met,  as  mixing  so  much  of  the  useful  with  the 
agreeable.  I  outstaid  him,  that  I  might  hear  the  opinion  of  others, 
before  I  fixed  or  acted  on  my  own ;  and  all  the  party,  even  the 
youngest  of  the  ladies,  agreed  that  he  was  <'  one  of  the  pleasantest 
men  they  knew." 

This  was  enough  for  me.  To  work  I  went  immediately :  I  in- 
creased my  library  as  much  as  a  prudent  regard  to  finances  permit- 
ted me ;  I  subscribed  to  the  most  extensive  circulating  lilM-ary  in 
town;  I  attended  Feinagle's  lectures,  and  cot  by  heart  all  the 
Jltemoria  Technieas  that  ever  were ;  I  carefully  read  the  histories 
the  eventa  of  which  were  most  likely  to  be  discussed  in  conversa- 
tion, making  copious  notes  from  them  in  a  common-place  book,  and 
I  did  not  forget  the  small  memorandum-book  (which,  however,  I 
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resolved  should  appear  as  seldom  as  possible)  in  which  I  noted 
down  the  dates  of  such  occurrences  as  are  most  generally  the 
theme  of  conversation.  All  this  cost  me  infinite  labour  and  no 
small  degree  of  confinement;  but  I  consoled  myself  with  the  re- 
flection,  that  even  if  I  missed  my  first  object  of  shining  in  aociety, 
I  was  acquiring  a  good  stock  of  useful  and  available  knowledge. 

I  succeeded  in  mis  line  with  more  satisfaction  to  myself  than  in 
any  1  had  yet  tried,  for  the  display  of  my  stores  evidently  pro- 
cured me  respect  But  I  found  I  naa  put  myself  in  possession  of  a 
weapon  whicn  nothing  but  the  most  delicate  management  could 
prevent  from  recoiling  on  my  own  head»  like  a  flail  in  an  unskilful 
nand.  I  was  placed  on  my  guard  against  this  by  an  incident  that 
occurred  soon  after  I  began  to  show  my  powers.  A  ^ntleman  was 
showinff  in  a  party  where  I  was  present  an  old  English  coin,  much 
defaced,  of  wnich  the  date  was  all  obliterated  except  the  figure  8. 
This  he  passed  round  with  great  delight  as  one  of  Egbert,  and  des- 
canted very  learnedly  on  his  reasons  for  attributing  it  to  that  mo- 
narch ;  but  I  defeated  his  arguments  at  one  blow,  by  saying  that 
the  Arabic  figures  were  not  introduced  into  Europe  till  991,  nearly 
two  hundred  years  after  Egbert's  accession  to  the  throne.  My  tn- 
umph  was  complete,  and  I  got  great  credit  for  my  accuracy;  but  I 
had  made  an  enemy  of  the  possessor  of  the  coin,  whose  ignorance  I 
had  exposed,  and  whose  temper  was  in  consequence  soured  for  the 
rest  of  the  eveningr-a  result  for  which  I  suffered  in  the  estimatioB 
of  die  lady  of  the  house,  for  his  fortune  and  station  made  him  a 
much  more  welcome  ^est  at  her  table  than  I  was. 

I  could  guard  against  this  in  future ;  but  there  was  another  in- 
convenience, from  which  I  found  it  more  difficult  to  shield  myself. 
I  discovered  that  it  required  higher  rank  and  more  consideration 
than  I  enjoyed  to  be  so  prominent  a  figure  in  company  as  I  was  fre- 
quently rendered  by  the  introduction  of  my  knowledee.  No  one 
could  be  more  cautious  than  I  was  not  to  obtrude  my  learning  to 
avoid  which  I  found  the  safest  way  was  never  to  b^n  a  sutyect, 
but  to  take  it  up  when  advanced  Sy  others :  but  still  I  often  saw 
that  for  one  who  was  edified  or  pleased  by  ^ly  illustrations,  three 
or  four  were  ermuyh  (with  all  my  studies,  Mr.  Editor,  I  could  never 
find  an  English  word  to  express  that);  and  this  happened  the  more 
frequently  to  me,  because,  as  my  character  spread,  I  was  applied 
to  by  some  one,  at  the  end  of  the  table  perhaps,  whom  I  could  not 
answer  without  being  heard  by  all  the  rest  ot  theparty.  Among 
my  young  acquaintance,  too,  I  got  the  name  of  "  The  Dictionary,^ 
a  character  which  subjects  a  man  to  numberless  disappointments, 
for  he  loses  more  reputation  by  ownine  his  inability  to  answer  one 
question,  than  he  gains  by  replying  to  fifty.  I  was  once  indirectly 
attacked  by  a  dolt,  who  scarcely  ever  spoke  three  words,  and  when 
he  did,  two  of  them  were  not  to  the  purpose,  with  a  sneer  aninst 
those  who  read  for  conversation.  I  did  not  condescend  to  i&fend 
this  class  of  men  against  him ;  but  surely,  Mr.  Editor,  thia  is  a 
most  unjust  prejudice,  for  if  a  man  be  entertaining,  what  can  it  sig- 
nify to  those  whom  he  amuses  how  he  collect^  his  materials  r 
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These  eyils  struck  me  so  forcibly,  thai  I  began  to  take  almost  as 
much  puns  to  hide  my  knowledge  as  I  had  before  to  acquire  it 

I  now  lay  on  my  oars  awhile :  I  was  disheartened  by  the  failure 
of  the  attempts  I  had  hitherto  made,  and  began  to  suspect  that  my 
very  efforts  to  please  prevented  my  pleasing,  and  that  this  object 
could  only  be  attained  by  an  ease  of  manner  which  was  incompatible 
vrith  anxiety  to  enjoy  it.  I  was  confirmed  in  this  idea  by  a  casual 
meeting  with  Charles  Annesley :  I  had  never  hitherto  met  with  any 
one  who  was  so  completely  the  model  of  what  I  wished  and  had 
tried  to  become.  We  dined  at  six  o'clock,  and  were  detained  at 
our  wine  (though  none  of  us  drank  much)  till  halfrpast  ten,  solely 
by  the  attraction  of  his  conversation.  During  all  this  time  he  talked 
incessantly,  yet  nobody  thought  he  talked  a  word  too  much,  or 
seemed  to  desire  for  a  moment  to  take  the  lead  out  of  his  hands. 
Not  a  subject  was  started  on  which  he  did  not  give  information,  useful 
or  entertaining,  or  both :  I  never  knew  such  a  memory.  He  had  all 
the  best  of  our  poets  at  his  beck,  and  without  the  least  apparent  ef- 
fort, brought  in,  as  aptly  as  if  it  formed  part  of  his  own  conversation, 
the  finest  or  liveliest  passages  of  their  works.  The  playfulness  of 
his  style  gave  animation  to  the  least  observation  he  made ;  and  his 
^ntle  manner  and  high  breeding  enabled  him  to  level  his  opponents 
m  argument,  without  the  possmility  of  their  being  offended.  To 
two  foreign  gentlemen  in  the  party,  a  Frenchman  and  an  Italian,  he 
talked  in  their  own  languages  as  easily  and  as  fluently  as  if  he  had 
been  bom  in  their  capiUls.  He  retailed  all  the  epigrams  and  smart 
s&jiDgs  current  at  the  moment  in  the  first  circles,  and  seemed  to 
know  everything  and  every  body.  The  latter,  indeed,  he  was 
likely  to  do ;  for  he  kept  the  best  company,  being  himself  possessed 
of  large  independent  property,  and  the  son  and  heir  of  one  of  the 
first  landed  proprietors  of  the  country,  ahd  one  of  the  most  distin- 
guished members  of  the  House  of  Commons.  He  had  travelled 
very  extensively,  both  in  Europe  and  Asia,  and  introduced  occa- 
sionally the  most  amusing  descriptions  of  the  people  he  had  visited, 
and  the  most  scientific  remarks  on  the  objects  ot  curiosity  he  had 
seen :  so  copious,  indeed,  and  so  delightful  was  the  fund  of  diver- 
sion which  his  travels  had  enabled  him  to  collect  and  dispense,  that 
he  made  every  one  who  heard  him  anxious  to  follow  the  route  he 
had  taken,  though  he  always  ended  with  assuring  us,  that  England 
was  the  best  country  after  all.  The  delight  with  which  I  contem- 
plated the  accomplishments  of  Annesley  was  as  active  as  it  was 
fervent.  I  did  not  see  why,  by  attention  and  study,  I  might  not  suc- 
ceed in  following  his  steps,  except  indeed  in  the  advances  of  dis- 
tin^ished  society,  in  which  his  station  and  riches  gave  him  an  un- 
avoidable advanti^e  over  me.  His  skill  in  laneuaffes,  and  his 
knowledge  of  foreign  countries  and  manners,  couldonly  be  attain- 
ed by  travelling,  and  accordinglv  I  resolved  to  travel. 

I  had  little  preparations  to  delay  me,  and  soon  embarked  in  a 
packet,  with  fewer  definable  motives  probably  for  travelling  than 
most  of  the  thousands  who  have  overrun  Europe  since  the  peace, 
but  with  a  fixed  determination  to  be  able  to  speak  some  other  lan- 
guage beside  my  own,  and  to  be  able  to  say  in  my  turn  what  drove 
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Sterne  abroad — *'  They  manage  these  things  better  in  France.''  I 
employed  two  years  in  visiting  the  greater  part  of  France,  Italy*  and 
Germany ;  and  I  returned  eight  months  ago,  with  a  fair  knowledge 
of  the  countries  and  people  I  saw,  and  the  power  of  conversing  with 
ease  in  the  language  of  tne  two  former. 

I  am  not  dissatisfied  with  the  success  of  my  experiment,  thouch 
in  this,  as  in  all  human  undertakings,  the  result  falls  short  of  tne 
expectation.  I  at  least  find  myseff  a  very  welcome  guest  among 
my  friends ;  and  only  a  fortnight  aeo,  was  delighted  by  a  younr 
lady's  telling  me  that  she  had  dined  Uie  day  before  at  a  very  stapia 
party,  where  I  was  very  much  wanted.  I  find  it  a  much  easier,  as 
well  as  more  successful  manner  of  making  myself  agreeable,  to  fol- 
low the  conversation  instead  of  trying  tolead  it.  Whatever  I  see 
ludicrous  in  the  course  of  my  excursions,  or  read  in  that  of  my  stu- 
dies, I  carefully  treasure  up,  to  introduce  when  it  can  come  in  a 
prapoa.  One  thing  I  particularly  avoid,  as  a  rock  on  which  I  hare 
often  seen  others  split,  to  enter  unbidden  on  the  subject  of  my  tra- 
yels ;  and  here,  by  the  by,  I  have  to  complain  of  being  sometimes 
wantonly  forced  to  be  a  bore  entirely  without  fault  of  my  own. 
Now  and  then,  some  one  of  the  party,  who  would  not  the  least  care 
if  I  were  buried  eleven  fathoms  deep  in  the  Frozen  ocean,  from  po- 
liteness, asks  me  some  question  about  my  travels,  which  I  must  an- 
swer, and  cannot  answer  briefly,  though  1  am  perfectiy  aware  that 
neither  the  inquirer  nor  any  one  else  present,  is  the  least  interested 
in  the  reply.  1  think  I  have  at  length  discovered  the  secret  of  shin- 
ing in  conversation,  and  will  report  the  result  of  my  researches  for 
the  benefit  of  those  who  may  be  enabled,  by  station  or  talent,  to 
make  more  advantage  of  it  tiian  I  can :  **  To  be  able  to  say^  some- 
thing on  the  subject  that  may  be  started  without  showing  any 
anxiety  or  impatience  to  siky  it''  More  of  the  success  than  can  be 
conceived,  depends  on  the  power  of  listening  patiently  and  cheer- 
fully ;  and  I  canno^  better  close  this  article  than  by  quoting  a  say- 
ing of  the  Prince  de  Ligne,  which  should  be  deeply  engraved  in  tne 
mmds  of  all  who  wish  to  render  themselves  agreeable  in  society, 
and  to  the  remembrance  of  which  I  must  in  gratitude  own  myself 
indebted  for  having  more  than  once  escaped  making  myself  venr 
much  the  contrary, — 

'*  Ce  qui  coute  le  plus  pour  plaire,  c'est  de  cacher  que  I'on  s'ennuie.  Ce 
n'est  paa  en  amusant  qu*on  plait.  On  n'amuae  pas  in£me  si  Fon  s'amuae  :  c'est 
cu  faisant  croire  que  Ton  b'amuse.*' — Leitret  du  Prince  de  Idgn/e. 

T. 


TO  A  FRIEND^   Olf  A  SEAL  HAVING  THE  DEVICE  OF  CUPID  WITH 
A  LYREy  SEATED  ON  A  LION. 

FiMBLXM  of  Nature's  happiest,  noblest  mould ! 

The  forest  monarch  famed  for  daring  bold. 

See !  by  an  infi&nt  led— <ioes  not  disdain 

To  own  the  power  of  Love's  enchanting  stndn ! 

Thus,  thou,  my  friend,  who  art  as  truly  orave 

As  ever  mortal  was — ^to  thee  heaven  gave 

That  charm  which  wins  by  soothing  lul  distress — 

A  heart  with  Love's  most  witching  tenderness.  1 . . 
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^  A  MERE  bookish  learning,"  says  a  witty  old  friend  of  ours, 
who  lived  about  three  centuries  ago,  ^  is  both  troublesome  and 
ungraceful.     I  could  wish,"  continues  he,  ^^  that  Paluel  or  Pom- 
pey,  the  two  famous  dancing-masters  of  my  time,  could  have 
taught  us  to  cut  capers,  by  only  seeing  them  do  it,  without  stir- 
ring from  our  places." — We  commence  our  catalogue  of  the 
gymnastic  amusements  of  scholars  with  this  art,  because  it  is  cer- 
tainly one  of  the  most  ancient  extant,  and  because  it  is,  in  our 
apprehension,  so  peculiarly  suitable  to  the  literary  character — a 
truth  which,  we  have  no  doubt,  we  shall  succeed  in  establishing, 
both  by  argument  and  authority.     The  ars  saltandi^  now  most 
undeservedly  degraded  far  beneath  its  level,  was,  in  more  ancient 
and  noble  times,  a  necessary  acquisition  to  the  accomplished 
scholar.  Shall  that  shame  us  which  £paminondas  accounted  hon- 
ourable? Did  not  the  illustrious  Scaliger  perform  the  saHatio  pyr- 
rhtca  before  the  Emperor  Maximilian,  to  the  great  admiration  of 
all  Germany — ^^  non  sine  stupore  totius  Germantm  ?"  and  shall  we 
hesitate  after  such  an  authority  as  this  ?-— There  are  few  species 
of  exercise  which  have  any  thing  intellectual  about  them;  but 
dancing  is  one  of  those  few.    There  is  something  mathematical 
in  a  quadrille.     But  it  is  the  more  sober  kinds  of  dances  which 
are  particularly  suited  to  the  stu^dious  mind,  such  as  the  solemn 
and  graceful  movements  of  those  measures,  which  the  students  at 
law  of  other  days  were  accustomed  to  perform  before  the  critical 
eyes  of  the  great  dignitaries  of  the  profession.     Was  not  this 
a  more  rational  mode  of  teaching  their  legal  ideas  how  to  shoot, 
than  the  present  practice  of  merely  requiring  the  student  to  eat 
his  way  to  distinction  ?— *was  it  not,  we  ask,  infinitely  more  noble 
and  more  intellectual?  and  may  not  the  decrease  of  deep  and 
sound  lawyers  in  our  day  be  mainly  attributable  to  this  source? 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Lord  Coke  wds  an  excellent  dancer. 
The  Lord  Chancellor  Hatton^  it  is  well  known,  was  much  cele- 
brated for  his  saltatory  abilities;  and,  indeed,  may  be  said  to  have 
stepped  to  the  woolsack  per  sidtum^^^*'  He  was  first  taken  notice 
of  by  the  Queen,  for  the  comeliness  of  his  person,  and  for  his 
graceful  dancing  in  a  masque  at  court;  but  nfK>re  afterwards,  for 
his  great  abilities."     We  always  find  envy  accompanying  ability 
and  success;  and  accordingly,  the  Serjeants  of  that  day,  vainly 
emulous  of  the  fame  which  his  gracehil  dancing  had  acquired,  re- 
fused to  plead  before  the  ^  grave  Lord  Keeper."     In  1633,  the 
Inns  of  Court  presented  the  King  and  Queen  with  a  masque, 
with  which  their  majesties  were  highly  satisfied  ;  and  no  doubt, 
on  that  occasion,  the  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe  displayed  much 
skill  and  dexterity  in  the  exercise  of  thdr  saltatory  functions. 
Sir  William  Jones,  one  of  the  most  scientific  of  our  modem 
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lawyers,  seems  to  have  been  the  last  whp  paid  that  attention  to 
this  noble  science  which  it  so  justly  deserves.  During  his  resi- 
dence  in  London  he  was  accustomed  to  receive  instructions  from 
a  celebrated  professor  of  this  art;  and  who  shall  say  that  the 
beautiful  specimen  of  legal  and  lo^cal  reasoning,  which  the  work 
on  Bailments  presents,  may  not  be  in  a  great  measure  attributed 
to  Sir  William's  proficiency  in  the  art  saltatory  ? 

Riding  on  horseback  has  been  a  favourite  amusement  with 
many  literary  men,  and  deservedly  so.  On  horseback,  you  can 
take  the  best  exercise  in  the  shortest  time ;  and  besides,  the  atten- 
tion is  more  earnestly  engaged  in  the  exercise  itself,  than  in  the 
mere  act  of  walking,  and  consequently  it  is  highly  useful  to  diose 
whose  minds  are  too  apt  to  dwell  upon  one  train  of  thought.  It  is 
a  sort  of  new  existence  to  mount  a  high-spirited  generous  horse. 
We  become  endowed  with  all  the  corporeal  advantages  which 
Nature  has  bestowed  upon  him :  we  are  swift  as  he  is ;  we  bound 
forward  with  equal  velocitv ;  and  as  he  caracoles  and  shakes  his 
mane,  we  feel  animated  with  some  of  the  same  spirit.  Moreover 
this  exercise  is  peculiarly  fitted  to  counteract  the  evil  eflPects  of  a 
sedentary  life— a  fact  for  which  we  will  vouch  high  authorities, 
since  Plato  recommends  it  as  beneficial  to  the  health,  and  Pliny 
says  it  is  good  for  the  stomach  and  the  joints.  (In  the  absence  of 
authorities  from  Galen  or  Dr.  Baillie,  we  hope  the  iGcta  of  these 
two  philosophers  will  be  thought  sufficient.)  Many  erudite  and 
accomplished  scholars  have  been  much  attached  to  this  exercise.* 
We  are  told  by  Monstrelet,  that  a  grave  doctor  of  divinity  by 
name  Maistre  Pierre  Pol,  was  very  fond  of  riding,  but  always 
preferred  a  side-saddle  on  which  he  used  regularly  to  make  his 
appearance  in  the  streets  of  Paris.  Montaigne  must  have  been  a 
great  equestrian :  ^^  I  do  not  willingly  alight,"  says  he  ^  when  I 
am  once  on  horseback,  for  it  is  the  place  where,  whether  sick  or 
well,  I  find  myself  most  at  ease."  We  know  that  Erasmus  was 
fond  of  riding,  from  an  anecdote  which  Roger  Ascham  has  left  us 
of  him.  So  was  Sir  Philip  Sidney ;  but  all  the  wits  and  scholars 
of  that  day  had  still  a  large  portion  of  the  chivalrous  character  of 
antiquity  in  their  composition.  But  of  all  the  men  that  ever  be- 
strid  a  horse,  there  is  no  one  that  can  match  Alfieri  as  an  eques- 
trian. Never  was  there  in  the  world  such  a  decided  case  of  hipo- 
mania.  The  aifectionof  an  Arab  for  his  family  courser  was  scarce- 
ly superior  to  the  esteem  and  love  which  the  Italian  poet  appears 
to  have  felt  for  his  four-footed  companions.  He  bought  about 
a  dozen  horses  in  England,  and  with  the  assistance  of  his 
grooms  conducted  them  himself  over  the  Alps,  guiding  their 
footsteps  with  all  the  care  and  attention  which  an  anxious  trav^« 

*  Gilbert  Wakefield  is  an  exception— he  was  never  on  hofseback  in  hia  fife. 
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ler  would  display  for  his  friend's  safety.  He  was  indeed  a  bold 
and  adventurous  rider.  In  taking  a  high  five-barred  gate,  his 
horse  fell  with  him,  and  Alfieri  broke  his  arm.  Nothing  deterred 
by  this  accident,  he  mounted  again,  and  making  a  second  at- 
tempt succeeded  in  clearing  the  gate.  Most  assuredly,  whether 
mounted  on  his  English  hunter,  or  his  Italian  Pegasus,  Alfieri 
was  a  man  who  would  not  easily  yield  to  obstacles.  ' 

Pope  seems  to  have  considered  the  exercise  of  riding  as  pecu- 
liarly favourable  to  literar}*  contemplations.  In  that  most  scho- 
lastic ride  in  company  with  old  Lintot,  which  the  poet  describes 
with  such  spirit  in  his  letter  to  Lord  Burlington,  the  two  eques- 
trians, author  and  bookseller,  alighted  to  refresh  themselves  under 
the  shade  of  some  spreading  trees.  Lintot  pulled  out  a  pocket 
Horace,  and  requested  Pope  to  amuse  himself  in  **•  turning  an 
ode'*  till  they  mounted  again.  *^  Lord  !"  says  Lintot,  **  if  you 
pleased,  what  a  clever  miscellany  you  might  make  at  leisure 
hours."  "  Perhaps  I  may,"  said  Pope,  **  if  we  ride  on ;  the 
motion  is  in  aid  to  my  fancy,  a  round  trot  very  much  awakens 
iny  spirits ;  then  jog  on  apace,  and  I'll  think  as  hard  as  I  can." 
This  very  much  reminds  one  of  Swift's  song,  ^^  Pegasus  loves  a 
jolting  pace."  The  recipe,  however,  does  not  seem  to  have  been 
very  efficacious ;  for  when,  after  the  lapse  of  a  full  hour,  Lintot 
broke  out,  *♦  Well  Sir!  how  far  have  you  gone?"  Pope's  answer 
was  only  "  Seven  miles." 

The  motion  of  a  carriage,  too,  is  very  useful  in  rousing  the 
thoughts ;  of  which  Sir  Richiuti  Blackmore  is  an  example,  ^^  who, 
in  that  old  rumbling  chariot  of  his,  between  Fleet-ditch  and  St. 
Giles's  pound,  shall  make  you  half  a  Job." 

But,  after  all,  the  primitive  exercise  is  walking,  an  exercise, 
however,  in  which  (ex  vt  termini)  sedentary  people  can  scarcely 
be  supposed  to  indulge.  And  yet  walking  is  certainly  favourable 
to  thought.  Perhaps  it  acts  on  the  mind  someway  in  the  same 
manner  as  it  does  upon  the  body,  and  causes  at  the  same  time  a 
circulation  of  Uood  and  ideas.  Certainly  ^^  a  walk  in  the  garden" 

Sre  hope  we  are  not  trespassing)  is  as  pleasant  an  amusenysnt  for 
e  body  and  soul  of  man,  be  he  scholar  or  not,  as  any  in  the 
world.  It  is  so  easy  to  put  down  your  book  and  take  up  your 
hat,  and  seek  your  garden,  and  there  walk,  stand,  saunter,  or  sit, 
just  as  the  humour  moves  you.  \Ye  should  like  to  know,  amongst 
all  the  quiet  unpretending  pleasures  the  world  can  furnish,  what 
is  better  than  to  sit  reading  an  entertaining  book  on  a  sunny 
day  in  the  shade  ?    We  should  like  to  know  what 

Tlie  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel  and  the  mart. 
Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange 

for  such  hours  of  tranquil  enjoyment  ?  Is  it  not  Cowley  that 
wisely  tells  Evelyn— 

Vol.  n.  No.  11.-1821.  3  R 
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**  In  books  and  gatdens  thou  hast  placed  arigfat 
Thy  noble  innocent  delight  ?" — 

In  fact,  a  garden  Just  accommodates  itself  to  the  perambulations 
oi  a  scholar,  who  is  not  over-anxious  about  the  extent  of  hb  limits, 
and  who  would  perhaps  rather  wish  his  walks  abridged  than  ex- 
tended.—There  IS  a  good  characteristic  account  of  the  mode  in 
which  the  literati  take  exercise,  given  in  Pope^s  Letters. 

^  I,  like  a  poor  squirrel,  am  continually  in  motion,  indeed,  but 
it  is  about  a  cage  of  three  foot ;  my  little  excursions  are  like  those 
of  a  shopkeeper,  who  walks  every  day  a  mile  or  two  before  his 
own  door,  but  minds  his  business  all  the  while.'' 

There  is  one  mode  of  exercise  which  we  venture  to  recommend 
to  our  sedentary  friends,  which  is  a  sort  of  compromise  between 
riding  and  walking.  Although  this  may  be  deemed  a  childish 
amusement,  yet  we  have  the  authority  of  two  celebrated  men  in 
its  favour,  Agesilaus  and  ,Martinus  Scriblerus.  We  allude  to  the 
salutary  exercise  of  riding  on  a  stick,  or,  as  the  learned  Scriblenis 
hath  it,  ^^  equitare  in  aruru&ne  longa.^'*  This  etercise  seems  to 
us  to  unite  in  itself  many  of  the  advantages  of  both  the  odier 
modes.  Perhaps,  however,  it  may  now  be  said  to  be  superseded 
by  the  velocipedes. 

The  more  violent  and  animal-like  amusements  of  the  field  have 
never,  we  think,  been  greatly  in  vogue  amongstthe  literaid.  They 
have  but  litde  relish  for  the  ^^  hounds  and  echoing  horn."  Hunt- 
ing is,  par  excellence^  the  recreation  of  country  squires.  Who  can 
fancy  Spenser,  after  finishing  a  canto  of  the  Faery  Queen,  pulling 
on  his  boots  for  a  hunt,  or  Sir  Isaac  Newton  asking  for  hu  whip 
and  spurs  ?  Squire  Western,  the  least  intellectual  of  all  created 
beings,  was  hunting  personified.  A  scholar  cannot  get  rid  of  his 
thoughts  all  at  once.  The  younger  Pliny,  when  he  used  to  go  to 
hunt  wild  boars,  generally  carried  his  tablets  with  Urn.  This 
was  a  sort  of  compromise  between  soul  and  want  of  souL  Shak- 
speare,  to  be  sure,  is  said  to  have  been  fond  of  following  the  deer 
in  his  neighbour's  park  ;  but  the  daring  hazard  of  the  chase  pro- 
bably was  to  him  its  chief  charm.  There  is,  however,  one  species 
of  these  sylvan  sports  which  has  somethmg  of  a  scholastic  nature 
about  it,  and  which,  indeed,  has  become  a  sort  of  literary  proper^ 
ever  since  it  was  sanctified  by  old  Walton's  pen.  Perhaps  it 
may  be  that  there  is  something  contemplative  and  scholar-like  in 
the  art  itself.  An  angle  is  by  no  means  incompatible  with  the 
poetical  character,  and  even  a  mathematician  may  find  ample  time 
for  reflection  in  the  pauses  of  a  nibbk.  Many  learned  men  have 
accordingly  been  much  attached  to  this  diversion.  The  illustri- 
ous Sir  H.  Wotton,  according  to  Walton,  ^^  did  not  forget  his  in- 
nate pleasure  of  angling,  which  he  would  usually  call  his  idle  time 
not  idly  spent ;  saying  often  he  would  rather  live  five  May  months 
than  forty  Decembers."    So  Dr.  Paley  would  have  his  picture 
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taken  with  a  rod  and  line  in  his  hand.  Gilbert  Wakefield,  in  his 
early  life,  was  a  great  angler — ^a  diversion  which  he  afterwards 
relinquished,  from  a  conviction  of  its  cruelty.  Those  who  wish 
to  see  a  scholar^s  arguments  against  field-sports,  may  find  them 
in  Wakefield's  Letters  to  Fox,  They  seem,  however,  to  have 
taken  very  little  effect  on  the  deeply-rooted  habits  of  the  states-* 
man. 

After  all,  a  literary  life  but  seldom  displays  any  extraordinary 
instances  of  corporeal  activity.  The  generality  of  authors,  like 
the  Lazzaroni  of  Naples,  are  very  much  attached  to  the  ^^  bene'' 
dettofar  niente;^^  and  the  author  of  the  **  Casde  of  Indolence,^ 
eating  peaches  from  the  wall,  with  his  hands  behind  him,  b  no 
onapt  type  of  their  personal  activity.  R« 


CAIK  ON  THB  SBA-SHOUB. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  STOLBERO. 

WflmaA  doth  feuitic  horror  urge 
My  huxried  steps  f-^O  wo  is  me ! 

These  dark  waves  roll  a  aanguine  tid»— - 
No,  no— ^ey  are  the  sea. 

To  the  hroad  earth's  remotest  yerjge 
The  wrath  of  God  before  me  flies^ 

And  with  a  yoice  that  tears  my  soul 
«  Vengeance— «temal  vengeance'*  crief . 

I  am  accursed— my  brother's  blood 
Da^es  against  this  wild  sea-shore ; 

It  shrieks  upon  the  hoUow  blast — 
It  thunders  in  the  torrent's  roar. 

As  round  the  craggy  wave-worn  rock 
Whirls  the  impetuous,  eddying  flood. 

So  fiercely  terror  racks  my  mme 
From  GodTs  decree  for  Abel's  blood. 

Lay  bare  thy  depths^  thou  peat  profound ! 

Show  me  the  womb  of  n^^ht,  tnou  deep ! 
Vain  prayer— the  Aveneer  waits  me  there ; 

His  eyes  are  flame— 4ney  oe^er  sleep- 
Plunged  in  thy  bottomless  abys% 

Abel's  pale  form  would  meet  my  nght. 
As  flyings— fljdng,  now  I  see  it 

On  the  tall  mountain's  topmost  height. 

B'er  mnce  my  brother's  blood  was  spilt, 

O  wo  is  me !— O  wo  is  me! 
My  steps  the  Avenger's  curse  pursneib 

It  follows— ever  follows  me ! 
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Quique  pii  vAtes,  et  Phcebo  diffna  locuti, 
Inventas  aut  qui  vitam  excoluere  per  artes. — Yime. 

If  the  History  of  Nations  is  engaging  and  useful,  because  the 
events  of  past  times,  and  the  actions  and  fortunes  of  past  heroes, 
like  the  wrecked  vessel  of  Cartilage,  which  furnished  to  the  Ro* 
mans  a  model  for  naval  war,  may  supply  to  modern  ages  an  exam- 
ple and  a  guide*- the  language  of  nations,  which  is  a  transcript  of 
their  feelings,  and  which  bears  the  marks  of  their  progress  from 
inideness  to  refinement,  no  less  deserves  our  attention. 

That  language  and  reflection  exert  a  mutual  influence  on  each 
other  may  be  learned  from  the  manner  in  which  the  civilization  of 
any  people  corresponds  with  the  improvement  of  their  idiom.  It  is 
not  therefore  to  be  imagined,  that  the  investigation  of  a  varying  and 
improving  dialect  is  an  unpleasing  or  unworthy  task,  since  it  opens 
the  field  for  research  into  the  manners  of  a  tribe  of  mankind,  and 
may  introduce  discussions  illustrative  of  the  condition  of  the  pea- 
sant, the  splendour  of  the  monarch,  the  renown  of  the  warrior. 

Neither  let  it  be  urged  by  any  considerate  mind,  that  as  the  peo- 
ple are  unknown  and  inglorious,  their  story  will  be  but  the  dry  and 
jejune  detail  of  facts,  and  will  too  nearly  resemble  the  uninviting 
but  useful  narrative  of  the  antiquary.  Yet  when  we  remember  that 
any  sudden  alteration  in  language  is  not  usually  effected  witiiouta 
corresponding  change  in  dynasty,  and  that  the  transference  of  sub- 
jects from  one  lord  to  another,  introduces  the  phrases  and  idioms, 
as  well  as  the  manners,  of  the  conqueror,  we  snail  find  that  while 
tlie  etymologist  is  engaged  in  tracing  the  growth  of  a  language,  he 
may  occasionally  assume  the  more  solemn  deportment  ana  the 
more  animated  style  of  the  historian. 

There  is  still  another  source  of  enlivening  these  discussions.  If 
we  can  intersperse  our  remarks  with  examples  and  translations 
from  the  fine  writers  of  this  ingenious  nation,  and  particularly  from 
the  poets,  who  have  ever  improved  the  melody  and  richness  of  a 
language,  we  may  hope  that  the  vicissitudes  of  polished  dicUon  may 
open  a  field  for  interesting  study. 

It  is  the  acute  observation  of  an  elegant  and  judicious  writer, 
that  human  affairs  have  an  ultimate  point  of  depression,  as  well  as 
of  exaltation,  beyond  which  they  never  proceed  either  in  their  ad- 
vancement or  decline.  "  The  regular  progress  of  cultivated  life," 
says  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds^  "is  from  necessities  to  accommodationg, 
from  accommodations  to  ornaments."  That  which  takes  place  in 
the  other  arts,  takes  place  also  in  that  of  language.  It  takes  its 
march  through  gradual  improvement  to  degeneracy.  Its  first  birth 
is  to  supply  the  necessities  of  man ;  its  latest  employment  to  fnr- 
iiish  him  with  luxuries. 

It  is  not  always,  however,  that  innovation  is  ^adual,  or  altera- 
tion slow.  Besides  negligence  in  the  poet  and  indifference  in  the 
patron,  causes  which  invariably  affect  the  growth  of  letters ;  war 
and  conquest,  the  hope  of  plunder,  the  desir^  of  renown,  often 
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draw  every  aspiring  mind  to  the  field.  The  arts  yield  to  the  love 
of  martial  glory,  and  the  havoc  of  war  succeeds  to  the  slow  exer- 
tions of  civilized  industry.  Where  peace  flourishes,  the  arts  of 
peace  have  full  scope  for  growth  and  verdure.  Domestic  inter- 
course  becomes  regulated,  and  the  happiness  of  private  life  flows 
on  in  an  even  and  uninterrupted  channel.  There  is  opened  a  path 
to  emulation ;  tliere  are  offered  laurels  to  ambition.  While  science 
attains  maturity,  rhetoric  and  eloqiience  assume  their  merited  sta- 
tion in  the  scale  of  human  pursuits.  Men  study,  not  merely  to 
discover  truth,  but  to  scatter  flowers  over  truths  already  develop- 
ed; they  desire,  not  merely  to  instruct,  but  to  persuade;  not 
merely  to  teach  virtue,  but  to  paint  her  charms  and  loveliness. 

It  is  then  that  a  limited  and  eenerous  monarchy  is,  perhaps,  the 
very  condition  of  society  particularly  favourable  to  the  advancement 
of  tne  arts.  The  gallantry  of  courts  disposes  minds  formed  to  soar, 
to  seek  distinction  or  opulence  through  the  refinements  and  delica- 
cies of  civilized  manners.  Since  the  path  to  honour  and  wealUi 
lies  directly  through  the  favour  of  the  sovereign,  pleasure,  in  every 
variety,  is  pursued,  and  every  ele^nt  occupation  which  can  ad- 
minister amuseiaent  to  the  prince,  is  industriously  sought.  Polite^ 
ness,  it  is  said,*  is  the  virtue  of  monarchies ;  even  among  the  ad- 
herents of  a  Highland  laird,  nothing  is  so  remarkable  as  the  civility 
of  the  clansmen.t 

The  influence,  however,  of  the  fine  arts  on  national  character, 
was  long  since  remarked  by  the  eloquent  and  judicious  Polybius, 
and  illustrated  by  this  reflection  on  the  power  of  music  among  the 
natives  of  Arcaaia.  ^Cynetum  was  a  remarkable  town  in  that 
happy  country,  the  favounte  land,  of  pastoral  poetry.  But  the  clime 
of  Arcadia,  pursues  the  historian,  above  all  others  required  the 
soothing  influence  of  melody,  in  order  to  oppose  the  noxious  effects 
ef  a  keen  and  bracing  temperature ;  and  it  is  well  known,  that  the 
peaceful  occupations  of  this  romantic  people  were  the  amusements 
of  the  syrinx  and  the  lyre.  But  the  natives  of  Cynetum  disdained 
such  enervating  and  (as  they  seemed)  unmanly  accomplishments ; 
and  the  natives  of  Cynetum  were  marked,  he  observes,  for  cruelty 
unknown  to  all  other  Greeks." 

The  Greeks,  inspired  from  infancy  with  the  spirt  of  war,  and  ac- 
customed to  regara  with  scorn  the  useful  operations  of  mechanical 
industry,  considered  even  the  culture  of  the  earth  as  desradin^,  and 
assigned  to  helots,  or  other  slaves,  employments  which  tiiey  stigma- 
tized as  impairing  the  dignity  of  a  free-liorn  Hellene.  Such  arts  of 
commerce  as  might  expose  their  citizens  to  the  risk  of  offering  mer- 
chandise to  a  slave,  a  foreigner,  or  a  stranger,  were  revolting  to  the 
proud  ideas  of  Grecian  independence. 

Excluded  thus  from  those  ordinary  occupations  which  in  modem 
states  are  considered  as  respectable  and  honourable,  the  pursuits 
of  the  field,  or  the  games  of  the  Paliestra,  remained  as  the  only  ex- 
ei^ises  of  the  accomplished  Dorian  or  Atlicnian.  It  was  necessary, 

•  Montesquieu,  Espr.  des  Loix,  1.  3 

•f  See  Johnson** "Tour  to  tl^e  Hebrides,"  and  Hume's  "Essats." 
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therefore,  that  the  fine  artd  should  cmlize  die  breast  and  tame 
the  souls  of  this  high-spirited  people;  and  music,  whde  the  sister- 
art  of  painting  had  not  as  yet  Quitted  the  gart>  of  infancy,  waa  the 
ready  resource  of  her  acute  ana  profound  legislators. 

Tne  truth  of  the  same  principles  maybe  remarked  in  Ae  history 
of  the  Persians  and  Arabs  preyiodsly,  and  at  the  time  immediately 
subsequent,  to  the  era  of  Mahomet* 

The  Tindictive  and  sanguinary  character  of  the  Arabs  is  well 
known  to  the  nations  of  Europe.  Along  the  banks  of  the  Red  Sea, 
the  ocean,  and  the  Persian  Gulf,  at  the  earlier  periods  of  Oriental 
independence,  lived  the  Icthyophagi,  in  the  ruaest  state  of  primi* 
tive  Darbarism.  Without  the  influence  of  arts  to  soften,  of  laws  to 
control,  almost  of  language  to  express  their  desires,  the  helpless 
savage  supported  an  existence  not  far  superior  to  that  of  the  brute. 
Some,  however,  of  this  desolate  people  emerged  from  such  scenes 
of  misery.  Hordes  of  wandering  freebooters  quitted  their  dreary 
abodes,  and  sought  happier  and  more  secure  settlements  in  the  re- 
sources of  a  pstoral  lite.  From  these  descended  that  formidable 
race,  which,  known  under  the  name  of  Bedoweens,  have,  from  i^ 
to  age,  scattered  devastation  and  ruin  through  the  climes  of  the 
East. 

The  Bedoweens,  born  in  a  state  of  separation  from  the  rest  of 
mankind,  have  been  characterized,  in  every  act  of  intercourse  with 
them,  by  the  bitterness  of  rancour  and  malevolence.  The  guarded 
caravan,  or  the  solitary  pilgrim,  is  alike  exposed  to  the  incursions 
of  the  wild  freebooter  of  Arabia.  If  the  Bedoween  meet  on  the 
desert  a  lonely  traveller,  he,  with  remorseles  rapacitjr,  strips  him  of 
his  garment,  or  devotes  him  to  destruction  on  his  resistance.  Nor 
is  the  practice  of  licentious  rapine  confined  to  the  lawless  ruffian; 
the  customs  of  the  nation  support  the  system  of  secret  and  preda- 
tory warfare :  numerous  armed  bands  infest  every  district,  and  as- 
sume the  character  of  Just  and  honourable  armies. 

In  the  civilized  nations  of  Europe,  the  right  is  reserved  to  a  few 
powerful  sovereigns  of  carrying  arms,  or  entering  into  alliances 
among  each  other;  and  the  transactions  of  hostile  potentates  pro- 
ceed with  a  dejB;ree  of  refinement  and  a  spirit  of  humanity  that  tend 
at  least  to  mitigate,  and  cast  a  veil  over  the  horrors  of  carnage  and 
bloodshed.  Among  the  Arabs  every  family,  often  every  individual, 
might  be  the  arbiter  and  avenger  of  his  own  quarrel.  The  acute 
sensibility  of  honour  which  feels  a  stain  like  a  wound,  and  r^;ards 
the  intention  of  the  offender  rather  than  the  injury,  sheds  its  perni- 
cious influence  on  their  internal  feuds,  and  transmits  from  father 
to  son  the  animosities  of  kinsmen.  Fgnorant  of  pity  or  forgiveness, 
they  could  protract  their  revenge  from  year  to  year,  and  from  a^ 
to  a^,  ana  rest  not  until  sanguinary  cruelty  have  steeped  their 
scimitars  in  the  blood  of  their  opponents. 

Yet  was  the  attachment  of  the  Arabs  to  a  life  of  predatory  war* 
fare  scarcely  more  remarkable  than  their  encouragement  or  some 
of  the  arts  of  peace.  Their  keen  avidity  for  poetry  was  displayed 
at  their  solemn  festivals,  where  geifius  received  its  laurels  at  the 
hands  of  the  haughty  warriors.    The  subjects  of  their  song  were 
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the  praises  of  love  and  woman,  the  eulogj  of  martial  virtue  and  re- 
nown, and  the  celebration  of  their  uniform  concomitant,  open  gene- 
rosity of  character.  If  the  bards  of  Arabia,  in  point  of  delicacy  and 
elegance,  are  not  to  be  estimated  at  so  high  a  mark  as  the  neigh- 
bouring poets  of  Persia,  at  least  ikej  claim  no  second  place  for  the. 
qualities  of  fire  and  animation. 

It  was  in  this  state  of  Arabian  manners  that  Mahomet,  the  sur- 
prising character  whose  eloquence  and  force  of  arms  were  to  exer- 
cise so  mighty  an  influence  over  the  minds,  habits,  and  manners  of 
mankind,  arose  in  the  East.  The  detail  of  his  chief  enterprises, 
and  the  account  of  their  silent  and  unseen,  yet  powerful  eflfect  on 
the  languages  of  Persia  and  Arabia,  must  be  a  subject  for  a  future 
paper.  P.  W.  R. 
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'Tis  morning — the  diops  are  all  open — the  cries 
And  week-day  nghts  meet  our  ears  and  our  eyes. 

As  the  IcMbdcd  wagons  pass  us, 
With  wheels  sticking  out  a  yard  at  least. 
And  housines  {grotesque  that  make  every  beast 

Look  like  the  London  Bonassus. 

Tis  church>time,  and  half  of  the  shops  are  half  shut, 
Except  in  the  quarters  of  trade,  where  they  put 

At  defiance  what  Louis  enacted ; 
The  streets  are  as  fuU  as  before — and  I  guess 
Hie  churches  are  nearly  as  empty,  unless 

Some  mummery  pageant  is  acted. 

When  Worship  hecomes  a  theatrical  show 
Parisians  of  course  most  religiously  go 

To  pray — for  the  fbrwanlest  places, 
"Where  best  they  may  see  a  fine  puppet  for  hours 
Before  a  fine  altar  of  tinsel  and  flowers 

Perform  pantomimic  grimaces. 

Some  gaze  on  his  shoes  and  his  gloves  of  white  kid, 
Or  the  jewels  with  which  eveiy  finger  is  hid. 

Or  his  flounces  of  violet  satin ; 
Othier  eyes  on  his  laces  and  mitre  are  kept. 
Attentive  to  all  his  performance— except 

The  prayers  tliat  he  mumbles  in  latin* 

The  senses  give  thanks— no  responses  are  made. 
And  when  there's  a  pause  in  the  form  and  parade 

The  orchestra  strikes  up  a  chorus; 
The  women  then  ask,  who  is  that? — ^whois  this? 
While  the  men  slily  ogle  the  ungers,  and  kiss 

Their  hands  to  the  sweet  Signoras. 

.  Is  there  nothing  of  fervour? — O  yes,  you  mav  mark 
Some  hobbling  old  crones  in  a  vestibule  dark. 

Who  dab  m  the  holy  lotion 
Shrivell'd  fingers  to  cross  their  forehead  and  breast. 
Then  kneel  at  a  chapel  with  candles  dress'd. 
And  kiss  it  with  blind  devotion. 
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Thev  pour  from  the  church — uid  each  fair  one  begS| 
As  she  crosses  the  gutter  and  sliows  her  legs, 

'  To  know  what  is  next  intended ; 
For  Sunday's  devoted  to  pleasure  and  shows. 
And  the  toils  of  the  day  of  rest  never  close 
Till  both  day  and  night  are  ended. 

One  talks  of  Versailles— or  St.  Cloud— or  a  walk. 
And  a  hundred  sharp  voices  that  sing,  not  talk, 

Distantly  secona  each  mover; 
Some  stroU  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne;  otiiers stray 
To  tlie  Thuilleriea,  Luxembourg,  Champs  filys^ea^ 

The  Garden  of  Plants,  or  the  Louvre. 

But  tSe  dinner-hour  comes— 4n  important  event! 
What  pondering  looks  on  the  cartet*  are  now  bent! 

And  how  various— how  endless  the  fare  is, 
From  the  suburb  Guinguette,  to  where  epicures  choose 
<-^.  Fricandeaus,  fricassees,  consommes,  and  ragouts. 

At  Grignion's,  Beauvillier's,  or  Very's, 

Some  belles  in  the  Thuillerics'  walks  now  appear. 
While  loungers  take  seat  round  about  them — to  sneer. 

To  chat — read  the  papers,  or  slumber. 
In  cUsposing  the  chairs  there  arc  different  whims, 
But  one  for  the  body,  and  two  for  the  limbs, 

Are  reckon*d  a  moderate  number. 

The  Boulevards  next  are  the  grand  rendezvous. 
Where  parties  on  parties  amusement  pursue;, 

A  stream  of  perpetual  friskers. 
From  the  pretty  Bouigeoise  and  the  trowser'd  Ctmmii^ 
The  modem  Grisette,  and  the  ancient  Blarquis, 

To  the  Marshal  of  France  in  whiskers. 

Crowds  nt  under  trees  in  defiance  of  damps; 
Th'  Italian  Boulevard,  with  its  pendulous  lamps. 

By  far  is  the  smartest  of  any—- 
With  bare  elbows,  slim  waists,  and  fine  bonnets  dioi'd  out. 
Each  Parisian  beauty  may  there  have  a  rout 

For  the  price  of  the  chair — a  penny. 

English  women  are  known  by  their  dresses  of  white; 
The  men  by  superior  neatness  and  hei^t, 

They  talk  of  gigs,  horses,  and  pomes; 
All  look  twice  as  grave  as  the  French — yet  their  laugh. 
When  they  choose  to  indulge  it,  is  louder  by  half. 

And  they  turn  in,  of  course,  at  Tortoni's. 

The  theatres  open,  some  thirty  or  more — 

All  are  fiU'd,  yet  the  crowd  seems  as  thick  as  before^ 

Regardless  of  mud,  or  of  weather;         ^ 
You'd  swear  it  were  camival-time— «nd  in  sooth 
The  town  is  a  faiiv— every  house  is  a  booth 
And  the  people  all  crazy  together. 

What  braying  of  gongs— what  conAiaion  of  tongues! 

What  a  compound  of  noise  from  dnims,  trumpets,  sod  lungs ! 

•Bills  of  fare. 
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Each  striving^  his  neighbour's  to  smother; 
Mimes,  mountebanks,  conjurers,  each  hftye  their  rings. 
While  monkeys  and  dancing-dogs— roundabout8-*-swing»— 

Are  so  thick,  they  encroach  on  each  other. 

Here's  a  dwarf,  and  a  monster,  both  beautiful  sightB ! 
And  there  is  the  man  without  fingers^  that  writes 

With  lus  chest,  and  his  grinders  after. 
Both  done  so  well,  you  cant  say  which  is  worst; — 
There  Judy  and  Punch  with  a  cat  is  rehearsed. 

Which  would  move  a  hennit  to  laughter. 

Eveiy  mansion  as  full  as  the  street  appears; 
By  the  mirrors  up  stairs,  and  the  chandeliers. 

You  may  see  quadrilting  bodies ; 
Below  some  smoke  in  the  Etkuninetg, 
While  others  take  ice,  Roman  punch,  and  aorbefa. 

Or  chat  to  the  Bar-maid  Goddess. 

In  all,  gaming  claims  indiscriminate  love : 
The  dice-box  and  billiard-ball  rattle  above. 

If  you  pass  by  a  palace  or  stable. 
Below,  at  the  comer  of  every  street. 
Parties  of  shoe-blacks  at  cards  you  may  meet. 

The  blacking-box  serving  as  table. 

The  Palais  Royal  is  a  separate  fair. 

With  its  pickpockets,  gamblers,  and  nymphs  debonnaire, 

Of  character  somewhat  uncertain  : 
But  as  it  is  late,  and  these  scenes,  I  suspect. 
Won't  bear  a  detail  too  minute  and  direct. 

For  the  present  we  drop  the  curtain.  H. 


STANZAS 

On  hearing  that  the  late  Lady  W ^r's  artificial  flowers  remained  in  her  hair 

to  me  last;  the  severity  of  her  illness  precluding  change  of  dress. 

Ob  !  take  those  roses  from  her  hair. 
That  such  a  cruel  brightness  wear; 
Their  fng|htful  beauty  shocks  us  now. 
While  pain  contracts  her  pallid  brow. 

Had  they  been  cuU'dfrom  Nature's  breast. 
In  all  their  dewy  sweetness  drest; 
Like  her — ^we  should  have  seen  them  fade, 
Like  her — wan,  drooping,  and  decay'd. 

But  these— ^e  glaring  gifta  of  art. 
No  touch  of  sympathy  impart. 
Wearing  one  fixM— triumphant  glow, 
In  mockery  of  our  bitter  wo ! 
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ON  FEMALE  COWARDICE. 

•*  Oh,  quanto 

Beata  e  la  fortisama  Donzella!"  Tamo. 

Heroines  are  generally  no  great  favourites  with  the  sex  whose 
deeds  thej  emulate ;  men  are  not  fond  of  female  competitors  either 
in  bodily  or  mental  strength,  and  she  who  reads  Latin  or  leaps  a 
five-barred  gate  is  warned  off  by  lordly  man  as  an  unlicensed  and 
unqualified  poacher  upon  his  manors.  Wo  to  the  Amazon  and  the 
l^lue-stocking!  each  is  too  likely  to  incur  the  same  dreadful  denun- 
ciation which  Cardinal  Mazarin  launched  against  Mademoiselle  de 
Montpensier  when  she  mounted  the  ramparts  of  the  Bastille;  of 
each  it  may  most  probably  be  said :  "  elU  a  ttiS  son  mart.'*  For 
my  own  part,  I  differ  on  these  subjects  from  the  generality  of  man- 
kind :  if  ever  I  marry,  it  shall  be  a  woman  who  can  break  a  horse 
or  has  been  up  in  a  balloon ;  and  all  my  dau^ters  shall  hunt  and 
learn  mathematics  in  order  to  strengthen  their  nerves.  Feminine 
tremors  and  palpitations  may  sound  interesting  enoueh  to  the  un- 
initiated, but  alas !  thev  convey  no  pleasing  ideas  to  him  who  has 
a  mother,  four  sisters,  three  aunts,  and  six  cousins,  ail  the  most  pre- 

rDsterous  and  clamorous  cowards  in  existence.  God  bless  them  all ! 
love  them  sincerely,  perceive  and  appreciate  their  numerous  good 
qualities,  would  do  any  thine  on  earth  to  serve  and  oblige  them ; 
but  I  wish  they  would  not  ask  me  to  walk  with  them  about  London. 
Country  rambles  are  bad  enough,  we  are  sure  to  meet  mad  bulls 
disguised  like  milch-cows,  or  ruffians  in  carters'  frocks,  to  hear  a 
hornet's  hum  in  every  breeze,  and  see  adders  coiled  in  every  hedge ; 
but  London  expeditions  are  a  thousand  times  worse.  Unfortunate- 
ly, my  mother  and  aunts  are  so  complimentary  as  to  prefer  my  arm 
to  any  other  support;  and,  when  lovers  and  danglers  are  not  at 
command,  the  vounger  ladies  frequently  request  my  escort  I  find 
myself  unequal  to  refusal  or  demur ;  but,  after  one  ot  these  bewilder- 
ing excursions,  I  return  home  very  kindl  v  disposed  towards  the  hero- 
ines of  history  and  romance,  and  often  inaulge  myself  in  fond  imagina- 
tions as  to  the  quiet  comfortable  walks  I  should  have  with  a  Miu-fisa 
on  one  arm,  ancl  a  Britomart  on  the  other.  No  starting  and  scream- 
ings,  no  dashing  half  distracted  into  a  shop  at  the  glimpse  of  a  dis- 
ta,nt  ox,  no  scampering  full  speed  over  a  crossing  because  a  hack- 
ney-coach is  at  thirty  yards  distance.  I  feel  assured  that  tlie  Se- 
nora  Padilla  would  have  made  no  objection  to  walking  past  the  two 
cavaliers  at  the  horse-guards,  nor  would  Aldrudei  Countess  of  Ber- 
tinora,  have  crossed  the  road  to  avoid  a  Newfoundland  dog.  Per- 
haps to  some  persons  there  may  be  nothing  very  alluring  in  the  idea 
of  a  lady,  who,  like  Camilla,  **  medias  inter  ccedes  exulSu^*^  or  like 
the  tiger-nursed  Clorinda:*- 

«« Clii  vesteTahni,  e  se  d'  usdme  agogna, 
Vassene,  e  non  la  tien  tema  o  yergogna" — 

but  I  confess  I  should  very  much  prefer  them  to  Erminia,  "  timida 
e  smarrita,"  of  whom  I  have,  unfortunately,  too  many  specimens  in 
my  own  family. 
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Whj  should  not  English  ladies  be  embodied  into  regiments  like 
the  King  of  Dahomey's  three  thousand  wives,  taught  to  stand  fire, 
and  cured  of  all  nervous  affections  for  life  by  the  sight  of  a  field  of 
battle  ?  But,  if  this  were  objected  to,  surely  female  seminaries  might 
be  established  for  the  express  purpose  of  teaching  courage,  where 
the  pupils  should  be  arranged  m  classes,  and  urged  to  emulation  bj 
example  and  reward.  No  uncommon  bravery,  no  masculine  hardi« 
hood  should  be  required,  but  all  should  be  taught  to  walk  quietly  by 
a  led  horse,  to  see  a  mouse  run  across  a  room  witliout  screaming, 
and  not  to  be  afraid  of  cock -chaffers,  or  father-long-legs;  and 
prizes  should  be  given  to  those  who  could  touch  an  unloaded  sun 
without  tremblinff,  and  see  a  spider  on  their  gown  without  fainting 
away.  They  minit  be  carefully  instructed  in  many  other  useful 
particulars,  and  their  writing-copies  might  run  as  follows,  "  Do  not 
suppose  all  dogs  are  mad  in  the  summer,"  or  '*  Shrieking  does  not 
diminish  daneer,"  or  <*  Avoid  rousing  your  family  when  the  wind 
moves  your  shutters."  In  two  or  three  years  great  progress  misht 
be  made  in  bravery,  and  there  would  be  time  enough  afterwards  for 
the  acquirement  of  less  useful  accomplishments.  Oh  that  such  a 
system  were  adopted !  Then,  and  only  then,  might  we  hope  to  find 
an  Englishwoman  capable  of  imitating  the  French  lady  celeiirated  by 
M.  de  la  Lande,  who  scrambled  up  the  inclined  ladder  at  the  top  of 
St  Peter's,  mounted  the  ball,  and  leaned  upon  the  cross, "  avec  wfs 
saupks8e  et  une  grace  ineoncevableJ^  I  confess  myself  a  little  scep- 
tical as  to  the  extraordinary  grace  of  such  an  action ;  but  I  should 
admire  it  as  the  symptom  of  a  stout  heairt,  as  a  tacit  renunciation  of 
the  nervous  tremors,  **  thrilling  shrieks  and  shrieking  cries,"  for 
which  the  generality  of  the  sex  are  distinguished, — as  an  earneiTt  of 
peaceful  walks,  days  without  hypothetical  horrors,  and  nights  un- 
disturbed by  imaginary  housebreakers. 

Any  one  would  suppose  that  my  mother  had  detected  me  in  a  plot 
for  her  destruction,  and  that  whenever  I  walked  out  with  her  she 
expected  me  to  take  the  first  favourable  opportunity  of  getting  her 
run  over.  She  believes  none  of  my  assurances,  listens  to  none  of  my 
arguments,  and  looks  seriously  provoked  if  1  venture  to  tell  her  that 
she  is  in  no  danger.  I  must  he  olind  if  I  do  not  perceive  that  every 
gig -horse  is  "  skittish,"  and  I  am  accused  of  obstinacy  if  I  refuse  to 
bear  testimony  to  her  numerous  *<  hair-breadth  escapes."  Then  there 
are  such  long  refuges  in  shops  while  a  line  of  drays  is  passing,  such 
wearying  pauses,  such  turning  of  the  head  from  side  to  side,  such 
wild,  calculating  glances  up  and  down  the  street,  so  many  faint  at- 
tempts and  precipitate  returns  ere  the  desperate  resolution  is  taken 
to  dash  over  a  crossing.  I  am  foolish  enough  to  feel  half-ashamed 
of  myself  when  I  see  the  suppressed  sneer  or  broad  grin  of  the  pas- 
sengers, while  my  runaway  companion  stops  to  regain  her  breath 
and  collect  her  scattered  spirits ;  and  I  should  often  persuade  har 
to  hide  her  disorder  in  a  hackney-coach,  were  it  not  that  my  eldest 
sister,  who  is  very  frequently  on  my  other  arm,  is  so  dreadfully 
frightened  in  a  carriage  that  it  would  be  only  an  exchange  of  ter- 
rors. Poor  Charlotte !  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to  a  broken  neck, 
and  reads  every  accident  of  the  kind  recorded  in  the  papers,  as  if  it 
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were  the  counterpart  or  her  own  approaching  fate.  I  was  so  little 
withmj  sisters  auring  my  boyhood,  owing  to  our  holydajs  seldom 
occurring  at  the  same  time,  that  I  had  leu  Westminster,  and  been 
three  jears  at  Oxford,  before  I  became  acquainted  with  Charlotte's 
peculiar  fears.  The  discovery  was  most  unfortunately  timed.  Dur* 
mg  the  first  vacation  after  I  took  my  degree,  I  resolved  to  reward 
myself  for  past  study  and  application  by  a  tour  through  part  of  North 
Wales,  ana  I  asked  my  two  elder  sisters  to  be  my  companions.  We 
had  travelled  but  little,  and  were  just  at  the  age  to  enjoy  such  aa 
excursion :  we  were  to  see  every  sight  in  our  way,  climb  every 
mountain,  watch  the  sunrise  from  thetopof  Snowdon,  fill  our  draw- 
ing-books with  sketches ;  in  short,  we  were  to  be  quite  happy,  and 
^e  talked  over  our  plans  with  great  delieht  Alasl  in  anticipation 
only  were  they  delightful,  for  I  never  had  a  more  miserable  journey 
in  my  life.  We  set  out  in  high  glee,  the  weather  was  beautiful,  oar 
healtn  was  eood,  but  before  two  days  were  over,  I  envied  every  one 
I  had  left  beiiind  me.  Charlotte's  fears  showed  themselves  in  a  veir 
short  time :  at  the  least  jolt  she  turned  pale ;  if  a  wagon  passea, 
she  expected  it  to  take  off  one  of  our  wheels ;  at  every  comer  she 
put  down  all  the  glasses ;  when  we  were  goine  up  a  hill,  she  assured 
us  we  were  jibbing;  when  we  went  down,  she  clasped  her  hands, 
closed  her  eyes,  and  seemed  screwing  up  her  courage  to  the  neces- 
sity of  being  dashed  to  pieces.  Then  she  was  always  giving  direc- 
tions to  the  post-boy :  now  he  drove  too  fast,  now  she  was  certain  the 
traces  were  broken;  sometimes  a  wheel  was  about  to  take  fire, 
sometimes  a  horse  was  on  the  point  of  dropping  down  dead.  To- 
wards eveninfl;  my  sister  Anna's  terrors  commenced :  after  six  o'clock 
every  man  who  came  in  sight  was  a  footpad  or  a  highwayman ;  her 
purse  was  always  in  her  hand  ready  to  deliver  on  demand ;  with  tears 
in  her  eyes  she  urged  me  to  make  no  resistance ;  and  once  she  posi- 
tively lainted  away  because  a  gentleman,  with  a  groom  behind  him, 
politely  rode  up  to  the  carriage-window  to  inform  us  we  had  dropped 
a  parcel.  As  we  approached  the  more  mountainous  country,  our  mi- 
series increased :  we  were  now  scarcely  ever  in  the  carriage ;  Char- 
lotte insisted  upon  walking  whenever  we  came  to  a  steep  or  rough 
road,  and  as  this  frequently  occurred,  we  suffered  the  fatigue  of  pe- 
destrian tourists,  were  completely  tired  and  spiritless  when  we  ar- 
rived at  our  inn,  unequal  to  an  evening  ramble,  and  glad  to  so  to 
bed  by  daylight.  I  could  not  even  have  the  satisfaction  of  scolding, 
for  it  would  nave  been  cruel  to  reproach  one  who  was  always  re- 
proaching herself,  and  whose  eyes  were  constantly  overflowing  with 
tears  of  terror  or  of  penitence.  Most  desirous  not  to  abridge  our 
pleasure,  she  always  fancied  herself  equal  to  every  undertaking ;  al- 
ways assured  us  over-night  that  she  was  ashamed  of  her  previous 
fears,  and  determined  to  be  more  courageous  on  the  morrow.  Thns 
encouraged,  we  set  out  on  ponies,  or  on  foot,  to  visit  some  romantic 
scenery;  but  halfway  up  a  mountain  Charlotte's  spirit  fails  her,  the 
danger  is  too  great  to  be  encountered^t  is  maaness,  suicide,  to 
proceed.  She  will  stay  where  she  is  till  our  return,  the  servant  shall 
remain  with  her,  it  will  distress  her  extremely  if  we  do  not  go  on. 
Accordingly  all  is  settled;  but  Anna  and  myseltare  speedily  recalled 
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bj  violent  and  repeated  screams— Charlotte  is  now  certain  that  we 
must  be  dashed  to  pieces,  and  she  never  could  forsive  herself  if  she 
permitted  us  to^'encounter  destruction  so  inevitable.  With  clasped 
nands  and  streaming  cheeks  she  implores  us  to  give  up  our  design: 
fear  is  infectious,  Anna  thinks  of  mountain  banditti,  and  joins  in 
the  request :  I  am  at  length  overcome ;  and  all  the  evening  is  spent 
in  vain  regrets  for  the  rallies  of  the  mominc;.  Disappointed  and 
annoyed,  condemned  either  tu  lonely  excursions,  or  to  walks  cur- 
tailed bj  mj  sisters'  terrors,  I  shortened  my  tour;  and,  after  much 
fatigue  and  considerable  expense,  returned  to  London  without  hav- 
ing seen  one  half  of  the  beauties  I  had  so  long  and  so  often  wished 
to  behold.  Charlotte,  the  contrite  Charlotte,  incessantly  blames- 
herself  for  her  conduct,  blushes  if  we  talk  of  mountains,  and  weeps 
at  the  very  name  of  Wales ;  and  by  common  consent,  the  tour 
which  was  to  furnish  us  with  conversation  for  life,  is  an  interdict- 
ed subject  in  the  family. 

Mj  two  young  sisters'  terrors  have  chosen  different  objects,  they 
are  infected  with  entomological  horrors.  On  fine  warm  days  in 
8ummer,  ten  minutes  seldom  pass  without  their  starting  up  in  con- 
sternation, flying  to  different  corners  of  the  room,  elevating  their 
handkerchief  in  defence,  and  shrinking  their  persons  into  the 
smallest  possible  compass,  in  order  to  avoid  a  wasp  or  humble-bee. 
This  is  the  first  summer  I  have  been  able  to  persevere  in  reading 
aloud  to  my  family;  for,  thanks  to  the  cold  weather  in  May  ana 
June,  very  tew  of  these  enemies  of  industry  and  literature  remain- 
ed to  eat  apricots  and  terrify  youn^  ladies.  Their  well-known  hum 
is  the  signal  for  panic  and  confusion :  down  go  work  and  books, 
and  pens  and  pencils;  Jane  and  Mary  scream,  and  take  to  flight; 
their  sisters  seize  the  first  implement  of  destruction  that  is  at 
hand,  and  nothing  more  can  be  uone  or  thought  of,  till  the  luckless 
intruder  has  paid  the  penalty  of  his  life;  then  needles  and  India- 
rubber  are  to  be  found,  and,  before  employment  is  quietly  resumed, 
another  tocsin  sounds  another  skirmisn  and  another  death.  Then 
there  is  no  persuading  these  two  silly  girls  to  join  our  evening 
walks  in  the  country.  At  that  refreshing  season  of  cool  airs  and 
sweet  smells,  when  only  a  pale  streak  of  light  tells  where  the  sun 
last  showed  his  glorious  face,  when  the  constellations  are  gradually 
spangling  their  various  fibres  on  the  misty  blue  of  the  sky,  and 
the  soft  influence  of  evening  has  sweetened  those  sounds  which  fell 
harshly  on  the  ear  by  day,  when  a  do^'s  distant  howl  is  agreeable, 
and  the  gratine  of  a  wagon's  wheels  is  listened  to  with  pleasure — 
at  this  time,  wnen  it  is  so  delightful  to  saunter,  not  to  walk,  and  to 
chat  in  subdued  tones  with  those  we  love ;  when  my  spirits,  my 
feelings,  and  my  affections,  always  seem  in  their  best  state--4it  this 
time  out  come  my  unfortunate  sisters'  deadly  foes,  the  frog,  the 
bat,  and  the  cock-chaffer,  little  suspecting  their  power  of  imprison- 
ing two  fair  damsels,  from  whose  distant  tread  they  would  fly  in 
consternation.  Anna,  too,  is  equally  prevented  from  taking  an 
evening  ramble ;  for  after  sunset  the  woods  and  groves  are  peopled 
by  banditti :  and  if  I  coax  her  out,  while  I  am  gazing  on  the  boles 

the  trees,  silvered  by  the  rising  moon,  or  pausing  to  catch  the 
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notes  of  a  nightingale,  her  jaundiced  eje  sees  a  ruffian  crouching 
behind  a  shrub,  or  her  startled  ear  detects  the  distant  signal  whistle 
of  a  gang  of  robbers ;  then  she  catches  me  by  the  arm,  bids  me  ask 
no  questions,  hurries  me  to  the  house,  bars  the  door  behind  her, 
and  intreats  me  to  load  mj  pistols,  and  fire  mj  blnnderbaas  out  of 
every  window. 

Though  my  sisters  make  themselves  and  all  about  them  uncom- 
fortable, and  prevent  sensible  men  from  wishing  to  become  their 
companions  for  life,  jet,  as  thej  are  young  and  handsome,  they  meet 
with  much  ready  assistance  and  apparent  commiseration  from  their 
male  acquaintance,  and  have  always  some  doughty  champion  at 
hand  to  protect  them  from  runaway  insects  and  imaginary  rufllans, 
and  to  aamire  the  changing  hue  of  their  complexions,  and  the  pret- 
ty a^tation  of  their  elegant  persons ;  and,  unless  Uiey  should  be 
disfigured  by  illness  or  accident,  I  dare  say,  that  while  under  thir- 
ty, £ey  may  scream  at  frisky  calves,  and  faint  at  spiders  and  frogs, 
as  often  as  they  please,  without  any  fear  of  exemplifying  the  fable 
of  the  boy  and  the  wolf.  But  my  cousin  Emma  H.  has  no  such 
claims  upon  any  one's  compassion,  for  alas !  she  is  not  handsome 
enough  to  be  hysterical ;  her  eyes  are  not  sufficiently  bright  to 
atone  for  tears  of  vain  alarm,  nor  will  the  beauty  of  her  mouth  ex- 
cuse her  screaming  at  caterpillars  and  black  beetles.  Gentlemen 
observe  her  distress,  sneer,  and  pass  on ;  swords  do  not  leap  from 
their  scabbards  to  punish  the  intrusion  of  a  dog,  or  the  pamn^  of 
a  distant  kitten ;  when  she  rouses  the  family  m>m  their  beds  from 
some  causeless  terror,  the  trouble  she  fives  is  not  counterbalanced 
by  seeing  her  in  her  night-cap;  and  when  she  shuts  herself  in  the 
cellar  during  a  thunder-storm,  no  gallant  swain  begs  to  accompany 
her  to  her  retirement.  Poor  girl!  her  life  is  one  long  panic,  she 
has  contrived  to  unite  in  herself  all  possible  fears  and  apprehen- 
sions ;  she  is  scolded  by  the  rigid,  lectured  by  the  wise,  called  silly 
by  some,  affected  by  others — her  family  grieve  for  her,  her  acquaint- 
ance laugh  at  her;  but  still  her  terrors  continue  too  stubborn  for 
conquest  or  control.  On  one  occasion,  however,  she  added  an  in- 
stance to  the  myriads  which  already  existed,  of  the  strength  of  wo- 
man's affection— of  the  mighty  power  of  that  love  which  will  teach 
her  to  make  every  thing  possible  in  the  service  of  its  object.  Emma 
is  strongly  attached  to  her  mother,  to  whom  she  was  the  most  ten- 
der and  indefatigable  of  nurses  in  an  illness  which  endangered  her 
life.  Quiet  was  strictly  recommended,  and  Emma  seemed  sudden- 
ly gifted  with  a  fairy's  power  of  treading  and  moving  inuadiblj. 
She  performed  every  office  required  in  a  sick  room  with  masical 
gentleness  and  celerity;  and,  when  every  other  duty  was  done, 
took  her  station  by  her  mother's  pillow.  *One  morning,  while  the 
invalid's  hand  was  yet  pressed  by  her  daughter's  fingers,  she  gra- 
dually fell  into  a  gentle  slumber;  and  Emma,  who  knew  how  essen- 
tial rest  was  to  her  mother's  recovery,  hailed  this  favourable  symp- 
tom with  inexpressible  delight  Notwithstanding  the  cramp  and 
numbness  which  ensued,  Emma  inviolably  retained  her  position, 
scarcely  permitted  herself  to  breathe,  and  withdrew  her  eyes  fxwn 
her  mother's  face  from  a  sort  of  indefinable  dread,  lest  their  anxiou!» 
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glances  should  disturb  her  slumbers.  In  this  situation  a  slight 
noise  was  heard,  and  Emma's  fearful  ears  detected  the  approach  of 
a  mouse.  There  is  no  creature  of  which  she  has  a  greater  horror ; 
I  haTe  seen  her  countenance  change  when  she  heard  its  distant 
scratching,  and  she  has  nearly  fainted  awaj  at  the  sight  of  one  in 
a  trap.  On  the  present  occasion,  however,  *•  love  mastered  fear:" 
she  sat  perfectly  still,  and  only  dreaded  lest  the  tumultuous  beat- 
ing of  her  heart  should  communicate  itself  to  the  hand  which  held 
that  of  her  mother  in  its  gentle  pressure.  Presently,  the  curtains 
at  the  foot  of  the  bed  are  seen  to  move,  and  in  a  few  moments  the 
little  creature  makes  its  appearance,  fixes  its  sharp  eyes  on  Emma's 
pale  face,  pauses  for  half  a  minute,  gathers  courage  from  her  mar- 
ble-like aspect,  and  begins  to  nibble  some  crumbs  which  remained 
on  the  coverlet.  I  am  certain  that  what  Emma  suffered  far  ex- 
ceeded mere  bodily  pain,  it  was  the  very  agony  of  fear — fear,  the 
intenseness  of  which  was  not  diminished  by  its  folly.  The  worst, 
however,  was  to  come.  The  animal,  undisturbed  by  any  noise  or 
movement,  continued  to  approach  still  nearer ;  and,  at  length,  as  if 
commissioned  to  put  Emma's  affection  and  self-command  to  the 
fullest  trial,  it  positively  touched  her  hand.  She  felt  a  sort  of  icy 
pulse  pervade  every  limn,  her  very  heart  appeared  to  tremble ;  but 
she  retained  her  position,  and  declares  that  she  felt  no  apprehen- 
sion of  being  made  to  start  or  scream,  for  she  had  a  thorough  confi- 
dence in  the  efficacy  of  that  feeling,  which,  in  the  breast  of  wo- 
man, is  often  stronger  than  the  love  of  life.  Though  all  within  her 
shook  from  agitation,  all  continued  statue-like  without;  and  it  was 
not  till  the  mouse  was  approaching  her  mother's  arm,  that  Emma 
gently  moved  her  disengaged  hand,  and  scared  the  little  monster 
to  its  hidine-place.  Her  mother's  sleep  continued,  she  awoke  re- 
freshed, and  when  Emma  left  the  room,  little  supposed  that  it  was 
to  ffive  relief,  by  tears  and  violent  agitation,  to  suppressed  terror 
and  concealed  suffering.  I  ought  to  add,  that  her  mother  recover- 
ed ;  and  that,  however  ludicrous  some  of  Emma's  terrors  may  be, 
her  fear  of  a  mouse  is  now  too  sacred  a  subject  for  ridicule. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Rochejaquelin  relates  a  beautiful  instance  of 
sadden  courage  springing  out  of  alarmed  affection.  She  was  so 
great  a  coward  on  horse^ck,  that  even  when  a  servant  held  the 
bridle,  and  a  gentleman  walked  on  each  side,  she  would  weep  from 
apprehension.  Yet,  when  she  heard  that  her  husband  was  wound- 
ed, all  former  fears  yielded  to  her  anxiety  for  him  :>— "  Je  ne  voulus 
pas  rester  un  moment  de  plus.  Je  pris  un  mauvais  petit  cheval  qui 
se  trouvait  par  hasard  dans  la  cour ;  je  ne  laissai  pas  le  temps  d'ar- 
ranger  les  etriers  qui  ^talent  in6^ux,  et  je  partis  au  grand  ^alop; 
en  trois  quarts  d'heure  je  fis  trois  grandes  lieues  de  mauvais  che- 
niins." 

It  is  thus  that  woman  redeems  her  follies — ^thus  that  she  ennobles 
cowardice,  and  sanctifies  defects.  I  intreat  pardon  for  every  thing 
I  have  said  against  her — I  blush,  I  apolo^ze,  I  retract  I  sat  down 
in  ill  humour,  for  the  fears  of  my  family  liad  just  compelled  me  to 
reject  a  ticket  for  the  Coronation ;  but  I  have  written  niyself  into 
a  tolerable  temper,  and  am  better  able  to  appreciate  the  affectionate 
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anxiety  of  which  I  was  the  yictini.  I  must  pay  aome  price  for  a 
thousand  daily  kindnesses  and  hourly  attentions,  a  wakefalneas  to 
real  dijineer,  which  is  my  safeguard  m  sickness,  a  deyotedness  of 
love  which  despises  trouble  and  annihilates  difficulty.  If  female 
fears  annoy  me  abroad,  female  affection  blesses  me  at  home ;  if  my 
mother  and  sisters  are  determined  on  dying  a  violent  death,  yet 
they  would  risk  infection  and  danger  to  preserve  my  life.  Women 
ouent  not  to  be  more  perfect  than  they  are.  In  virtue  and  warmth 
of  neart  they  excel  us  already:  add  strength  of  mind,  and  a  calm 
courage,  equally  removed  from  ungraceful  boldness  and  unreason- 
able ^ar,  and  we  must  seek  our  spouses  in  some  other  planet 

W.E. 


THE  CAT  FAIVTEB.* 

Before  speaking  of  a  man  whose  whole  life  was  spent  in  the 
company  and  contemplation  of  cats,  I  am  tempted  to  offer  a  few 
observations  upon  the  singular  fate  of  these  animals,  who  have 
experienced  such  various  treatment  from  mankind,  and  upon 
whom  such  dissimilar  and  clashing  opinions  have  been  entertain- 
ed. Idolized  by  one  people,  contemned  by  another;  classed  by 
naturalists  in  the  rather  unamiable  family  of  lions  and  tigers; 
gifted  with  the  boss  of  murder  by  the  craniologists  of  these  hitter 
days;  cats,  if  they  were  endowed  with  the  faculty  of  reflection, 
might,  with  good  reason,  feel  astonished  at  the  strange  and  capri- 
cious destiny  reserved  to  them.  It  was  the  custom  formerly,  in 
some  cities  of  Europe,  to  bum  on  St.  John's  day  one  of  these  ani- 
mals, with  all  the  honours  of  an  auto  da  fe.  TTie  Egyptians,  on 
the  contrary,  worshiped  them  as  gods.  In  their  ancient  cata- 
convhs  the  mummies  of  cats  are  found  in  such  immense  numbers, 
that  one  is  led  to  suppose  that  the  individuals  of  the  feline  race 
must  have  been  amongst  the  most  distinguished  benefactors  of 
the  human  kind.  If  we  believe  Herodotus,  when  the  house  of  an 
Egyptian  took  fire,  he  first  hastened  to  convey  his  cats  to  a  place 
of  security,  and  afterwards  looked  about  his  wife  and  children. 
The  father  of  history  has,  perhaps,  a  litde  exaggerated  the  love  of 
the  Egyptians  for  their  four-footed  favourites;  yet  some  are  bold 
enough  to  assert,  that,  even  at  the  present  day,  there  are  persons 
who,  though  otherwise  excellent  good  Christians,  would,  under 
similar  circumstances,  become  Eg}^tians. 

One  is  inclined  to  think  that  the  Greeks,  who  were  indebted  for 
so  many  things  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  land  of  pyramids,  would 

*  Tlus  article,  by  M.  Depping[,  of  Paris,  was  read  at  a  kte  meeting  of  the 
Sociiti  P/dhtechmque.  We  noticed  it  before  in  page  397  of  tbe  Histocical 
Benster,  under  the  nead  «  Foreign  Varieties,"  seeing  which,  M.  Peppii^  obfig- 
uxffly  forwarded  it  to  us  at  lengm. 
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have  also  inherited  their  affection  for  these  animals  ;  but  it  is 
radier  surprising  that  there  is  not  a  single  passage  concerning 
them  in  any  of  the  works  of  the  Greek  naturalists*  Plutarch, 
who  wrote  a  treatise  upon  the  instinct  of  beasts,  tells  several 
curious  anecdotes  of  the  sagacity  of  most  species  of  animals.  He 
speaks  of  a  goose  that  evinced  the  most  tender  attachment  to  an 
JEgyptian  young  man ;  and  of  an  elephant,  which  every  morning 
paid  his  addresses  to  a  flower-girl,  to  the  very  great  annoyance  of 
the  grammarian  Aristophanes,  his  rival.  But  Plutarch  observes 
the  most  profound  silence  with  regard  to  cats*  It  appears  that 
this  animal  was  not  domesticated  amongst  the  Greeks.  Probably 
the  Boileaus  of  Athens  often  said,  in  their  satires  upon  that  city, 

**  Je  penae  qu'aveceux  tout  I'enfer  est  cbez  moi ; 
L'un  miaule  en  grondant  comine  un  tigve  en  furie, 
L'autre  roule  sa  voix,  comme  un  enfant  qui  crie." 

They  were,  perhaps,  of  opinion,  that  the  cat  was  ^^  a  selfish  and 
faithless  servant, that  conformed  to  some  of  the  habits  of  society, 
without  being  imbued  with  its  spirit,  and  whose  predatory  and 
robber-like  disposition  had  not  been  totally  eradicated,  but  only 
modified,  b\'  a  careful  education,  into  the  flattering  duplicity  of  a 
knave."  Frown  not,  fair  readers ;  these  are  the  words  of  BuSbn, 
and  not  mine. 

This  judgment,  it  must  be  allowed,  is  rather  uncharitable ;  the 
morecourteous  authors  of  the  new  French  Dictionary  of  Natural 
History  have  thought  proper  to  mitigate  its  severity ;  they  pre- 
tend that  we  are  not  justified  in  supposing  that  the  cat  is  not 
susceptible  of  attachment ;  and  even  venture  to  add,  that  no  mat- 
ter how  perverse  its  inclinations  may  be,  yet  it  is  still  possible, 
by  gende  treatment,  to  correct  and  communicate  to  it  a  charac- 
ter of  suaviur  and  kindness. 

I  am  far  from  wishing  to  enter  the  lists  for  the  rigid  BuSbn 
against  his  more  indulgent  successors*  I  should  dread,  by  taking 
ftuch  a  part,  to  find  myself  opposed  to  the  sentiments  of  the  fairest 
portion  of  my  readers. 

Rousseau,  it  is  said,  preferred  the  cat  to  the  dog,  because  the 
one  has  preserved  its  freedom  and  independence,  while  the 
other  has  willingly  entered  into  bondage* 

The  cat  is  by  no  means  devoid  of  qualities  capable  of  inspiring 
attachment.  Petrarch,  whose  heart  was  full  of  Laura  as  his  mind 
was  full  of  poetry,  entertained  the  most  lively  affection  for  a  cat, 
the  companion  of  his  solitude*  On  visiting  a  country-house  in 
which  he  dwelt,  near  Padua,  one  of  ihe  first  objects  that  aUract 
attention,  is  a  glazed  niche  in  one  of  the  apartments,  enclosing  an 
embalmec^cat,  whose  demurely  proud  regard  seems  to  say  to  the 
traveller,  **  And  I  also  was  beloved  by  Petrarch."  The  cat  has 
succeeded  in  gaining  the  affections  of  a  much  less  gentle  and 
amiable  person  than  the  lover  of  Laura ;  namely,  Mahomet,  who 
Vol.  n.  No.  11.— 1821.  3  T 
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preferred  cutting  off  the  sleeve  of  his  robe  to  distuil^ing  the  re- 
pose of  his  favourite  Grimalkin,  that  had  fallen  asleep  upon  it. 

I  shall  here  state  an  anecdote  related  by  M.  Ladoucettc  >-^ 
^  Madame  Helvetius  had  a  wild  cat  that  continually  lay  at  her 
feet,  seemingly  always  ready  to  defend  her.  It  never  showed  the 
least  hostility  to  the  birds  which  Madame  H.  kept ;  and  it  would 
receive  food  and  caresses  from  no  one  but  its  mistress.  At  the 
death  of  this  excellent  and  amiable  woman,  the  poor  animal  was 
removed  from  her  apartment,  but  it  contrived,  the  next  morning, 
to  make  its  way  thiuier ;  it  went  into  the  bed,  sat  upon  her  chair, 
slowly  and  mournfully  paced  over  her  toilet,  and  seemed,  by  its 
plaintive  cries,  to  be  calling  or  regretting  its  lost  friend*  It  after- 
wards escaped  from  the  house,  fled  to  £e  cemetery,  and,  laying 
itself  down  upon  the  grave  of  its  mistress,  expired  apparendy 
from  grief  and  despair.'' 

If  cats  were  so  mclined,  they  might  form  a  not  disreputable 
library  of  the  works  written  upon  them.  The  author  of  the 
^^  Essay  upon  the  Art  of  Pleasing,^'  has  not  disdained  to  consti- 
tute himself  their  historiographer.  Madame  Deshoulieres,  De- 
lille,  and  other  poets,  have  sung  their  praises;  Gugot  Desheifaieres 
has  consecrated  an  entire  poem  to  them.  Another  of  their 
friends  (the  subject  of  the  present  article)  devoted  his  whole  life 
and  talents  to  their  service.  This  artist,  who  died  at  Bern  about 
seven  years  ago,  was  named  Godfrey  Mind.  He  was  the  son  of  a 
poor  carpenter.  A  painter,  who  found  him  while  yet  a  boy  in  a 
state  of  misery  and  starvation,  took  compassion  on  him,  gave  him 
some  lessons  m  drawing,  and  aroused  a  latent  taste  which  he  had 
for  that  art.  Young  Mind  showed  a  marked  predilection  for 
sketching  the  figures  of  animals ;  but  his  progress  at  first  was 
slow,  as  all  his  time  was  occupied  in  colouring  plates  for  an 
engraver  of  Bern,  with  whom  he  worked  by  the  day.  He  had 
so  littie  capacity  for  any  other  kind  of  instructicm,  that  he  could 
scarcely  learn  to  write  his  name.  Wearied  at  loigth  with  co- 
louring engravings  from  mom  till  night,  he  quitted  his  employ- 
er's house,  and  established  himself  for  the  rest  of  his  days  a 
painter  of  animals,  or  rather  of  two  species  of  animals — bears 
and  cats.  But  the  latter  were  more  peculiarly  his  favourite 
studies.  He  painted  them  in  water-colours,  in  every  possible  at- 
titude, either  alone  or  in  groups,  with  a  truth  and  nature  that 
have,  perhaps,  never  been  surpassed. 

His  masterly  sketches  might  have  been  justly  termed,  ^^  strikbg 
portraits  of  cats."  He  caught  and  depicted  every  evanescent 
shade  and  expression  of  their  demure  and  wily  physiognomy — 
he  portrayed,  with  inexhaustible  variety,  the  graceful  attitudes 
and  fisntastic  tricks  of  the  kittens  gamboling  with  the  mother 
cat — ^he  represented,  with  the  most  eye-beguiling  fidelity,  the 
glossy  fur  of  their  coats ;  in  a  word,  the  cats  painted  by  Mind 
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appeared  ta  frisk  about,  and  purr  upon  the  paper.  An  able 
French  painter,  who  never  passed  through  Switzerland  without 
purchasing  some  of  Mind's  paintings,  called  him  the  Raphael  of 
Cats.  Most  of  the  sovereigns  and  persons  of  distinction  who 
travelled  into  Switzerland  were  anxious  to  secure  specimens 
of  Mind's  cats'  portraits ;  and  they  occupy  at  present  a  distin* 
guished  place  in  the  portfolios  of  the  amateurs  of  painting.  In- 
deed, it  IS  said,  that  they  have  preserved  more  than  one  valua« 
ble  collection  from  the  Vandal  teeth  of  rats  and  mice.  If  this 
circumstance  were  well  authenticated,  it  would  merit  being 
placed  alongside  the  anecdote  told  of  the  celebrated  Grecian 
painter  Zeuxis,  whose  fruit-piece  tempted  the  birds  to  peck  at 
It.  It  would  have  been  extraordinary  if  Mind  had  not  succeed- 
ed in  this  branch  of  the  art,  for  the  animals  he  undertook  to  re- 
present were  the  objects  of  his  tenderest  affection,  and  his  con* 
stant  and  only  companions.  While  at  work,  his  favourite  cat 
mras  almost  continuity  by  his  side;  he  seemed  even  to  carry  on 
a  kind  of  conversation  with  her.  Sometimes  she  lay  upon  his 
knees,  while  two  or  three  kittens  were  perched  upon  his  shoul- 
ders ;  and  in  this  position  he  has  been  known  to  remain  for  se- 
veral hours  immovable  as  a  statue,  fearing,  by  the  slightest  mo- 
tion, to  disturb  the  repose  of  his  friends.  He  had  by  no  means 
the  same  complaisance  for  the  mere  mortals  who  came  to  see 
him;  on  the  contrary,  he  received  them  with  very  undisguised 
ill-humour.  Besides,  the  sombre  expression  of  his  countenance 
was  quite  repulsive,  so  that  it  very  rarely  happened  that  any  one 
was  tempted  to  repeat  his  visit.  Indeed,  Nature,  for  the  most 
part,  had  been  such  a  niggard  to  him  of  personal  and  mental 
attractions,  that  it  was  this  peculiar  talent  alone  that  threw  any 
interest  around  him. 

The  most  severe  alBiction  that  Mind  probably  ever  experi- 
enced, was  caused  by  the  general  massacre  of  the  cats,  in  con- 
sequence of  an  order  in  1809  from  the  police  of  Bern,  a  mad- 
ness having  manifested  itself  amongst  these  animals.  The  Jew- 
ish mothers  felt  not  more  anguish  at  the  cruel  order  of  Herod 
for  the  murder  of  die  first-bom  of  Judah,  than  did  Mind  upon 
this  latter  occasion.  He  succeeded,  however,  in  saving  his  dear 
Minette  from  the  bloody  proscription;  but  his  sorrow  for  the 
untimely  death  of  eight  hundred  cats  immolated  upon  the  altar 
of  public  safety,  was  overwhelming;  and,  like  Rachel  weeping 
for  her  children,  he  was  not  to  be  comforted. 

The  second  attachment  which  shared,  though  in  a  minor  de- 
gree, the  empire  of  his  affections  with  the  cats,  was  for  the  bears. 
His  favourite  walk  was  around  the  enclosure  in  which  the  n>a- 
gistvates  of  Bern  keep  some  of  those  animals,  who,  as  every  one 
knows,  figure  in  the  arms  of  the  republic.  Mind  was  so  well 
known  to  them  (not  the  magistrates,  but  the  bears),  that  the 
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moment  he  appeared,  they  hastened  to  meet  him  with  open 
mouths,  certain  of  receiving  from  his  hands  the  accustomed 
bread  and  fruit. 

In  the  winter  evenings,  when  Mind  could  neither  paint  nor 
pay  his  usual  visits  to  the  bears,  he  still  continued  to  occupy 
himself  with  his  favourite  animals,  by  carving  chesnuts  into  the 
forms  of  bears  and  cats :  and  these  pretty  trifles,  executed  with 
astonishing  skill  and  accuracy,  were  eagerly  sought  after 
throughout  Switzerland, 

Thus  passed  forty  years  of  his  life,  during  which  he  had 
scarcely  any  communion  with  his  fellow  men,  except  when  dis- 
posing of  the  productions  of  his  talent**  After  his  death, 
which  took  place  in  1814,  the  verses  of  Catullus  upon  the  death 
of  Lesbians  sparrow  were  pleasantly  parodied,  and  applied  to 
him: — 

**  Lugpete  6  feles,  unic[iie  lugete, 

Mortuus  est  vobis  amicus."  D. 


liETTERS  FROM  SFAIX.      BT  DON  LBUCADIO  DOBLADO. 


Seville, ^  I80I. 

The  calamity  which  has  afflicted  this  town,  and  swept  awaj 
eighteen  thousand  of  its  inhabitants«t  will  more  than  sufficiently 
account  for  part  of  my  long  silence.  But,  during  the  interruption 
of  my  correspondence,  there  is  a  former  period  for  which  i  owe 
you  a  more  detailed  explanation. 

My  travels  in  Spain  have  hitherto  been  as  limited  as  is  usual 
among  my  countrymen.  The  expense,  the  danger,  and  the  great 
inconvenience  attending  a  journey,  prevent  our  tniYelUng  for  plea- 
sure  or  curiosity.  Most  of  our  people  spend  their  whole  fives  with- 
in their  province,  and  few  amonc  the  females  have  ever  lost  s^t 
of  the  town  that  gave  them  birfi.  I  have,  however,  brou^t  home 
some  of  your  En^ish  restlessness;  and  as  my  dear  fnend  the 
voung  clergyman,  whose  account  of  himself  is  already  in  your 
hands,  had  to  visit  a  very  peculiar  spot  of  Andalusia,  I  joined  him 
most  willingly  in  his  excursion^  during  which  I  collected  a  few 
traits  of  our  national  manners,  with  a  view  to  add  one  more  to  my 
preceding  sketches. 

Mv  friend's  destination  was  a  town  in  the  mountains  or  Sierrj 
de  Konda,  called  Olbera.  A  young  man  of  tliat  town  had  been 
elected  to  a  fellowship  of  this  Major  College  ;  and  my  fnend,  who 
is  a  metnber  of  that  body,  was  the  appointed  commissioner  for 

*  A  countiyman  of  Mind's,  M.  Koenig,  has  lately  pabUshed  a  aeries  of  ookmr- 
ed  Utbographical  prints,  representing  the  entire  QoUectbn  of  this  painter's  caU 
so  that  those  amateurs,  who  are  not  fortunate  enough  to  possess  any  of  the  ori- 
ginals, may  at  least  procure  most  faithful  and  tastcfuilv  executed  copicni, 

t  The  yellow  fever,  in  1800. 
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coUectiDg  ihefruehas,  or  eyidence,  which,  according  to  the  statutes, 
must  be  taken  at  the  birth-place  of  the  candidate,  concerning  the 
pttrity  of  his  blood  and  family  connexions.  The  badness  of  the  roads, 
in  that  direction,  induced  us  to  make  the  whole  iournej  on  horse- 
back. We  were  provided  with  the  coarse  dress  which  country  gen- 
tlemen wear  on  similar  occasions — ^a  short  loose  jacket  and  small- 
clothes of  brown  serge;  thick  leather  gaiters;  a  cloak  tied  up  in  a 
roll  on  the  pommel  of  the  saddle ;  and  a  stout  spencer,  ornamented 
with  a  kina  of  patch- work  lace,  made  of  pieces  of  various  colours, 
which  is  a  favourite  riding-dress  of  our  Andalusian  beaux.  Each 
of  us,  as  well  as  the  servant,  whose  horse  carried  our  light  lug&age, 
was  armed  with  a  musket,  hancin^  by  a  hook,  on  a  ring  wh^  all 
travelling-saddles  are  furnishea  with  for  that  purpose.  This  man- 
ner of  travelling  is,  upon  the  whole,  the  most  pleasant  in  Andalusia. 
Robbers  seldom  attack  people  on  horseback,  provided  they  take  care, 
as  we  did,  never  to  pass  any  wooded  ground  without  separating  to 
the  distance  of  a  musket-shot  from  each  other. 

My  fellow-traveller  took  this  opportunity  to  pay  a  visit  to  some 
of  his  acquaintance  at  Ossuna,  a  town  of  considerable  wealth,  with 
a  numerous  nohleeset  a  collegiate  church,  and  a  university.  At  the 
end  of  our  first  day's  journey  we  stopped  at  a  pretty  populous  vil- 
lage called  £1  Arahal.  The  inn,  though  far  from  comfortable,  in 
the  Enelish  sense  of  the  word,  was  not  one  of  the  worst  we  were 
doomed  to  endure  in  our  tour;  for  travellers  were  not  here  obliged 
to  starve  if  they  had  not  brought  their  own  provisions;  and  we  had 
a  room  with  a  few  broken  chairs,  a  deal  table,  and  two  flock  beds, 
laid  upon  planks  raised  from  tlie  brick  floor  by  iron  trestles.  A 
dish  or  ham  and  em  afforded  us  an  agreeable  and  substantial  din- 
ner, and  a  bottle  ^cheap,  but  by  no  means  unpleasant  wine,  made 
us  forget  the  jog-trot  of  our  day's  ioumey. 

We  had  just  felt  the  approacn  of  that  peculiar  kind  of  ennui 
which  lurks  in  every  corner  of  an  inn,  when  the  sound  of  a  fife  and 
drum,  with  more  of  the  sporting  and  mirthful  than  of  the  military 
character,  awakened  our  curiosity.  But  to  ask  a  question,  even  at 
the  best  Spanish  fanda  (hotel),  vou  must  either  exert  your  lungs, 
calling  the  waiter,  chambermaicl,  and  landlord,  in  succession,  to 
multiply  the  chances  of  finding  one  disposed  to  hear  you,  or  adopt 
the  more  quiet  method  of  searching  them  through  the  house,  begin- 
ning at  the  kitchen.  Here,  however,  we  had  only  to  step  out  o( 
our  room  and  we  found  ourselves  within  the  cook's  dominions.  The 
best  country  inns,  indeed,  consist  of  a  large  hall  contiguous  to  the 
street  or  road,  and  paved  like  the  former  with  round  stones.  At 
one  end  of  this  hall  there  is  a  large  hearth,  raised  about  a  foot  from 
the  ground.  A  wood-fire  is  constantly  burning  upon  it,  and  tra- 
vellers of  all  ranks  and  degrees,  who  do  not  prefer  moping  in  their 
cold,  unglazed  rooms,  are  glad  to  take  a  seat  near  it,  where  they 
enjoy  gratis  the  wit  and  humour  of  carriers,  coachmen,  and  clowns, 
and  a  close  view  of  the  hostess  or  her  maid,  dressing  successively 
in  the  same  frying-pan,  now  an  omelet  of  e^s  and  onions,  now  a 
dish  of  dried  fish  with  oil  and  love-apples,  or  it  may  be  the  limbs 
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of  a  tough  fowl,  which  but  a  few  moments  before  had  been  strutting 
about  the  house.  The  doors  of  the  bed-rooms,  as  well  as  that  m 
the  stable-yard,  all  open  into  the  hall.  LeaTing  a  sufficient  space 
for  carriages  and  horses  to  cross  from  the  front  door  to  the  stables, 
the  Spanish  carriers,  or  harrieroSt  who  travel  in  parties  of  twenty 
or  thirty  men,  and  double  that  number  of  mules,  range  themselves 
at  ni^t  along  the  walls,  each  upon  his  large  pack-saddle,  with  no 
other  covering  but  a  kind  of  horse-cloth,  called  manta,  which  they 
use  on  the  road  to  keep  them  dry  and  warm  in  winter. 

Into  this  truly  common-hall  were  we  brought  by  the  sound  of  the 
drum,  and  soon  learned  from  one  of  the  loungers  who  sauntered 
about  it,  tiiat  a  company  of  strolling-players  were  in  a  short  time  to 
begin  their  performance.  This  was  go(Mi  news  indeed  for  us,  who, 
unwilling  to  go  early  to  bed  with  a  certainty  of  not  being  allowed  to 
sleep,  dreaded  the  close  of  now  fast-approaching  night  The  per- 
formance, we  were  told,  was  to  take  place  in  an  0]>en  court,  where 
a  cow-house,  open  in  front,  afforded  a  convenient  situation  boik  for 
the  stage  and  the  dressing-room  of  the  actors.  Having  each  of  us 
paid  the  amount  of  a  penny  and  a  fraction,  we  took  our  seats  under 
a  bright  starry  sky,  muffled  up  in  our  cloaks,  and  perfectly  unmind- 
ful of  the  danger  which  might  arise  from  the  extreme  airiness  of  the 
theatre.  A  horribly  screaming  fiddle,  a  crumbling  violoncello,  and 
a  deafening  French  horn,  composed  the  band.  The  drop-curtain 
consisted  of  four  counterpanes  sewed  toother;  and  the  scenes, 
which  were  red  sambroon  curtains,  hanging  loose  from  a  frame, 
and  flapping  in  the  wind,  let  us  into  the  secrets  of  the  dressing- 
room,  where  the  actors,  unable  to  afford  a  different  person  for  every 
character,  multiplied  themselves  by  the  assistance  of  the  tailor. 

The  play  was  *<£!  Diablo  Predicador"— the  Devil  turned  Preach- 
ers-one ot  the  numerous  dramatic  compositions  publiriied  anony- 
mously during  the  latter  part  of  the  Austrian  dynasty.  The  cha- 
racter of  this  comedv  is  so  singular,  and  so  much  of  the  puWc 
mind  may  be  learned  from  its  popularity  all  over  the  country,  that 
I  will  aive  you  an  abstract  of  the  plot. 

The  nero  of  the  play,  designated  in  the  Dramatis  Penanm  by 
the  title  of  primer  gaian  (first  gallant,)  is  LaciftTt  who,  dressed 
in  a  suit  oi^  black  velvet  and  scarlet  stockings— -the  appropriate 
stage-dress  of  devils,  of  whatever  rank  and  station— appears  in 
the  first  scene  mounted  upon  a  Griffin,  summoning  his  confidant 
Mmodem  out  of  a  trap,  to  acquaint  him  with  die  £inger  to  whidi 
the  newly-established  order  of  Saint  Francis  exposed  the  whole 
kingdom  of  darkness.  Italy  (according  to  the  arch-demon)  was 
overrun  with  mendicant  friars ;  and  even  Lucca,  the  scene  of  the 
play,  where  they  had  met  with  a  sturdy  opposition,  might,  he 
feared,  consent  to  the  building  of  a  Franciscan  convent,  the 
foundations  of  which  were  already  laid.  Lucifer,  therefore,  de- 
termines to  assist  the  Lucchese  in  dislodging  his  cowled  enemies 
from  that  town;  and  he  sends  Asmodeus  to  Spain  upon  a  similar 
service.  The  chief  engine  he  puts  in  motion  is  Ludovieot  a  weal- 
thy and  hard-hearted  man,  who  had  just  married  Odavia,  a  para- 
gon of  virtue  and  beauty,  thus  cruelly  sacrificed  by  her  fatner's 
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ambition.  Ftlidanoy  a  cousin  of  Octavia,  and  the  object  of  her  early 
affection,  availing  himself  of  the  husband's  ignorance  of  their  now- 
broken  engagement,  makes  his  appearance  at  Lucca  ¥rith  the  deter- 
mination of  seducing  the  bride  and  taking  revenge  on  Ludovico. 
The  Quariian  of  the  new  convent  of  Saint  Francis,  being  obliged 
by  tiie  rule  of  his  order  to  support  the  friars  by  daily  alms  collected 
from  the  people,  and  finding  the  inhabitants  of  Lucca  determined  to 
starve  them  out  of  their  city,  applies  to  Ludovico  for  help.  This 
wicked  man  thrusts  the  Guardian  and  his  lay  brother  Antolin — ^the 
^radoso  of  the  play— out  of  the  house,  to  be  hooted  and  pelted  by 
the  mob.  Nothine  therefore  was  left  for  the  friars  but  to  quit  the 
town :  and  now,  Qie  poet  considering  Horace's  rule  for  supernatural 
interference  as  perfectly  applicable  to  such  a  desperate  state  of 
things,  the  NinoUios,  the  (mild  Qod,*  and  Michael  the  ardutngd, 
come  down  in  a  cloud  (you  will  readily  conceive  that  the  actors  at 
our  humble  theatre  dispensed  with  the  machinery) ;  and  the  last, 
addressing  himself  to  Lucifer,  gives  him  a  peremptory  order  to  as- 
sume the  habit  of  Saint  Francis,  and  under  that  dis^ise  to  stop  all 
the  mischief  he  had  devised  against  Octavia,  to  obtam  support  trom 
the  people  of  Lucca  for  the  Franciscans,  and  not  to  depart  till  he  had 
built  two  convents  instead  of  the  one  he  was  trying  to  nip  in  the  bud. 

To  give,  as  y6u  say  in  England,  the  Devil  his  due,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, that  Lucifer,  though  now  and  then  exclaiming  against  the 
severity  of  his  punishment,  executes  his  commission  with  exemplary 
zeal.  He  presents  himself  to  the  Guardian,  in  the  garb  of  the  order, 
and  having  brotiier  Antolin  appointed  as  his  attendant,  soon  changes 
the  hearts  of  the  people,  and  obtains  abundant  supplies  for  the  con- 
vent. The  under-plot  proceeds  in  the  mean  time,  involving  Octavia 
in  the  most  imminent  aaneers.  She  snatches  from  Feliciano  a  letter, 
in  which  she  had  formerly  avowed  her  love  to  him,  which,  imper- 
fectly torn  to  pieces,  falls  into  Ludovico's  hands,  and  induces  nim 
to  plan  her  death.  To  accomplish  this  purpose,  he  takes  her  into  the 
country,  and  stabs  her  in  the  depth  of  a  forest,  before  Monk  Lucifer, 
who  fairly  and  honestly  had  intended  to  prevent  the  blow,  could  he 
have  come  up  to  the  place  in  time  with  his  lay -companion. 

To  be  thus  taken  oy  surprise  puzzles  the  ex-archan^l  not  a  lit- 
tle. Still  he  observes,  that  since  Octavia's  soul  had  neither  gone  to 
heaven,  purgatory,  nor  hell,  a  miracle  was  on  the  point  of  being  per- 
formed. Nor  was  he  deceived  in  this  shrewd  conjecture ;  for  the 
Virgin  Mary  descends  in  a  cloud,  and  touching  the  body  of  Octa- 
via, restores  her  to  life.  Feliciano  arriving  at  this  moment  attributes 

•  The  representation  of  the  Deity  in  the  form  of  a  child  is  very  common  in 
Spain.  The  number  of  little  figures,  about  a  foot  high,  called  Nino  Dios,  or 
Nino  Jeaus,  is  nearly  equal  to  tlutt  of  nuns  in  most  convents.  The  nuns  dress 
them  in  aU  the  variety  of  the  national  costumes,  such  as  clergymen,  canons  in 
their  choral  robes,  doctors  of  divinity  in  their  hoods,  phyacians  in  their  wij^s  and 
gold-headed  canes,  &c.  &c.  The  lAno  Jesus  is  often  found  in  private  houses ; 
and  m  some  parts  of  Spain,  where  contraband  trade  is  the  msdn  occupation  of 
the  people,  he  b  seen  in  the  dress  of  a  smuggler  with  a  brace  of  pistols  at  his 
girae,  and  a  blunderbuss  leaning  on  his  arm. 
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the  miracle  to  the  two  friars ;  and  the  report  of  this  wonder  exposes 
Antolin  to  a  ludicrous  mobbing  in  the  town,  where  his  frock  is  torn 
to  pieces  to  keep  the  shreds  as  relics.  Lucifer  now  endeavours  to 
persuade  the  resuscitated  wife,  that,  according  to  the  canon  Uw,  her 
marriage  has  been  dissolved  by  death ;  but  she  will  not  listen  to  the 
casuistry  of  that  learned  personage,  and  returns  to  her  hnsband. 
Her  unwilling  protector  is  therefore  compelled  to  prevent  a  second 
death,  which  the  desperate  Ludovico  intends  to  inflict  upon  his  too 
faithful  wife.  After  tnis  second  rescue  of  the  beautiful  Octavia,  Lu- 
cifer makes  a  most  edifying  address,  urgine  Ludovico  to  redeem  his 
sins,  bj  giving  alms  to  the  Franciscans.  His  eloquence,  however, 
making  no  impression  upon  the  miser,  Saint  Michael  sives  the  word 
from  behind  the  scenes,  and  the  obdurate  man  is  swulowed  up  bj 
the  earth.  Michael  now  makes  his  appearance ;  and,  upon  a  very 
sensible  remonstrance  of  Lncifer,  as  to  the  hardship  of  bis  present 
case,  he  allows  the  latter  to  strip  off  the  cowl,  and  carry  on  nostili- 
ties  against  the  Franciscans  by  the  usual  means  he  employs  iq|;ainst 
the  ouier  religious  orders,  u  e.  assaulting  the  monks*  virtoe  by  any 
means  except  their  stomachs.  Food  the  Franciscans  must  have  ac- 
cording to  tne  heavenly  promise  made  to  their  founder.— This  curi- 
ous play  is  performed,  at  least  once  a  year,  on  every  Spanish  thea- 
tre; when  the  Franciscan  friars,  instead  of  enforcing  the  standing 
rule,  which  forbids  the  exhibition  of  the  monkish  dress  upon  the 
stase,  regularly  lend  the  requisite  suits  to  the  actors:  so  favourable 
is  the  impression  it  leaves  in  favour  of  that  mendicant  order. 

Our  truly  Thespian  entertainment  was  just  concluded,  when  we 
heard  the  bhurch-oell  toll  what  in  Spain  is  called  Las  AnimmB  the 
Souls.  A  man,  bearing  a  large  lantern  with  a  painted  glass,  repre- 
senting two  naked  persons  enveloped  in  flames,  entered  the  court, 
addressing  every  one  of  the  company  in  these  words  >—7%€  Hoiji 
8aul8,  Brother  I  Remember  the  Holy  Souls.  Few  refused  the  ^ti- 
tioner  a  copper  coin,  worth  about  the  eishth  part  of  a  penny.  This 
custom  is  universal  in  Spain.  A  man,  whose  chief  employment  is  to 
be  agent  for  the  souls  in  purgatory,  in  the  evening— ^e  only  time 
when  the  invisible  sufferers  are  begged  for  about  the  towns— «nd  for 
some  saint  or  Madonna^  during  the  day,  parades  the  streets  after 
sunset,  with  the  lantern  I  have  described,  and  never  fails  visiting 
the  inns,  where  the  travellers,  who  generally  entrust  their  safe^ 
from  robbers  to  the  holy  souls^  are  always  ready  to  make  some  pe- 
cuniary acknowledgment  for  past,  and  secure  their  continuance  for 
future  favours.  The  tenderness  of  all  sorts  of  believing  Spaniards 
for  the  souls  in  pureatory,  and  the  reliance  they  place  on  their  in- 
tercession with  God,  would  almost  be  affecting,  did  it  not  originate 
in  the  most  superstitious  credulity. 

The  doctrine  of  purgatory  is  very  easily,  nay,  consistently  em- 
braced by  such  as  believe  in  the  expiatory  nature  of  pain  and  suffer- 
ing. The  best  feelings  of  our  hearts  are,  besides,  most  ready  to  assist 
the  ima^nation  in  devising  means  to  keep  up  an  intercourse  with 
that  invisible  world,  which  either  possesses  already,  or  mu^t  soon 
possess,  whatever  has  engaged  our  affections  in  this.    Grief  for  a 
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departed  friend  loses  half  its  bitterness  with  a  Cathofie  who  can 
firmly  believe  that  not  a  day  shall  pass  without  repeated  and  ef- 
fectual proofs  of  attachment,  on  his  part,  till  he  join  the  conscious 
object  of  bis  love  in  bliss.  While  other  articles  of  the  Catholic 
faith  are  too  refined  and  abstract  for  children,  their  tender  and 
benevulent  minds  eagerly  seize  on  the  idea  of  purgatory  fire.    A 

{mrent  or  a  brother,  stil!  kind  to  them  in  another  world,  yet  suf- 
ering  excruciating  pains  that  may  be  relieved,  shortened  and  per- 
haps terminated  by  some  privation  or  prayer,  are  notions  perfectly 
adapted  to  their  capacity  and  feelings.  Every  year  brings  round 
the  day  devoted  by  the  church  to  the  relief  of  departed  souls.  The 
boly  vestments  used  at  the  three  masses,  which,  by  a  special  grant, 
every  priest  is  allowed  to  perform  that  morning,  are  black.  Large 
candies  of  yellow  wax  are  placed  over  the  graves  within  the 
churches,  and  even  the  church  yards;  those  humble  places  of  re- 
pose appointed  for  criminals  and  paupers  are  not  neglected  on  that 
day  of  revived  sorrows.  Lights  ,are  provided  for  them  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  society  established  in  every  town  of  Spain  for  the  re- 
lief of  the  friendless  spirits  who,  for  want  of  assistance,  may  be 
lingering  in  the  purifying  flames;  and  many  of  the  members,  with 
a  priest  at  their  bead,  visit  these  cemeteries  for  nine  successive 
evenings. 

Thus,  even  benevolence,  under  the  guidance  of  superstition,  de- 
generates into  absurdity.  It  does  not,  however,  stop  here;  but, 
rushing  headlong  into  the  ludicrous,  forces  a  smile  upon  the  face 
of  sympathy,  and  painfully  compels  our  mirth  where  our  tears 
were  ready  to  flow.  The  religious  ingenuity  of  the  Catholics  has 
gone  so  far  as  to  publish  the  scheme  of  a  lottery  for  the  benefit  of 
such  souls  as  might  othenvise  escape  their  notice.  It  consists  of 
a  large  sheet  of  paper  fixed  in  a  frame,  with  an  open  box  beneath 
it.  Under  different  heads,  numbered  from  one  to  ninety,  the  in- 
ventor of  this  pious  game  has  distributed  the  most  interesting 
cases  which  can  occur  in  the  debtar^s  ride  of  the  infernal  New- 
gate, allotting  to  each  a  prayer,  penance,  or  offering.  In  the  box 
are  deposited  ninety  pieces  of  card,  distinguished  by  numbers  cor- 
responding to  the  ninety  classes.  According  as  the  pious  gambler 
draws  the  tickets,  he  performs  the  meritorious  work  enjoined  in 
the  scheme — generally  a  short  prayer,  or  slight  penance — trans- 
ferring their  spiritual  Value  to  the  fortunate  souls  to  whom  each 
card  belongs.  Often,  in  my  childhood,  have  I  amused  myself  at 
this  good-natured  game.  But  the  Inquisition  is  growing  fastidi- 
ous; and  though  the  lottery  of  purgatory  is  as  fairly  grounded  on 
the  doctrines  of  Rome,  as  the  papal  bulls  for  the  release  of  suffer- 
ing souls,  which  are  sold  for  sixpence,  with  a  blank  for  inserting 
the  name  of  the  person  in  whose  behalf  it  is  purchased,  the  inqui- 
9ftors,  it  seems,  will  not  allow  the  liberation  of  the  departed  to 
Voii.  n.  No.  11.— 1821.  3  U 
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become  a  matter  of  chance^  and  the  ktUry  sdume  bas  lately  been 
prohibited.  FortuDately  we  still  have  varioas  means  of  assisting 
our  friends  in  Hades;  for,  besides  masses,  the  bulls  Just  mentioti* 
ed,  prayers,  and  penances,  the  Pope  has  established  eight  or  ten 
cFays  in  the  year,  on  which  every  Spaniard,  (for  the  grant  is  con- 
fined to  Spain)  by  kneeling  at  fiVe  different  altars,  and  there  pray- 
ing for  the  extirpaiion  ef  heresy,  is  entitled  to  send  a  species  of 
hSieas  anmam  writ  to  any  of  his  friends  in  purgatory.  Tiie  name 
of  the  person  whose  liberation  is  intended  should,  for  fear  of  oiis* 
takes,  be  mentioned  in  the  prayers.  But,  lest  the  order  of  release 
should  find  him  already  free,  or  perhaps  within  those  gates  to  which 
no  Pope  has  ever  ventured  to  apply  his  keys,  we  are  taught  to  en- 
dorse the  spiritual  bill  with  other  names,  addressing  it  finally  to 
the  tnost  wcrthy  and  discmsoUUe. 

These  privileged  days  are  announced  to  the  public  by  a  printed 
notice,  placed  over  the  bason  of  holy  water,  which  stands  near 
every  church-door;  and,  as  no  one  enters  without  wetting  his  fore- 
bead  with  the  blessed  fluid,  there  is  no  fear  that  the  happy  season 
should  pass  unheeded  by  the  pious.  The  words  written  on  the  ta« 
blet  are  plain  and  peremptory:  Hot/  se  saca  Anima;  literally, 
'*  This  is  a  souUdrawing  day.*'  We  must,  however,  proceed  on 
bur  interrupted  journey. 

Osuna,  where  we  arrived  on  the  second  day  after  leaving  Se- 
ville, is  built  on  the  declivity  of  one  of  the  detached  bills  which 
stand  as  out-posts  to  the  Sierra  de  Ronda,  having  in  iront  a  large 
ill-cultivated  plain^  from  whence  the  principal  church,  and  the 
college,  to  which  the  university  of  that  town  is  attached,  are  seen 
to  great  advantage.  The  great  square  of  the  town  is  nearly  sur- 
rounded by  an  arcade  or  piasza,  with  balconies  above  it,  and  is 
altogether  not  unlike  a  large  theatre.  Such  squares  are  lobe  found 
in  every  large  town  of  Spain,  and  seem  to  have  been  intended  for 
the  exhibition  of  tournaments  and  a  kind  of  bull-fights,  less  fierce 
and  bloody  than  those  of  the  amphitheatre^  which  bear  the  name 
of  regocijos  (rejoicings.) 

The  line  of  distinction  between  the  nobhsH  and  the  nnprivilcged 
class  being  here  drawn  with  the  greatest  precision,  there  cannot 
be  a  more  disagreeable  place  for  such  as  are,  by  education,  above 
the  lower  ranks,  yet  have  the  misfortune  of  a  plebian  birth.  An 
honest  respectable  labourer  without  ambition,  yet  with  a  cooacioos 
dignity  of  mind,  not  uncommon  among  the  Spanish  peasantry,  out, 
in  this  respect,  well  be  an  object  of  envy  to  many  of  his  betters. 
Gentlemen  treat  them  with  a  less  haughtv  and  distant  air  than  is 
used  in  England  towards  inferiors  and  dependants.  A  rabadan 
(chief  shepherd),  or  an  aptradar  (steward),  is  always  indulged  with 
a  seat  when  speaking  on  business  with  his  master,  and  men  of  the 
first  distinction  will  have  a  kind  word  for  every  peaMnl,  when  riding 
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about  the  country.  Yet  they  will  exclude  from  t&etr  club  and  bil- 
liard-table, a  well-educated  man,  because,  forsooth,  he  has  no 
le^l  title  to  a  Don  before  his  name. 

This  town,  though  one  of  the  third  order^  supports  three  con- 
Tents  of  friars  and  two  of  nuns.  A  gentleman  or  this  place  who, 
being  a  clergyman,  enjoys  a  high  reputation  as  a  spiritual  direc- 
tor, introduced  us  to  some  of  the  ladies  at  the  nunneries.  By  this 
means  I  became  acquainted  with  two  very  remarkable  characters 
— z  worker  of  miracles  and  a  nun  in  despair  {monjadtHsptrada.) 
The  first  was  an  elderly  woman,  whose  countenance  and  manners 
betrayed  no  symptoms  of  mental  weakness;  and  whom,  from  all  I 
was  able  to  leam,  it  would  be  difficult  to  class  either  with  the 
deceiving  or  deceived.  The  firm  persuasion  of  her  companions 
that  she  is  sometimes  the  object,  sometimes  the  instrument  of  su- 
pernatural operations,  inspires  them  with  a  respect  bordering  upon 
awe.  It  would  be  tedious  to  relate  the  alleged  instances  of  her 
reading  into  futurity,  and  searching  the  recesses  of  the  heart.  Re- 
ports like  these  are  indeed  easily  raised  and  propagated;  but  I 
shall  briefly  relate  one,  which  shews  how  stories  of  this  kind  may 
get  abroad  through  the  most  respectable  channels,  and  form  a 
chain  of  evidence  which  ingenuity  cannot  trace  up  to  involuntary 
error,  and  candour  would  not  attribute  to  deliberate  falsehood. 

The  community  of  the  Descalzas  (unshod  nuns)  had  more  than 
once  been  thrown  into  great  consternation  on  seeing  their  prioress 
— for  to  that  office  had  her  sanctity  raised  the  subject  of  my  story — 
reduced,  for  many  days  together,  to  absolute  abstinence  from  food 
and  drink.  Though  prostrate,  and  with  hardly  any  power  of  mo- 
tion, she  was  in  full  possession  of  her  speech  and  facuUies.  Dr. 
Camero,  arphysician  well  known  in  those  parts  for  skill  and  per- 
sonal respectability,  attended  the  patient;  for  though  it  was  firm- 
ly believed  by  the  nuns  that  human  art  could  not  reach  the  dis- 
ease, it  is  but  justice  to  say,  that  no  attempts  were  visible  to  give 
it  a  supernatural  character  among  strangers.  The  doctor,  who 
seems  to  have,  at  first,  considered  the  case  as  a  nervous  aflfection, 
wished  to  try  the  effect  of  a  decided  efibrt  of  the  patient  under  the 
influence  of  his  presence  and  authority,  for  among  nuns  the  phy- 
sician is  next  in  influence  to  the  confessor.  Having  therefore  sent 
for  a  glass  of  water,  and  desiring  the  attendants  to  bolster  up  the 
prioress  into  a  sitting  posture,  he  put  it  into  her  hand,  with  a  pe- 
remptory injunction  to  do  her  utmost  to  drink.  The  unresisting 
nun  put  the  water  to  her  lips,  and  stopped.  The  physician  was 
urging  her  to  proceed,  when,  to  his  great  amazement,  he  found 
the  contents  ot  the  elass  reduced  to  one  lump  of  ice  — We  had  the 
account  of  this  wonder  from  the  clei^man  who  introduced  us  to 
the  nun.  Of  his  veracity  lean  entertain  no  doubt;  while  he,  on 
the  other  hand,  was  equally  confident  of  Doctor  Camero's. 
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Oar  viflit  to  the  other  convent  made  me  aeqaainted  witii  one  of 
the  most  pitiable  objects  ever  produced  bj  superstition — a  rdnc- 
tant  nun.  Of  the  actual  existence  of  such  miserable  bein^  one 
seldom  hears^in  Spain.  A  sense  of  decorum,  and  the  utter  hope- 
lessness of  relief,  keep  the  bitter  regrets  of  many  an  imprisooed 
female  a  profound  secret  to  all  but  their  confessor.  In  the  present 
case,  however,  the  vehemence  of  the  sufferer's  feelings  had  laid 
open  .to  the  world  the  state  of  her  harassed  mind.  She  was  a  good- 
looking  woman,  of  little  more  than  thirty:  but  the  contrast  be* 
tween  the  monastic  weeds,  and  an  indescribable  air  of  wanton- 
ness which,  in  spite  of  all  caution,  marked  her  every  glance  and 
motion,  raised  a  mixed  feeling  of  disgust  and  pity,  that  made  us 
uncomfortable  during  the  whole  visit.  We  had,  nevertheless,  to 
stay  till  the  customary  refreshments  of  preserves,  cakes,  and  dio- 
colate  were  served  from  withm  the  double  grate  that  divided  ns 
from  the  inhabitants  of  the  convent  This  is  done  by  means  of  a 
semicircular  wooden  frame  which  fills  up  an  opening  in  the  wall; 
the  frame  turns  upon  its  centre,  presenting  alternatelv,  its  concave 
and  its  convex  side.  The  refreshments  being  placed  within  the 
hollow  part,  a  slight  impulse  of  the  hand  places  them  within  reach 
of  the  visitors.  This  machine  takes  the  name  of  tomo,  from  its  lo- 
tatoiT  motion.  But  I  must  leave  the  convents  for  a  future  letter. 

After  a  few  days  not  unpleasantly  spent  at  Osuna,  we  proceed- 
ed to  Olbera.  The  roads  through  all  the  branches  of  the  Sierra 
de  Ronda,  though  often  wild  and  romantic,  are  generally  execrable. 
A  mistake  of  our  servant  had  carried'us  within  two  miles  of  a  vil- 
lage called  Paradas,  when  we  were  overtaken  by  a  tremendous  slonn 
of  hail  and  thunder.  Rain  succeeded  in  torrents,  and  forced  us  to 
give  up  all  idea  of  reaching  our  destination  that  evening.  We, 
consequently,  made  for  the  village,  anxious  to  dry  our  clothes, 
which  were  perfectly  wet  through;  but  so  wretched  was  the  inn, 
that  it  had  not  a  room  where  we  could  retire  to  undress.  In  this 
awkward  situation,  my  friend,  as  a  clergyman,  thought  of  applying 
to  the  vicar,  who,  upon  learning  his  name,  very  civilly  received  us 
in  his  house.  The  dress  of  this  worthy  priest,  a  handsome  man  of 
about  forty,  shewed  that  he  was  at  least  as  fond  of  his  gun  and 
pointer,  as  of  his  missal.  He  had  a  little  of  the  swaggering  man* 
ner  of  Andalusia,  but  it  was  softened  by  a  frankness  and  a  gentle- 
manlike air,  which  we  little  expected  in  a  retired  Spanish  vicar. 
The  fact  is,  that  the  livings  being  poor,  none  but  the  sons  of  trades- 
men or  peasants  have,  till  very  lately,  entered  the  church,  without 
well  grounded  hopes  of  obtaining  at  once  a  place  among  the  digni- 
fied clergy.  But  I  should  rather  say  that  the  real  vicars  are  exempt- 
ed from  the  care  of  a  parish,  and  under  the  name  of  henefidados^ 
receive  the  tithes,  and  spend  them  how  and  where  they  please. 
The  nomination  of  curates  belongs  to  the  bishops;  some  of  whom. 
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much  to  the  credit  of  the  Spanish  prelacy,  have  of  late  contrived  to 
raise  their  income,  and  thereby  induced  a  few  young  men^  who, 
not  long  ago,  would  have  disdained  the  office,  to  take  a  parish  un- 
der their  care.  The  superiority,  however,  which  was  visible  in  our 
host,  arose  from  his  being  what  is  known  by  the  name  of  curay  6e- 
nefidado^  or  having  a  church,  of  which,  as  is  sometimes  the  case, 
the  incumbency  is  inseparable  from  the  curacy.  He  was  far  above 
his  neighbours  in  wealth  and  consequence;  and  being  fond  of  field 
sports  and  freedom,  he  preferred  the  wild  spot  where  Ue  had  been 
born,  to  a  more  splendid  station  in  a  Spanish  cathedral. 

The  principal,  or  rather  the  most  frequented,  room  in  the  vicar's 
house  was,  as  usual,  the  kitchen  or  great  hall  at  the  entrance.  A 
well-looking  woman,  about  five  and  thirty,  with  a  very  pretty 
daughter  of  fifteen,  and  a  peasant-girl  to  do  the  drudgery  of  the 
house,  formed  the  canonical  establishment  of  this  happy  son  of  St. 
Peter.  To  scrutinize  the  relation  in  which  these  ladies  stood  to 
the  priest,  the  laws  of  hospitality  would  forbid;  while  to  consider 
them  as  mere  servants,  we  shrewdly  guessed,  would  have  hurt  the 
feelings  of  the  vicar.  Haviiig  therefore,  with  becoming  gallantry, 
vFOund  ourselves  into  their  goqd  graces,  we  fi)und  no  difficulty, 
when  supper  was  served  up,  in  making  them  take  their  accustomed 
places,  which,  under  some  pretence,  they  now  seemed  prepared 
to  decline. 

Our  hearty  meal  ended,  the  alcalde,  the  eBcribano  (attorney),  and 
three  or  four  of  the  more  substantial  farmers,  dropped  in  to  their 
nightly  teriviia.  As  the  vicar  saw  no  professional  squeamishness  in 
my  reverend  companion,  he  had  no  hesitation  to  acquaint  us  with 
the  established  custom  of  the  house,  which  was  to  play  zifaro  till 
bed-time;  and  we  joined  the  party.  A  green  glazed  earthen  jar, 
holding  a  quart  of  brandy,  flavoured  with  anise,  was  placed  at  the 
feet  of  the  vicar,  and  a  glass  before  each  of  the  company.  The 
inhabitants  of  Sierra  de  Ronda  are  fend  of  spirits,  and  many  ex- 
ceptions to  the  general  abstemiousness  of  the  Spaniards  are  found 
among  them;  But  we  did  not  observe  any  excess  in  our  party. 
Probably  the  influence  of  the  clergyman,  and  the  presence  of  stran- 
gers,  kept  all  within  the  strictest  rules  of  decorum.  Next  morn- 
ing, after  taking  a  cup  of  chocolate,  and  cordially  thanking  our 
kind  host  we  took  horse  for  Olbera. 

Some  miles  from  that  village,  we  passed  one  of  the  extensive 
woods  of  ilex,  which  are  found  in  many  parts  of  Spain.  In  sum- 
mer, the  beauty  of  these  forests  is  very  great.  Wild  flowers  of  all 
kinds,  myrtles,  honeysuckles,  cystns,  ftc.  grow  in  the  greatest  pro- 
fusion, and  ornament  a  scene  doubly  delicious  from  the  cool  shade 
which  succeeds  to  the  glare  of  open  and  desolate  plains,  under  a 
burning  sun.  Did  not  the  monumental  crosses^  erected  on  every 
spot  where  a  traveller  has  fallen  by  the  hands  of  robbers,  bring 
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gloomy  ideas  to  the  mind,  and  keep  the  eye  watching  every  ton, 
and  scouring  eveiy  thicket,  without  allowing  it  to  repose  on  the 
beauties  that  court  it  on  all  sides,  Spain  would  afford  many  a  plea- 
sant and  romantic  tour.  Wild  boars,  and  deer,  and.  a  few  wolves, 
are  found  in  these  forests.  Birds  of  all  kinds,  hawks,  kites,  vaitnres, 
storks,  cranes,  and  bustards,  are  exceedingly  numerous,  in  most 
parts  of  the  country.  Game,  especially  rabbits,  is  so  abundant  in 
these  mountains,  that  many  people  live  by  shooting;  and  though 
the  number  of  dogs  and  ferrets  probably  exceeds  that  of  houses  of 
in  every  village,  1  heard  many  complaints  of  annual  depredatioos 
on  the  crops. 

We  had  traversed  some  miles  of  drearyiK>cky  ground,  without 
a  tree,  and  hardly  any  verdure  to  soflen  its  aspect,  when  from  a 
deep  valley,  formed  by  two  barren  mountains,  we  discovered  01- 
bera,  on  the  top  of  a  third,  higher  than  the  rest,  and  more  rugged 
and  steep  than  any  we  had  hitherto  passed.  Both  the  approach 
and  the  view  of  the  town  were  so  perfectly  in  character  wi^  whit 
we  knew  of  the  inhabitants,  that  the  idea  of  spending  a  week  on 
that  spot  became  gloomy  and  uncomfortable  at  that  moment. 

The  rustic  and  almost  savage  manners  of  the  fuMesse  of  Olbera 
are  unparalleled  in  Andalusia.  Both  gentlemen  and  peasants  elaim 
a  wild  independence,  a  liberty  of  misrule  for  their  town,  the  exist- 
ence  of  which  betrays  the  real  weakness  which  never  fails  to  mix 
with  the  most  absolute  despotism  of  goveniment.  An  Andalusian 
proverb  desires  you,  **Kill  your  man  and  fly  to  Olbera*' — Maia 
id  hombre  y  veU  a  Olbera.  A  remarkable  instance  of  the  impunity 
with  which  murder  is  committed  in  that  town  occurred  two  yean 
before  our  visit.  The  dguaeS  mayor^  a  law-oflicer  of  the  first 
rank,  was  shot  dead  by  an  unknown  hand,  when  retning  to  his 
house  from  an  evening  UrtuKa.  He  had  offended  the  chief  of  a 
party-^for  they  have  here  their  Capulets  and  Montagues,  though  I 
could  never  discover  a  JuKet — who  was  known  to  have  formerly 
dispatched  another  man  in  a  similar  way;  and  no  doobt  ensted 
in  the  town,  that  Lobillo  had  either  killed  the  alguacil,  or  paid 
the  assassin.  The  expectation,  however,  of  his  acquitta:  was  as 
general  as  the  belief  of  bis  guilt.  To  the  usual  dilatoriness  of  the 
judicial  forms  of  the  country,  to  the  corruption  of  the  scriveneisor 
notaries  who,  in  taking  down,  most  artfully  alter  the  written  evi* 
dence  upon  which  the  judges  ground  their  decision,  was  added  the 
ten^rof  Lobillo^s  name  and  party,  whose  vengeance  was  dreaded 
by  the  witnesses.  We  now  found  him  at  the  height  of  his  power; 
and  he  was  one  of  the  persons  examined  in  evidence  of  the  noble 
birth  and  family  honours  of  the  candidate  in  whose  behalf  my 
friend  had  received  the  commission  of  his  college.  Lobillo  is  a  man 
between  fifty  and  9ixty,  with  a  countenance  on  which  every  evil 
passion  is  marked  in  indellible  characters.    He  was,  in  early  life, 
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reoowned  for  his  forwardDess  in  the  savage  rioting  v?hieh  to  this 
daj  fcrms  the  chief  amusement  of  the  youth  of  this  town.  The 
fact  is,  that  the  constant  use  of  spirits  keeps  many  of  them  in  a 
state  of  habitual  intoxication.  One  cannot  cross  the  threshold  of 
a  bouse  at  Olbera  without  being  presented  with  a  glass  of  brandy, 
which  it  would  be  an  affront  to  refuse.  The  exploits  peribrmed  at 
their  drinking-bouts  constitute  the  traditional  chronicle  of  the 
town,  and  are  recounted  with  great  glee  by  young  and  old.  The 
idea  of  mirth  is  associated  by  the/osftMrnoMes  of  Olbera  with  a  rude- 
ness that  often  degenerates  into  downright  barbarity.  The  sports 
of  the  field  are  generally  terminated  by  a  supper  at  one  of  the  ear- 
Hjo8,  or  farm*bouses  of  the  gentry,  where  the  gracioso  or  toit  of  the 
company  is  expected  to  promote  some  practical  joke  when  mischief 
18  rife  among  the  guests.  The  word  eUlebra,  for  iustance,  is  the 
signal  for  putting  out  the  lights,  and  laying  about  with  the  first 
thing  that  comes  to  hand,  as  if  trying  to  kill  the  snofce  which  is  the 
pretended  cause  of  the  alarm.  The  stomachs  of  the  party  are,  on 
other  occasions,  tried  with  a  raw  hare  or  kid,  of  which  no  one 
dare  refuse  to  eat  bis  share;  and  it  is  by  no  means  uncommon  to 
propose  the  altematire  of  k)sing  a  tooth,  or  paying  a  fine. 

The  relations  of  the  young  man  whose  pedigree  was  to  be  exa- 
mined by  my  friend,  made  it  a  point  to  entertain  us,  by  rotation, 
eveiy  night  with  a  dance.  At  these  parties  there  was  no  music 
but  a  guitar,  and  some  male  and  female  voices.  Two  or  four 
couples  stOMl  up  for  seguidtOos,  a  national  dance,  not  unlike  the 
fsmdango,  which  was,  not  long  since,  modified  into  the  bokro^  by  a 
dancing-master  of  that  name,  a  native  of  the  province  of  Murcia, 
from  which  it  was  originally  called  SeguidiUaa  Mircianas,  The 
dancers,  rattling  their  castanets,  move  at  the  sound  of  a  single 
voice,  which  sings  couplets  of  four  verses,  with  a  burthen  of  three, 
accompanied  by  musical  chords  thi^,  combining  the  six  strines  of 
the  guitar  into  harmony,  are  incessantly  struck  with  the  nails  of 
the  right  hand.  The  singers  relieve  each  other,  every  one  using 
different  words  to  the  same  tune.  The  subject  of  these  popular 
compositions^  of  wliicb  a  copious,  though  not  very  el^ant  oollec- 
tion  is  preserved  in  the  memory  of  the  lower  classes,  is  love,  and 
they  are  generally  appropriate  to  the  sex  of  the  singer. 

The  illumination  of  the  room  consisted  of  a  amdU — a  clumsy 
lamp  of  cast-iron,  bung  up  by  a  hook  on  an  upright  piece  of  wood 
fixed  on  a  three-footed  stool,  the  whole  of  plain  deal.  Some  of 
the  ladies  wore  their  nuuUiUas  crossed  upon  the  chin  so  as  to  con- 
ceal their  features.  A  woman  in  this  garb  is  called  tapada;  and 
the  practice  of  that  disguise,  which  was  very  common  under  the 
Austrian  dynasty,  is  still  preserved  Iff  a  few  females  in  some  of  our 
country-towns.  I  have  seen  them  at  Osuna  and  El  Arahal,  cov- 
ered from  head  to  foot  with  a  black  woollen  veil  falling  on  both 
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sides  of  the  face,  and  crossed  so  closely  before  it  that  nothing  coukf 
be  perceived  but  the  gleaming  of  the  right  eye  placed  just  behind 
the  aperture.  Our  old  dramatic  writers  found  in  the  tapadof  an 
inexhaustible  resource  for  their  plots.  As  the  laws  of  honour  pro- 
tected a  veiled  lady  from  the  intrusions  of  curiosity,  jealousy  was 
thus  perpetually  mocked  by  the  very  objects  that  were  the  main 
source  of  its  alarms. 

My  introduction,  at  the  first  evening-party,  to  one  of  the  ladies 
of  Olbera,  will  give  you  an  idea  of  the  etiquette  of  that  town.  A 
young  gentleman,  the  acknowledged  gracioeo  of  the  upper  ranks, 
a  character  which,  in  those  parts,  must  unite  that  of  first  fctiBy  to 
support  it,  had  from  the  day  of  our  arrival  taken  ns  under  his  pat- 
ronage, and  engaged  to  do  for  us  the  honours  of  the  place.  His 
only  faults  were  drinking  like  a  fish,  and  being  as  quarrelsome  as  a 
bull-dog;  ati  reste^  he  was  a  kind-hearted  soul,  and  would  serve  a 
friend  the  whole  length  of  the  broad-sword,  which,  according  to 
the  good  old  fashion,  he  constantly  carried  under  the  left  arm,  con- 
cealed by  the  large  foldings  of  his  cloak.  At  the  dances  he  was 
master  of  the  ceremonies,  and  as  such,  he  introduced  us  to  the  com- 
pany. We  had  not  yet  seated  ourselves,  when  Don  Juan  de  la 
Rosa — such  was  our  patron^s  name — surprised  me  with  the  ques- 
tion, which  of  the  present  ladies  I  preferred  to  sit  by.  Thinking  it 
was  a  jest,  I  made  a  suitable  answer;  but  I  soon  found  be  was  se^ 
nous.  As  it  was  not  for  me  to  innovate,  or  break  through  the 
laudable  customs  of  Olbera,  no  other  cause  remained  for  hesita- 
tion but  the  difficulty  of  the  choice.  Difficult  it  was  indeed;  not, 
however,  from  the  balanced  influence  of  contending  beauty,  bat 
the  formidable  host  of  either  coy  or  grinning  faces,  which  nearly 
filled  one  side  of  the  room.  To  take  my  post  by  one  of  the  nistic 
nymphs,  and  thus  engage  to  keep  up  a  regular  flirtation  for  the 
evening,  was  more,  I  confess,  than  my  courage  allowed  me.  Re- 
versing, therefore  the  maxim  which  attributes  increased  bom»*  to 
things  unknown,  I  begged  to  be  introduced  to  a  tapada  who  sat  in 
a  comer,  provided  a  voung  man  of  the  town,  who  was  at  that  mo- 
ment speaking  with  her,  had  not  a  paramount  claim  to  the  place. 
The  word  was  scarcely  spoken,  when  my  friend,  Don  Juan,  ad- 
vanced with  a  bold  step,  and  addressing  his  townsman  with  the  li- 
berty of  an  established  gracwsOj  he  declared  it  was  not  fit  for  a 
doun  to  take  that  place  instead  of  the  stranger.  The  young  man, 
who  happened  to  be  a  near  relation  of  the  lady,  gave  up^  his  chair 
very  good-humouredly,  and  I  was  glad  to  find  that  the  airiness  and 
superior  elegance  of  shape,  which  led  me  to  the  choice,  had  direct- 
ed me  to  a  gentlewoman.  My  veiled  talking  partner  was  highly 
amused — I  will  not  say  flattend — with  what  she  chose  to  call  my 
blunder,  and  pretending  to  be  old  and  ugly,  brought  into  foil  play 
ail  my  Spanish  gallantry.    The  evening  was  ps^sed  less  heavily 
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than  I  dreaded;  and  doriDg  our  stay  at  Olbera  we  gave  a  decided 
prererence  to  thje  lady  or  whom  I  had  thus  strangely  declared  my- 
self the  cortejo  pro-  Umpare,  She  was  a  native  of  Malaga^  whom 
her  hwAand,  and  officer  on  half-pay,  had  induced  to  reside  in  his 
native  tewn,  which  she  most  cordially  detested.  Perhaps  you  wish 
to  know  the  reason  of  her  disguise  at  the  dance.  Moved  by  a  si- 
milar curiosity  I  ventured  to  make  the  inquiry,  when  I  learned  that, 
for  want  of  time  to  dress,  she  had  availed  herself  of  the  custom  of 
the  country,  which  makes  th^"  mantilla  a  species  of  diskabille  fit  for 
an  evening  party. 

In  the  intervals  of  the  dance  we  were  sometimes  treated  with 
dramatic  scenes,  of  which  the  dialogue  is  eomposed  on  the  spot  by 
the  actors.  This  amusement  is  not  uncommon  in  country-towns. 
It  is  known  by  the  name  o[juego9 — a  word  literally  answering  to 
play9.  The  actors  are  in  the  habit  of  performing  together,  and 
consequently  do  not  find  it  difficult  to  go  throng  their  parts  with- 
out much  hesitation.  Men  in  women's  clothes  act  the  female 
characters.  The  truth  is,  that  far  from  being  surprised  at  the 
backwardnessof  the  ladies  to  join  actively  in  the  amusement,  the 
wit  and  humour  of  the  juegos  is  such,  that  one  only  wonders  how 
any  modest  woman  can  be  present  at  the  performance. 

One  night  the  dance  was  interrupted  by  the  hoarse  voice  of  our 
worthy  friend  Don  Juan,  who  happened  to  be  in  the  kitchen  on  a 
risit  to  a  favourite  jar  of  brandy.  The  ladies,  though  possessed  of 
strong  nerves,  shewed  evident  symptoms  of  alarm;  and  we  all  hur- 
ried out  of  the  room,  anxious  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  the  threaten- 
ing tones  we  had  just  heard.  Upon  our  coming  to  the  hall,  we 
found  the  doughty  hero  standing  at  a  window  with  a  cocked  gun 
in  his  hands,  sending  forth  a  volley  of  oaths,  and  protesting  he 
would  shoot  the  first  man  who  approached  his  door.  The  assault, 
however,  which  he  had  thus  gallantly  repulsed,being  now  over,  he 
soon  became  cool  enough  to  inform  us  of  the  circumstances.  Two 
or  three  individuals  of  the  adverse  party,  who  were  taking  their 
nightly  rounds  under*  the  windows  of  their  mistresses,  hearing  the 
revel  at  Rosa's  house,  were  tempted  to  interrupt  it,  just  by  setting 
fire  to  the  door  of  the  entrance-hall.  The  house  might,  in  a  short 
time,  have  been  in  flames,  but  for  the  unquenchable  thirst  of  the 
owner,  which  so  seasonably  drew  him  from  the  back  to  the  firont 
<^  the  building. 

We  were  once  retiring  home  at  break  of  day,  when  Don  Juan, 
who  never  quitted  us,  insisted  upon  our  being  introduced  at  that 
moment  to  one  or  two  brothers  of  the  name  of  Ribera,  who  had, 
the  evening  before,  arrived  from  bis  farm.  Remonstranee  was  in 
vain;  Don  Juan  crossed  the  street,  and  "  the  wicket  opening  with 
a  latch,"  in  primitive  simplicity,  we  beheld  one  of  tne  most  re- 
nowned braggadocios  of  Olbera  lying  in  bed,  with  a  gun  by  his  side. 
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Ribera,  so  unceremoniously  disturbed,  could  not  help  greeting  the 
visitors  in  rather  a  rough  language;  but  he  soon  was  appeased,  on 
perceiving  that  we  were  strangers.  He  sat  up  in  his  bed,  and 
handed  to  me  a  tumbler  of  brandy,  just  filled  from  the  ever-pres- 
ent green  jar  that  stood  within  his  reach  upon  a  deal  table.  Tlie 
life  I  was  leading  had  given  me  a  severe  cough,  and  the  muzzle  of 
Ribera's  gun  close  to  my  head  would  scarcely  have  alarmed  me  more 
than  the  brim-full  rummer  with  which  I  was  threatened.  A  ter- 
rible  fit  of  coughing,  however,  came  to  my  assistance;  and  Don 
Juan  interposing  in  my  favour,  I  was  allowed  to  lay  down  the 
glass. 

The  facetiousness  of  the  two  Riberas  is  greatly  admired  in  their 
town.  These  loving  brothers  had,  on  a  certain  occasion,  gone  to 
bed  at  their  cartijo  (farm,)  forgetting  to  put  out  the  candU^  or 
lamp,  hung  up  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  hall.  The  first  who  bad 
retired  urged  that  it  was  incumbent  on  him  who  sat  up  latest,  to 
have  left  every  thing  in  proper  order;  but  the  ofiender  was  too  la* 
zy  to  quit  his  bed,  and  a  long  contest  ensued.    After  much,  and 

Erobably  not  very  temperate  disputing,  a  bright  thought  seemed  to 
ave  crossed  the  younger  brotner.  And  so  it  was  indeed;  for 
stopping  short  in  the  argument,  he  grasped  the  gun,  which,  as 
usual,  stood  by  his  bed  side,  took  a  sure  aim,  and  put  an  end  both 
to  the  dispute  and  its  subject,  by  shooting  down  the  candU.  The 
humour  of  this  potent  coneltmon  was  universally  applauded  at  01* 
bera.  I  have  been  assured  that  the  same  extinguisher  is  still,  oc- 
casionally, resorted  to  by  the  brothers;  and  a  gun  heaid  in  the 
night,  infallibly  reminds  the  inhabitants  of  the  Riberas'  lamp.* 

t.  D. 

*  In'De  Rocc&'s  **  Memnre9  sur  la  Guerre  det  Fran^au  en  Espa^^^ 
there  is  a  trait  so  perfectly  in  cliaracter  with  Don  Leucadio't  descriptioa  of 
the  people  of  Oibem,  that  1  must  besr  leave  to  transcribe  it: — 

"  Nous  forintoes  un  bivouac  dans  une  prairie  entour^  de  mart,  attenante 
d  I'auberge  qui  est  sur  la  route  au  bas  du  village.,  Les  habitants  furent, 
pendaut  le  reste  du  jour,  as^ez  tranquilles  en  apparence,  et  iU  noos  foorni- 
rent  dea  viyresi  maisy  au  lieu  d'un  jeune  houf  que  j'avais  demand^,  ib  nous 
apportirent  un  Aoe  coup^  en  quartiers-  les  hussards  trouverent  que  cc  Teau, 
comme  ils  Tappellaient,  arait  le  g^ut  un  peu  fade;  mais  ce  ne  fut  que  Umr- 
temps  apris  que  nous  apprimes  cette  bizarre  tromperie,  par  les  rooatagnardi 
eux-memes.  lis  nous  cri»ient  souvent,  dans  la  suite,  en  tiratUant  avec  nous, 
*  Vous  avez  man^6  de  I'ine  a  Olbera.'  C'^tait,  dans  leur  opiiiioo»  la  phu 
^anglante  des  injures  qu'on  put  faire  a  des  chritiens.** 
.  De  Rocca's  book  abounds  in  lively  pictures  of  Spanish  manners,  especial- 
ly  in  the  account  he  gives  of  the  Serrania  de  Honda;  without  giving  way  to 
national  partialities,  he  docs  full  justice  to  his  mortal  enemies,  and  repre* 
•ents  them  in  the  most  favourable  colours  which  were  consistent  with  troth. 
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nOU  PANANTI. 

t  BacL 

It  vendato  Signor  Ginda  bftei5 
Retro  bftcia  colei  ch'egli  eomprb. 

Whom  sordid  Judat  sold  he  kin'd,  we're  Unght, 
But  you  kiss  nobody,  save  those  \ou've  bought  t 


tHE   LOTTBRT* 
Jacta  est  Alea. 
Nothing  Tenture,  nothing  hare. 

Mant  misguided  persons,  from  taking  a  saperficial  view,  des- 
pise the  lottery;  talk  of  its  demorilizing  efiects,  and  wonder  why 
some  tax  cannot  be  laid  on,  in  addition  to  our  thousands,  old  and 
new,  that  may  supplant  it.  Uninitiated  in  the  arcana  of  govern- 
inent,  I  cannot  answer  this  question  but  by  supposing  that  no  other 
adequate  substitute  can  be  found  equally  profitable.  For  my  own 
part,  I  look  upon  the  managers  of  the  lottery  as  the  diseurs  de  bon- 
ne aventure;  and  thank  Heaven  that  our  financiers,  in  their  wis- 
dom* have  made  it  an  integral  part  of  their  system;  treating  all 
cavillers  at  so  profitable  a  source  of  revenue,  as  persons  of  no 
knowledge  on  state  subjects. 

Who  will  say,  that  an  establishment  which  tells  so  well,  and 
contributes  so  much  to  the  happiness  of  different  individuals,  ought 
not  to  be  supported?  The  lottery  is  a  game  ot rouge  etnoir  on  a 
more  extended  foundation;  having,  however,  a  vast  advantage  on 
the  score  of  respectability.  The  Exchequer  is  the  bank-keeper; 
and  the  agents,  Messieurs  Hazard,  Bish,  Swift,  and  Co.  are  deal- 
ers of  the  game,  and  repeat  le  jeu  est  fait*  with  the  confidence  of 
experienced  practitioners,  doing  great  credit  to  the  character  of 
their  respective  tables. 

Those  who  take  into  consideration  the  magnitude  of  this  estab* 
lishment,  must  confess,  that  it  required  real  sublimity  of  concep- 
tion to  originate  a  scheme  for  bringing  eighteen  millions  of  persons 
to  play  atone  table,  and  boldly  to  stake  the  bank  against  them  all. 
But  we  live  in  extraordinary  times: — the  tempest  seems  to  be  no 
longer  the  sailor*s  dread — hot  water  conducts  the  cockney  on  his 
voyage  to  Margate,  not  without  terror  and  sea-sickness,  but  in 
perfect  security — people  walk  across  rivers  dry-shod — and  Colo- 
nel Congreve  kills  the  leviathans  at  the  North  Pole  with  his  sky- 
rockets.! Those  who  are  able  to  calculate  the  doctrine  of  chances, 

•  *«  The  game  is  made"— an  exclamation  repeated  at  the  commencement 
of  every  game  of  rows'**  ^'  "*''• 

f  Captain  Scoresby  has  written  to  Colonel  Congreve  from  the  northern 
fishery,  that  he  has  used  his  rockets,  successfully,  tor  killing  whales! 
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like  Hoyle  and  other  masler-fpirits,  will  acknowledge  tbe  ra- 
perior  attractions  which  the  lottery  holds  out  to  eveiy  lover  of 
desperate  play.  That  which  keeps  the  hazard  of  the  game  alive 
is  the  principle  of  most  value  to  them.  The  tpes  incertajuimriy 
the  hopes  and  fears  held  in  eqaal  balance,  augment  the  ardour  of 
the  adventurer  in  his  favourite  punuit.  Obstacles  are  but  bel- 
lows to  raise  higher  the  flame,  that  ill-luck  might  otherwise  ex- 
tinguish in  vulgar  souls;  they  inoi^asc  the  conflagration  that  lights 
him  on  to  fortune.  His  pecuniary  losses  attach  him  doser  to  his 
object,  as  the  spaniel  clings  more  fondly  to  his  master,  tbe  more 
be  is  beaten.  Failures  in  the  lottery  are  but  spices  and  canthari- 
des,  which  stimulate  the  passions  of  its  admirers,  and  increase 
their  number.  The  ten  thousand  blanks  to  a  prize  are  forgotten 
in  trying  the  ^'  towering  Alps"  of  fortune,  where  always 

«  The  eternal  snows  appemr  already  past« 
And  tbe  first  clouds  and  mountains  seem  the  last.*' 

But  there  is  a  moral  motive  for  adventuring,  highly  in  favour  of 
trying  one's  fortune  in  the  lottery;  how  many  it  may  actuate,  is  an- 
other question — its  beneficial  resuk  remains  the  same — ^it  is  to  be 
found  in  the  reflection  of  La  Rocbefoocault,  that  ^fortune  breaks 
us  of  many  faults,  which  reason  cannot." 

This  game,  being  pritileged,  possesses  the  advantage  of  free- 
dom from  the  troublesome  visitors  of  Bow-street;  who  often  spoil 
the  best  run  of  hazard,  at  the  west  end  of  the  town,  by  acting  tip0n 
the  information  of  some  rascally  loser,  and  dragging  the  whole  estab- 
lishment before  the  magistrates.  At  the  Exchequer  hazard-table, 
no  such  danger  is  to  be  apprehended;  the  arm  of  power  throws  its 
protecting  shield  over  the  bank  there,  and  evinces  its  paternal 
care  jet  farther,  in  the  appointment  of  half  a  dozen  sworn  com- 
missioners, who  are  bound  to  see  fair  play,  and  keep  tbe  table  in 
order;  as  well  as  guard  against  black-legs.  This  latter  hint  was, 
no  doubt,  taken  from  the  Palais  Royal,  where  gens-d'ormey  are 
stationed  at  all  houses  of  play,  for  the  same  purpose.  Who  conld 
have  believed,  a  few  years  ago,  that  we  should  so  openly  tolerate 
a  French  fashion?  Even  as  late  as  1814,  when  French  e^ 
were  brought  over  to  Brighton,  an9  retailed  at  a  veiy  low  rate,  a 
number  of  fat  dowagers,  aldermen,  and  others,  who  happened  to 
be  there  bathing  and  swallowing  salt  water,  held  a  consaltation 
upon  the  propriety  of  eating  them,  lest'  they  should  imbibe  jflu»- 
binical  principles  by  their  mastication. 

But,  to  return  to  the  advantages  of  the  lottery.  In  conBeqaenec 
of  the  before-mentioned  precautions,  the  most  expert  **  Greek" 
has  no  better  chance  of  filling  his  pockets  than  he  who  is  uninitia- 
ted; and  no  ^^  pigeons'-  are  plucked,  unless  all  may  be  so  deemed 
who  venture  a  guinea  in  th^  game — a  point  I  shall  not  presume  to 
decide.    What,  though  the  chances  of  winning  may  be  estimated 
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as  one  to  ten  thousand,  still  somebodj  must  share  the  prizes;  and, 
as  before  observed,  this  inequality  can  only  be  rationally  consider- 
ed by  persons  of  spirit,  emulous  of  fortune,  and  impatient  of  her 
favours,  as  an  excitement  to  fresh  daring.  The  energy  of  the  am- 
bitious man  becomes  stronger  by  resistance;  H  acquires  an  impe- 
tus at  the  sight  of  every  fresh  accumulation  of  difficulties,  which 
enables  him,  finally,  to  surmount  them  all. 

Nor  is  he  who  advocates  the  lottery  deprived  of  certain  advan- 
tages, which  the  liesser  stars  in  the  hemisphere  of  play  enjoy.  He 
.kmws,  as  well  as  they,  that,  according  to  the  Italian  proverb,  it 
may  sometimes  vnavoidably  happen  that  ^^  the  man  who  lives  by 
liope  will  die  by  hunger;"  and  he  has  it  equally  in  his  power  to 
prepare  fdr  such  an  event.  Famine  is  equally  free  to  put  him  out 
of  i:min,  and  the  walls  of  a  prison  are  as  much  at  his  service,  as  at 
the  service  of  practitxHiers  at  more  igtioUe  games.  Above  all,  he 
has  the  consolation  of  dying  like  a  gentleman,  if  he  chooses;  a 
cheering  prospect,  well  calculated  to  t)ear  him  op  to  the  last,  and 
enliveo  him  fay  the  consciousness  that  he  is  not  without  an  ultimate 
resource,  act  fortune  as  sfae  may.  Gunpowder — that  glorious  in- 
vention— libelled  by  Milton,  bat  extolled  by  the  physician  Rabe- 
lais as  a  never-failing  aperient — gunpowder  oftrs  itself  for  a  rem- 
edy. By  this,  though  administered  in  a  small  quantity,  losses  in 
the  lottery  may  b^  successfully  repaired;  indeed,  it  is  a  fashiona- 
ble and  fascinating  prescription,  unknown  in  ancient  times,  or  its 
praises  must  have  reached  os.  Brutus  would  never  have  used 
the  svrord  with  which  be  killed  Csfesar,  to  demi-deify  himi^lf-^ 
Hannibal  would  never  have  made  himself  look  Mack  in  the  face 
with  poison — nor  would  Cato  have  stabbed  himself  with  a  clumsy 
Roman  sword,  and  begrimed  his  couefa  with  his  entrails,  cosld  ei- 
ther hove  quitted  the  worid  by  the  use  of  a  Joe  Marnton,  or  one  of 
Mortimer's  duelling  pistok,  made  and  sold  expressly  for  the  latter 
purpose,  in  the  best  of  idl  Christian  countries! 

A  resource  then  remains  to  palliate  all  losses  by  the  lotteiy ;  and 
life  may  be  let  out,  •'  decently  and  in  order,*'  from  that  part  of 
tbe  body  most  agreeable  to  tbe  fancy  of  the  operator.  Nothing 
fblkiws  to  disgust  the  most  fastidious  coroner^sjuiymao,  and  force 
bim  to  give  a  hasty  verdict  (^folo  4e  m,  without  a  proper  regard 
to  what  tbe  rank  and  condition  of  the  deceased  might  nave  been 
vrfien  alive.  The  idea  of  ^^  looking  ugly  when  one's 'dead,''  may 
also  be  avoided,  by  a  proper  consideration  of  tbe  be9t  method  of 
applying  the  instrument* 

I  hope  the  reader  will  excuse  this  digression,  if  it  may  be  so  de- 
nominated, though  it  belongs  to  the  very  nature  of  my  subject. 
But,  to  resume:  those  who  puritanically  object  to  lotteries,  and 
exclaim,  ^'  save  me''  from  men 
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-*'  ^hose  ha{|pg;ftrd  eyes 


Flash  despention,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property,  stript  off  by  sadden  chance" — 

know  nothing  at  all  of  the  matter,  and  speak  ignorantly,  as  if  there 
were  no  enjoyments  attached  to  adventuring  in  them. 

While  the  lottery  exists,  and  it  is  not  obligatoiy  to  gamble  in 
it,  no  parliamentary  enactment  having  yet  been  passed  to  oblige 
persons  to  tempt  fortune  that  way,  all  have  a  right  to  do  as  they 
please  with  their  ready  cash.  The  chance  of  success  is  not  the 
only  advantage  they  purchase  with  a  ticket: — ^there  are  others, 
equally  enjoyed  by  those  who  are  fortunate  and  unfortunate,  k 
is  surely  but  fair  to  take  into  consideration  the  quantum  of  happi- 
ness engendered  in  all  holders  of  tickets,  by  the  prospective  enjoy* 
ment  of  fortune's  favours  for  five  or  six  months  before  a  drawing. 
Persons  of  wealth  and  of  no  fancy — or  commercial  men,  whose 
trade  is  little  better  than  play,  being  composed  of  what  they  call 
speculations — men  with  ledger-like  countenances,  seen  about  the 
Exchange  at  noon-day,  for  example,  calculate  on  the  single  chance 
of  profit.  Merely  entering  the  number  of  their  ticket  in  tbeir 
pocket-books,  they  wait  the  moment  of  decision  with  a  most 
provoking  coolness,  reasoning,  that  they  may  perhaps  be  fortunate 
in  the  lottery,  as  well  as  in  the  last  purchase  of  stock  for  account, 
being,  as  they  fancy,  in  luck's  way.  Unpoetical  beings!  But  it  is 
not  so  with  your  poor  and  warm-hearted,  sanguine,  high-spirited 
dispositions: — they  often,  in  fancy,  beg  the  question  of  getting  a 
prize,  and  that  being  granted,  revel,  with  ^^  sober  eertaiatf  of 
waking  blibS,'*  in  illusions  of  the  most  luxurious  de%ht  They 
build  castles  on  earth  and  in  the  air.  Like  Alnaschar  in  the  ** Ara- 
bian Nights,"  with  his  basket  of  glass,  so  they  with  their  paper 
ticket  buy  ^^  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  sorts  of  precious  stones, 
houses,  estates,  slaves,  eunuchs,  and  horses;^'  they  ^^  keep  a  good 
house,  make  a  great  figure  in  the  world''— think  themselves  prin- 
ces, and  ^  demand  the  Grand  Vizier's  daughter  in  marriage;'' 
and  they  ^^  ride  upon  a  fine  horse,  with  a  saddle  of  cloth  of  gold, 
finely  embroidered  with  diamonds  and  pearls."  Some  direct  their 
ideas  yet  higher,  and  become  senators,  or .  nobles.  Among  other 
castle-builders,  the  poor  lover  fancies  himself  in  the  arms  of  a 
mistress,  who  had  before  treated  him  with  disdain  on  account  of 
his  poverty;  and  the  artless  country-girl  anticipates  the  pleasure 
she  shall  give  her  swain,  by  flinging  herself  and  twenty  thousand 
pounds  into  his  arms,  while  the  simple  fellow  will  not  even  dream 
of  her  having  made  the  purchase  of  a  ticket.  The  London  cox- 
comb sets  up  an  equipage  upon  the  strength  of  his  expectations, 
figuring  in  the  park  on  a  Sunday  with  the  demireps  of  fashion,  and 
thus  raises  something  tangible  upon  a  remote  contingency.  The 
sober  student,  whom  the  hope  of  fortune  has  tempted  to  buy  a  tick* 
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et,  calculates  upon  the  accession  his  library  tvill  receive,  if— -for 
he  remembers  the  subjunctive  mood — fortune  should  smile  upon 
him.  Having  studied  mathematics,  hovvever,  and  learned  to  cal- 
culate chances,  he  is  not  sufficiently  confident  of  success  to  in- 
volve himself  beforehand;  though  upon  his  pillow,  at  night,  he 
contemplates  sundry  fine  editions  of  the  learned  authors  coming 
into  his  possession,  and  dreams  of  purchasing  divers  rare  manu- 
scripts from  a  collector  of  his  acquaintance,  or  getting  possession 
of  Aldine  editions  of  the  classics.  The  lawyer  has  visions,  in 
which  he  beholds  himself  enabled  to  obtain  by^  the  profits  of  his 
ticket,  judiciously  applied,  the  situation  of  a  petty  judge  in  some 
distant  corner  of  the  l&nd,  for  which  he  has  been  well  qualified  by 
a  long  practice  in  confounding  right  and  wrong,  and  inverting 
eommon  sense. 

Who,  then,  will  contend  that  the  lottery  is  not  a  source  of  ac« 
tual  enjoyment? — that  the  delight  experienced  in  these  visionary 
speculations  is  not  well  worth  a  little  play,  and  risk  of  cash,  even 
before  the  moment  of  decision?  At  whist,  basset,  quadrille,  and 
other  inferior  games,  there  is  no  time  for  the  rich  treats  of  fancy 
9ffi>rded  by  the  lottery — the  events  are  too  hurried,  and  the  mind 
is  kept  in  a  feverish  agitation  until  the  -decision  is  over;  but  the 
lottery  keeps  the  mind  active  for  months,  and  draws  out  the  golden 
cord  of  prospective  pleasure  to  its  most  attenuated  extent.  Some 
dull  souls,  it  is  true,  may  feel  like  Alnaschar  before-mentioned, 
when  he  kicked  his  basket  of  glass  to  pieces,  by  the  sale  of  which 
he  promised  himself  so  much  future  greatness;  but  it  cannot 
surely  be  denied,  by  the  most  disdainful  moralist,  that  the  hours 
of  life  got  over  in  tasting  ideal  happiness,  might  not  be  admitted 
towards  balancing  pecuniary  losses. 

The  miser  may  say,  that  such  foretastes  of  riches  will  not  actu- 
ally fill  a  coffer;  and  the  mathematician  may  condemn  the  schemes 
of  such  projectors  as  illusory  and  imaginative;  but,  while  they  last- 
ed^ neither  Euclid  nor  hoarded  gold  ever  conferred  much  more  en- 
joyment on  man;  and  if  such  pleasures  are  evanescent,  those  from 
gold  and  diagrams  are  so  too,  having  a  very  little  longer  dur^ion. 
A  Frenchman  is  the  true  philosopher  for  the  lottery;  when  he  has 
lost  half  his  estate,  he  shrugs  bis  shoulders,  exclaims,  ^^  Man 
Dieu!  c^est  U  diabk — cette  Loterxt-laP'*  forgets  his  ill  fortune  in  a 
week,  and  plunges  again  into  the  delirium  of  hopeful  expectation. 
In  this  view  of  the  subject,  then, 


<*  Doubtless  the  pleasure  is  as  mat 
Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat/* 


La  Harpe  stupidly  enquires,  ^^  Si  elle(la  hUrie)  n^etekU  pas 
dam  It  peuple  tout  emulation  louable — tcut  amour  de  travaUT^ 
Who  ever  doubted  this?  Monsieur  La  Harpe  supposed  that  he 
had  made  a  wonderful  discovery!    This  is  one  great  advantage 
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the  lottery  possesses,  particularly  in  times  like  the  present,  when 
work  is  scarce,  and  hands  are  plenty.  That  political  economists 
have  not  enconraged  it  among  the  labouring  classes,  as  a  means  of 
throwing  the  labour  into  fewer  hands  still,  n  their  own  fault: — 
but  their  science  is  yet  only  in  an  incipient  slate. 

An  apothecary  in  the  West  of  England  having  purchased  a  lot- 
tery ticket,  soon  afterwards  dreamed  that  it  would  come  up  a  prijEc 
of  twenty  thousand  pounds.  He  was  immediately  charmed  with 
the  idea  of  giving  up  business,  abandoning  the  spatula  and  sy« 
ringe,  the  study  of  the  pharmacopeia,  and  the  composition  of  diur- 
etics and  cathartics.  For  hours  at  night  his  busy  fan^  coloured 
up  honours  that  would  accrue  lo  him,  elevating  hrm  from  an  {mui- 
est  burgess  to  the  portly  and  rubicund  dignity  of  an  alderman  in 
his  native  town;  and  ascending  stiil  higher,  she  at  last  presump- 
tuously gave  him  a  seat  in  parliament.  This  imaginary  distinc- 
tion produced  an  actual  change  of  conduct;  and  while  naaking  up 
pills,  he  ever  fancied  himself  addressing  the  Speaker  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  Honest  Sanche  Panza,  when  asleep,  was  asked 
what  he  was  doing,  and  be  replied,  ^^  I  govern,^'  thinking  of  kis 
promised  island.  The  poor  apothecary,  sleeping  or  waking,  al- 
ways talked  of  the  ^^  Honounible  House,"  and  '^  Mr.  Spedcer.'^ 
Whether  he  dreamed  that,  after  a  course  of  time  and  long  par* 
liamentar;  service,  he  ahoirid  get  a  peerage,  is  uncertain.  After 
the  day  of  drawing  he  went  to  the  post-office,  expecting  a  letter 
with  news  of  his  fortune  being  consummated.  Some  wags  of  Us 
acquaintance,  however,  had  previously  obtained  and  opened  it: 
and  finding  he  had  got  a  prize  of  201.,  they  added  three  ciphers, 
and  again  sealed  it  up.  The  effect  was  as  might  have  been  expect- 
ed; the  son  oi  Esculapius  retumed  home,  and  with  his  cane  pro- 
ceeded to  break  the  utensils  of  his  trade.  Gallipots  and  phials 
flew  into  frs^ents  on  every  side;  astringents  mingled  with  laxa- 
tives; caustics  encountered  cooling  lotions;  electuaries  became 
syrups;  pills  were  metamorphosed  into  salves;  and  solutions  and 
<kcoctions  were  fabricated,  unknown  in  the  art  of  compounding, 
but,  no  doubt,  equally  efficacious  with  any  of  his  others  in  prac- 
tice. Some  days  elapsed  before  the  truth  was  discovered,  vrhen 
the  imaginative  disciple  of  Galen,  in  despite  of  his  losses  and  the 
ridicule  he  had  incurred,  confessed  that  the  pleasure  he  bad  deriv- 
ed from  his  prospective  honours  nearly  compensated  for  all  his  los- 
ses.  He  had  certainly  the  power  of  bringing  imagination  and  re- 
ality into  closer  contact  than  any  other  human  beingout  of  Bedlam- 
Here,  then,  is  a  striking  instance  in  support  of  my  argument, 
and  in  favour  of  the  imaginative  enjoyments  afforded  by  the  lotte- 
ry. Philosophers  well  know  how  to  appreciate  the  value  of  these; 
and  if  life  be  ^^  a  jest,"  as  Gay  asserts  it  to  be,  or  rather,  perhaps, 
a  compositi<m  of  jests,  this  national  game  must  contribute  not  a  lit- 
tle to  hei^ten  their  piquancy.  S.  S. 
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A  WINTER- NIGHT  8T0RT.   FROM  THE  GERMAN.  t 

Traveluno  in  the  North  of  Grermany  about  the  middle  of 
winter,  1  was  ooce  overtaken  by  a  snow-storm,  and  forced  to  take 
shelter  for  the  night  at  an  obscure  inn,  between  Preetz  and  Kiel. 
It  was  a  low  house  of  one  story;  and,  as  far  as  the  storm  allowed 
me  to  judge,  of  a  mean  and  poor  abearance.  At  any  other  time  I 
might  have  scorned  to  alight  there;  but  in  my  situation  then,  1  was 
glad  of  any  place,  however  paltry,  that  could  shelter  me  from  the 
pitiless  storm.  On  entering,  I  went  into  the  kitchen  to  dry  my- 
self at  the  fire,  and,  to  give  the  Devil  his  due,  found  myself  in 
much  more  comfortable  quarters  than  I  bad  reason  to  expect  from 
the  outside  appearance  of  the  building.  As  soon  as  I  entered,  the 
hostess  heaped  more  wood  on  the  fire;  its  light  crackling  blaze, 
banished  gloom  from  every  comer,  gave  a  cheerful  appearance  to 
the  apartment;  and,  as  I  toasted  my  feet  at  the  fire,  dressed  in  the 
landlord's  ponderous  big  coat,  I  laughed  at  the  wind  howling  in 
the  north-east,  and  driving  the  large  snow-flakes  against  the  little 
windows.  I  soon  found  that  my  servants  and  I  were  not  solus  (if 
I  may  use  the  expression  without  being  indicted  for  a  bull):  one 
or  two  more  travellers  had  been  forced  in  by  the  inclemency  of 
the  night.  Laying  restraint  aside,  we  were  soon  on  the  very  best 
terms,  and  passed  a  part  of  the  evening  pleasantly  enough,  in  tnr- 
ing  to  settle  which  would  be  the  best  way  of  amusing  ourselves  for 
the  remainder.  Singing  was  proposed;  but  no  one  could  sing. — 
Cards  were  produced;  but  I  played  no  game  except  whist.  Danc- 
ing I  proposed,  and  had  singled  out  the  landlady's  pretty  black-eyed 
daughter  for  my  partner;  but  then  who  was  to  play?  We  were 
fairly  at  a  stand.  ^^  Gentlemen,^'  said  an  interesting-looking  old 
man,  who  was  sitting  in  a  comer,  and  wore  a  tremendous  pair  of 
spectacleson  his  nose.  "  Grcntlemen,  if  you  will  allow  a  poor  wander- 
ing bard  to  make  the  attempt,  I  will  tiy  for  an  evening  to  entertain 
you.  Ye  may  have  heard  prettier  narratives,  perhaps;  but  *  the 
will  must  be  taken  for  the  deed.' "  This  frank  proposal  met  our 
cordial  wishes.  We  seated  him  in  the  host's  large  chair  beside 
the  fire;  we  heaped  on  more  wood,  till  the  cheerful  blaze  reached 
the  very  top  of  tne  chimney — we  gathered  round  the  fire  in  silence, 
and  the  old  man  having  taken  a  good  dram  of  Hollands  to  raise  the 
spirit  within,  thus  began  the  recital  of  **  The  First  fijprmg." 

'^Autumn  was  coming  on^  when  Adam  and  Eve  descended 
weepi  g  from  the  heights  of  Paradise.  They  were  quitting  its  gay 
blooming  flowers,  and  verdant  prairies  ever  smiling  in  the  robes  of 
spring,  for  a  dreary  and  desolate  clime — and  its  woodlands  and 
brakes  where  innocence  loved  to  sport,  were  to  be  exchanged  for 
wild  forests  already  struck  with  the  curse  of  the  Creator.  Their 
look  was  lost  in  terror  at  the  gloomy  depth  of  the  valleys  they  were 
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1  cnceforth  to  inhabit.  A  drizzing  haz«  spread  itself  before  ibem, 
exhaling  a  freezing  dampness  which  chilled  tbcfar  bloocf,  aod  co?- 
<  ring  the  whole  conntry  with  a  veil  of  a  cold  pale  whitcttess.  E?e 
t4ito€d  round:  Adam  turned  back  likewise;  said  both,  for  the  kst 
tiifte,  eaat  in  rooamful  silence  a  long  and  Ungjering  look  on  Pamdise. 
Light  airy  etovds  were  hovering  over  it,  gilded  walk  the  last  rays  sf 
the  setting  sun.  The  eberab  bad  lowered  the  point  of  Us  flamy 
sword.  He  raises  it  again,  and  seeaii  to  shut  out  hope  for  ever.  At 
tbe  sight  a  faintish  sickness  entered  her  heart,  and  the  first  cold 
shivering  ran  through  the  veins  of  our  common  mother. 

*^  Tbey  descend  from  the  mountain  amid  the  daiknesa  of  night. 
They  bear  the  orasb  of  the  hurricane  among  the  trees,  aod  the  tor* 
rent$  sweeping  over  the  pointed  cliffs,  and  foaming  and  dndiing 
from  roek  to  rock,  and  hurrying  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  valley; 
behind  them,  like  the  lightning,  glistens  the  terrible  sword  of  the 
cherub.  Its  distant  blaie  dimly  and  partially  flashing  od  the  sa* 
vage  icene  aronnd  them,  throws  on  it  an  appearance  even  still 
aftort  atrful  tod  terrific.  By  its  light  they  distinguish  their  own 
shadows  streiching  themselves  far  before  them.  At  the  sig^  they 
are  troubled;  Eve  is  seited  with  new  fear. 

"  When  they  had  reacted  the  bottom  of  the  valley,  the  angd  of 
the  Lord  approached  them.  ^  Adam,' said  he^  ^  receive  these  graim 
from  Paradise:  thou  hast  been  comitKittdedto  cultirnte  the  earth 
by  the  sweat  of  thy  brow:'  and  he  presented  him  some  gniaa  of 
vvheat  in  the  shell  of  a  coeoft-n«t«  Immediaiely  he  takes  fli^. 
His  aword  okaves  the  air  with  a  noise  like  the*  roaring  thunder, 
and  is  re*eChoed  with  tenfold  violence  from  rock  to  rock,  and  from 
vidley  to  valley. 

^'  Adam  and  Eve  prostrate  themselves  on  the  damp  earth;  dailc« 
liess  environs  them,  and  their  prayer  is  wafted  to  heavea  on  the 
dews  of  the  evening.  Then  they  saw  before  them,  lishsg  mt^ 
tically  abof  e  the  pines  of  the  monntain,  the  star  of  n^t  saBii^  in 
all  her  gfory,  and  following  a  steady  course  amid  an  ocean  of  peark 
For  the  first  time  waa  she  a  sobrce  of  eoiisoIatkMi  to  ivearv  naaa. 
The  eyes  of  Eve  are  suffused  with  s<>A  tears,  and,  rising,  she  ten* 
derly  supports  herself  in  the  arms  of  Adam. 

^  The  propitious  light  of  the  moon  enabled  them  bow  Io  per- 
ceive close  at  hand  a  grotto^  hollowed  out  in  the  face  of  the  rock. 
The  ivy  and  the  wild  vine  clambered  aronnd  it,  and,  falling  hade  it 
long  rich  clusters,  were  washed  by  a  clear  brook  that  trickled  past, 
and  the  light  branches  undulatldg  in  the  opposing  stream,  raised  s 
soft  gentle  murmur  inviting  sweet  repose.  Adam  and  Eve  Mi  as 
if  invited  to  enter  this  slsylom:  tbey  hud  learned  to  profit  by  the 
impulses  which  the  unseen  hand  of  Providence  still  vouchsafed 
ihem — they  entered.  Their  eyes  were  closed  in  slumber:  light 
ti^ions  of  bliss  flitted  around  them,  and  dissipating  the  clouds  of 
nielanchoty,  brought  consolation  to  their  soula. 
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<<  The  nigkt wa9  tranqoil;  bot  ftt  da^-%reak  Adam  wm  <iwak«ii« 
cd  by  the  sobs  of  his  wife.  *  ft  is  tben  troc/  said  they,  iookiDg 
around,  *it  is  then  true;  wte  are  banished  flrom  £den — we  have 
fallen,  alas!  from  ow  state  of  innocence.'  They  rose-^again  they 
looked  at  the  scene  before  fbem-^tbey  wished  to  eommehce  the 
labours  of  the  day,  and  they  had  not  courage  to  do  so.  Adam  tried 
to  sootbe  his  companion,  again  to  re^animate  her  soul  with  hope; 
but  his  pale  cheeks,  his  quivering  lips,  his  fhltering  voi^,  ekpoftel 
what  was  passing  in  his  breast,  and  shewed  tb«t  tbe  aentinieats  tf 
his  lips  were  far,  far  removed  from  tbe  thoughts  of  hk  heart. 

*^  Meanwhile  they  sought  for  foots  and  wf fd  herbs  to  support  M- 
hausted  nature.  But  bere  the  trees  were  not  efothed  with  that 
lender  greenness  which  formed  so  fresh,  so  beautiful  ft  feature  of 
£den  reveling  tn  everlasting^pfing.  The  foliage  of  the  forest  turn* 
ed  day  by  day  of  a  more^mbre  faue:  even  that  was  soon  evohang- 
ed  for  the  pale  yeDovr  dye  of  departing  autumn.  Already  did  tbe 
esiiesbear  the  btnlied  rustle  of  th^^ testes,  as  ihe  wind  swept  them 
along  the  grondd.  Eve,  in  gathering  an  apple,  tore  off  by  chance 
the  frail  bMigh  which  supported,  and  the  dry  feaves  which  aurroand- 
ed  it.  'See,^  said  she,  trembling,  to  A^kmn,  and  pointing  to  tbe 
withered  scene  around,  *  see!  in  gafliering  an  apple  have  I  strip* 
ped  the  earth  of  its  foirest  ornaments.' 

*•  *  Yet,'  replied  Adam,  *  all  trees  have  not  faded  away;  look  Sft 
the  orange^tree,  the  holly, and  the  laurel:  see  1h>w  the  cedar  and 
the  {Mfie  of  the  mountain  atill  tower  above  the  forest,  covered  with 
their  rich,  though  gloomy  foiiaee-^the  sknple  ivy  creeping  over 
our  rocky  dwelling  still  rejoicetn  us,  as  we  nse  fr6m  slutbber,w{th 
its  dark^green  leaves-Hind  even  tbe  drooping  branches  of  the  wil- 
low beside  the  brook  preserve  stM  fresh  th(k  gteater  part  of  their 
covering.' 

**  Bat  the  time  came,  when  tbe  favourite  weeping  wiltow  lost 
its  pale  foliage  too.  What  then  was  the  grief,  the  hopelessness, 
that  aickened  the  hearts  of  our  first  parents!  The  flowers — ^the  trees, 
which  Were  like  companions  in  their  exile,  were  all  faded,  or  fast 
fading  away,  leaving  them  solitary  andhelpless  beings,  onud  bleak- 
ness and  desolation;  and  they  expected  soon  to  see  the  orange,  tbe 
lamrel,  and  the  pine,  despoiled  also  of  their  covering.  Adam,  how- 
ever, in  obedience  to  the  angel,  sowed  towards  the  south  the  graiiiB 
he  had  received  firom  Paradise;  but  this  duty  he  petffftmeA  more 
vrith  the  passiveness  of  despmr  than  the  Kghl  exultations  of  hdpe. 

**  Some  days  after  he  is  fflled  with  astonishment  and  ioy,  at  9c^ 
ing  a  tender  braird  peeping  above  fte  soil  of  the  first  field  laboofod 
by  man. 

"  Thus  did  the  two  spouses  pass  their  first  winter,  taking  chaif^ 
of  a  little  flock,  and  with  pain  and  difficulty  seeking  sustenance 
for  themselves.    In  dreams  were  they  taught  <he  elements  of  ^ 
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first  arts  necessary  for  life.  Itwastbus  tbeylearaed  to  findiirtlie 
flint  and  wood  the  source  of  fire,  by  which  they  were  warmed  and 
cheered — ^that  Adam  was  instructed  to  fashion  the  bow  for  preserv- 
ing his  flock  from  the  wolves.  It  was  thus  that  the  lovely  feve  was 
taught  to  load  the  distaff*  with  the  soft  wool  of  her  lambs. 

'^  One  day  Adam  having  uprooted  a  tree,  was  about  to  cIcetc  it 
into  billets,  A  sharp  flint  served  him  for  a  wedge,  a  Iai|;e  stone 
for  a  mace.  Eve  approaches  him,  holding  in  her  hand  a  basket 
filled  with  roots  and  the  produce  of  her  rude  dairy.  She  wipes  the 
moisture  from  his  burning  brow  with  the  sweet-scented  leaves  of 
the  orange  tree,  and  soothingly  allures  him  to  take  a  little  nonridi- 
ment — a  little  repose.  He  seats  himself  on  the  trunk  of  the  tree: 
Eve  is  about  to  place  herself  beside  him,  but  suddenly  she  exclaims, 
^  Adam!  hast  thou  sown  here  too  the  grains  of  paradise?  See — see 
how  their  verdure  shews  itself  in  the  midst  of  that  withered^op 
spot,  like  the  sun  rising  to  the  world  after  along  and  stormy  nigteP 
^  No,'  said  Adam,  ^  I  have  sown  nothing  here;  what  thou  perceiv- 
est  must  be  new  grass.'  It  had  grown  in  little  tufts,  oodcr  the 
shelter  of  the  tree  which  Adam  had  recently  stradt  down.  Joy 
flushed  the  cheeks  of  his  s{>ouse;  and  throwing  herself  with  rap- 
ture into  his  arms,  she  exclaimed,  '  Adam,  God  bath  blesstd  thy 
labour — ^the  sweat  of  thy  brow  hath  moistened  the  earth  as  the' 
dew  of  heaven;  and  the  kindness  of  the  Most  High  hath  fettilixed 
it  like  the  rays  of  the  sun,' 

^^  Adam  reflected  a  moment.  *  Eve,'  said  he,  *  we  have  bcca 
blinded  by  grief.  For  some  days  past  I  have  seen  the  banks  of  the 
rivulet  clothed  with  fresh  verdure,  but  my  cast^down  soul  heeded 
not  what  I  saw.  Thy  discovery.  Eve,  hath  vanquished  my  doubts.' 
Rising,  they  went  onwards,  sometimes  embracing,  sometimes  stop- 
ping to  look  at  the  quickening  scene  around  them;— suddenly  they 
near  a  noise — ^they  turned  back — a  young  ram  was  stni|gling  in 
vain  to  extricate  his  horns  fastened  in  a  thick  tuft  of  the  pliant  cor- 
nel :  it  had  been  allured  by  the  young  shoots  of  that  tree,  its  yelkm 
flowers,  and  the  buds  already  green  of  the  cytisus.  Adam  disen- 
gaged it,  and  it  bounded  away  to  its  flock.  Eve  sat  down  on  the 
renovated  turf:  Adam  sat  down  beside  her — ^the  hearts  of  botk 
were  bursting  with  joy,  and  with  gratitude  they  offered  up  their 
prayer  to  heaven;  for  they  had  seen  the  young  buds  of  the  cypres 
— they  had  perceived,  for  the  first  time,  the  yelk>w  flowers  of  the 
cornel-tree.  Icy  winter  was  melting  away,  and  flowers,  fair  as  the 
morning,  were  again  visiting  the  earth.  They  ran  to  the  bower 
near  their  grotto-— it  was  bursting  into  verdure;  the  willow  iras 
covered  with  buds,  and  all  around  was  variegated  and  enlivened  bf 
the  flowers  of  the  wood-anemone  and  the  primrose. 

^'  From  this  time  every  day  came  to  them  loaded  with  new  flow- 
ers, with  new  verdure.    If  perchance  their  hearts  were  at  times 
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puftd  up  vfiih  vain  pride  at  this  seemiog  return  of  the  days  of  pa- 
radise, tneir  cheeks  were  soon  suffused  with  the  blush  of  shame  and 
repentance— a  blush  which  mounted  up  to  heaven,  the  place  whence 
it  had  come.  Then  the  recollection  of  the  days  of  their  innocence 
humbled  their  Houls  to  the  dust;  again  they  felt  themselves  solitary, 
insignificant  strangers  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  whose  only  wisdom 
was  foresight — whose  only  happiness  was  hope. 

"  Already  were  the  trees  half-clothed  with  a  foliage  of  the  soft- 
est greeo;  ahready  those  destined  to  furnish  food  to  the  exiled  pair 
were  covered  with  a  snow  of  rich  blossoms; — the  sweetness  of  their 
odour  perfumed  all  around,  and  seemed  as  incense  offered  to  the 
Deity  for  the  return  of  genial  spring. 

^'  One  fine  evening,  after  the  labour  of  the  day,  they  sat  themselves 
down  at  the  foot  of  a  palm-tree  which  grew  near  their  rural  abode. 
The  evening-star  was  glancing  through  the  branches  lightly  waving 
in  the  wind.  The  clear  moon  shone  high  in  the  cloudless  heavens, 
and  reflected  in  the  babbling  brook,  teemed  to  tremble  on  the  pure 
bosom  of  the  water.  Adam  rises,  urged  by  a  feeling  of  which  he 
knew  not  the  cause,  and  softly  disengages  himself  from  the  unwil- 
ling arms  of  his  spouse:  receding  from  her  sight,  he  disappears 
in  a  grove  of  flowering  pomegranates  and  almonds,  loaded  with 
their  fruit. 

^^  Soon  however,  he  returned,  holding  a  handful  of  the  first  ears 
of  corn.  He  shews  them  exultingly  to  his  companion.  '  See!'  said 
he, '  the  seed  of  Eden  has  been  fruitful  even  in  the  vally  of  tears!' 

^^  Every  thing  around  them  was  in  harmony  with  the  sweet  pen- 
siveness  Uiat  possessed  their  hearts.  All  nature  was  calm — ^their 
minds  were  calm  likewise.  Suddenly  that  sublime  silence  is  in- 
terrupted— from  the  bosom  of  the  weeping  willow  the  nightingale 
pours  fourth  her  notes  of  melody.  The  first  song  of  the  nightingale 
breathed  a  spirit  of  joy  over  the  earth.  Tears,  but  they  were  tears 
of  gratitude  and  joy,  trickled  down  the  cheeks  of  Adam  and  Eve. 
The  notes  of  the  winged  songster  reached  the  bottom  of  their  heart. 
Unable  to  speak,  they  fall  weeping  into  each  other's  arms;  then, 
kneeling,  they  adore  in  silence  the  goodness  and  mercy  of  their 
God,  who  had  breathed  consolation  and  hope  to  their  sinful  souls — 
who  had  converted  the  wilderness  around  to  a  paradise  worthy  of 
the  blessed."  G.  H. 

ON  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  MIDDLE  AGES — ^NO.  1.* 

Orandeur  and  Weakness  of  the  Roman  Empire. 

Among  the  studies  calculated  to  elevate  the  heart,  and  to  en- 
lighten the  understanding,  there  are  few  more  important  than  his- 

*  The  Editor  has  to  thank  the  cekhrated  SisMomi  for  honouring  his  Jour- 
nal wit^  this  communication. 
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tory,  when  it  is  considered  not  as  a  mere  nomenclature  of  facts:, 
persons,  and  dates,  but  as  an  essential  portion  pf  the  grand  system 
of  political  and  moral  science,  as  the  depository  of  all  the  experi- 
ence which  tends  to  elucidate  the  theory  of  public  welfare. 

Society  is  natural  to  man;  it  is  a  necessary  consequence  of  his 
inability  to  counteract,  by  his  single  efforts,  (he  afflictions  and  dan 
gers  with  which  he  is  continually  surrounded.  He  unit  a  with 
his  fellow-men  to  obtain  and  to  offer  mutu^il  assistance.  He  seeks 
protection  against  the  infirmities  of  childhood,  old  age,  and  sick- 
ness. He  wishes,  in  common  with  his  fellow-creatures  to  repel 
the  hostile  powers  of  nature,  to  aid  the  efforts  which  each  may 
make  for  his  own  welfare,  and  the  preservation  of  his  peace;  for 
the  protection  of  the  property  he  has  obtained,  the  repose  he  has 
secured  to  himself,  ai^d  the  use  he  makes  of  that  repose  for  the  de- 
velopement  of  his  moral  being.  Two  very  distinct  objects  present 
themselves  to  man  as  soon  as  ever  he  is  capable  of  refecting; 
first,  his  satisfaction  with  the  faculties  lyith  which  he  feels  himself 
endowed;  and  next,  the  improvement  of  those  faculties,  or  his  pro- 
gress towards  a  superior  condition.  He  not  only  wishes  to  be  nap- 
py; he  also  wishes  to  render  himself  worthy  to  enjoy  a  more  ex- 
alted kind  of  felicity.  Happiness  and  virtue  are  the  twofold  ob- 
jects, first  of  the  individual  efforts,  and  next  to  the  combined  ef« 
forts  of  man.  In  his  family,  in  his  class,  in  his  country,  he  seeks 
the  means  of  effecting  this  double  advantage;  nod  no  state  of  socie- 
ty completely  fulfils  his  wishes,  unless  it  facilitate  both  the  one 
and  the  other. 

The  theory  of  society — that  theory  of  universal  accommodatioo, 
has  sometimes  been  designated  by  the  name  of  social  science,  and 
sometimes  ranked  in  the  class  of  the  political  and  moral  seiences. 
When  considered  as  a  whole,  social  science  embraces  aH  Ihat  hu- 
man society  can  effect  for  the  general  advantage  and  the  moral 
developement  of  man;  when  considered  in  its  ramifications,  we 
must  rank  among  the  political  and  moral  sciences, constitutive  poli- 
tics, legislation,  administration,  political  economy,  the  art  of  war 
or  national  defence,  the  science  of  education,  and  finally,  the 
most  important  of  all  sciences,  the  moral  instruction  of  man. 
With  all  these  sciences,  which  are  in  part  speculative,  history  is 
continually  combined;  it  forms  their  experimental  part,  and  is  the 
eommon  register  of  the  experience  of  all  these  sciences. 

I  am  aware  that  the  very  name  of  politics  freqcienUy  excites 
unpleasing  recollections,  and  that  many  persons  regard  with  ft  de- 
gree of  horror,  the  study  of  a  science,  which  is  rn  their  opinion  more 
remarkable  for  the  enmity  to  which  it  has  giten  rise  than  for  the 
good  it  has  produced.  But,  ere  we  pronounce  our  aversion  to  po* 
litical  science,  we  must  consider  that  to  do  so  would  be  to  con- 
temn the  happiness,  the  knowledge,  and  the  virtaes  of  mankind. 
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The  c|U€SlioD  it,  on  the  one  hand,  to  ascertain  how  the  knowledge 
of  a  few  can  be  best  applie4  to  the  interest  of  all,  how  virtue  can 
be  best  honoured,  bow  vice  can  be  best  discouraged,  how  crimes 
can  be  most  eff  ctually  prevented,  and  how  the  greatest  soci«d 
good  can  be  obtained  with  the  least  degree  of  evil.  On  the  other 
band,  it  is  to  be  ascartained  how  wealth  is  accumulated  and  dis- 
tributed, how  the  phjsical  advantages  wliicb  that  wealth  procures 
may  be  dispersed  among  the  greatest  possible  number  of  individu- 
als|  and  how  it  mav  best  contribute  to  their  enjoyments.  The 
subject  also  embraces  public  comfort,  domestic  comfort,  and  the 
happiness  of  the  interior  of  families.  After  casting  a  glance  on 
the  various  subject  which  the  science  of  politics  includes,  who  will 
say  that  he  detests  or  despises  it? 

%  But  does  this  science,  so  important  in  its  object,  so  intinfiately 
connected  with  all  that  is  most  noble  in  the  destination  of  man, 
always  fulfil  the  end  to  which  its  efforts  are  directed?  Can  its 
principles  be  henceforward  immutably  fixed?  It  must  beacknow* 
ledged  that  they  cannot.  The  social  science  is  separated  into  nu- 
merous branches,  each  of  which  is  amply  sufficient  to  oceupy  toe 
life  of  the  most  studious  man.  But  in  all  these  various  branches 
riral  sects  have  risen  up,  and  they  assail  each  other  respecting  the 
very  principles  of  their  systems.  In  speculative  politics  the  inde- 
pendent and  servile  dispute  about  the  fundamental  basis  of  all  so- 
ciety; and  in  legislation,  the  schools  of  law  have  manifested  no 
less  opposition  to  each  other.  In  political  economy,  contradictoij 
doctrines  are  professed  with  similar  warmth,  relative  to  the  very 
basis  of  the  science,  and  we  are  tempted  to  inquire  whether  the 
increase  of  production  and  population  be  always  a  blessing,  and 
whether  it  be  not  sometimes  an  evil.  In  the  theory  of  education^ 
disputes  arise  respecting  the  means  of  diffusing  knowledge,  on  the 
advantage  of  knowledge  itself,  and  there  are  men  who  recommend 
ignorance  as  the  guardian  of  the  virtue  and  happiness  of  the  peo- 
ple. Religion,  which,  when  it  fulfils  its  object,  is  the  ndblest,  the 
most  benign,  and  the  most  consolatory  of  social  sciences,  is  like- 
wise  the  most  subject  to  controversy;  and  hostile  sects  have  con- 
verted the  domain  of  love  into  the  arena  of  combat.  The  princi- 
ples of  all  parts  of  social  science  were  perhaps  never  so  much  ap- 
pealed to  as  during  the  present  age.  Never  were  principles  mote 
disavowed,  and  never  was  it  more  impossible  to  point  out  a  single 
one  whicli  had  obtained  universal  concurrence. 

It  is  not  so  with  the  other  branches  of  human  knowledge.  The 
physical  facts,  and  the  first  principles  that  flow  from  them  are  uni- 
versally acknowledged  and  confirmed.  In  the  natural  sciences  we 
proceed  from  proof  to  proof,  and  if  doubts  occasionally  arise  re- 
specting an  explanatory  theory  which  may  have  been  long  adopted, 
«till  the  great  portion  of  discovery  is  beyond  the  reach  of  denial. 
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Indeed  in  iht  social  sciences  we  entertain  fewer  doubts  on  tbe  ibmis 
of  reasoning,  than  on  the  facts  themselves  whence  we  derire  oar 
conclusions.  Of  these  facts  there  are  scarcely  one  sufficiently  well 
established  to  form  the  basis  of  a  principle.  In  the  physical  scicn* 
ces,  facts  are  scienti6c  essays  circumscribed  by  the  object  which 
we  wish  to  attain;  while,  in  the  political  and  moral  sciences,  facts 
are  the  independent  actions  of  men. 

But  ought  the  mortifying  doubt  which  attaches  to  erery  part  of 
political  and  moral  science,  to  make  us  lose  courage?  Beeaose  (be 
truth  is  not  demonstrated,  ought  we  to  relinquish  our  search  for  it, 
ought  we  to  abandon  the  hope  of  ever  finding  it?  These  sciences 
are  so  generally  applicable,  that  we  cannot  move  a  step  in  life 
without  invoking  their  aid.  Even  though  we  should  renoanee  the 
search  of  truth,  we  cannot  for  that  reason  suspend  all  our  actions; 
since  each  individual  re-ncts  on  his  fellow  creatures,  each  ought  to 
be  regulated  by  the  great  laws  of  human  society,  by  those  very  po- 
litical and  moral  sciences  which  sometiffectto  despise. 

When  the  ancient  astrononers  placed  the  earth  in  the  centre  of 
the  universe,  and  made  the  sun  rise  and  the  firmament  torn  round 
the  earth  their  errors  could  only  extend  over  spheres  of  paper,  and 
the  celestial  globes  were  not  deranged  in  their  glorious  course  by 
Ptolemy  or  l^cho  Brahe.  Galileo  himself,  when  the  Inquisition 
forced  him  to  abjure  his  sublime  theory,  could  not  forbear  ex- 
claiming eppur  ri  muove.  The  Inquisition  could  not  atop  the 
earth  hi  its  orbit,  though  it  could  impede  the  progress  of  tbe  hu- 
man understanding. 

There  are  people  who  have  never  wished  to  reflect  on  tbe  theo- 
ry of  human  government;  but  have  they,  for  that  reason,  imagin- 
ed they  could  dispense  with  government?  No,  they  have  adopt- 
ed by  chance  one  of  the  systems,  which  they  should  only  have 
selected  after  mature  reflection.  Men  at  Algiers  as  at  Athens,  at 
Venice  as  at  Uri,  at  Constantinople  as  in  London,  have  withed 
that  their  governments  should  smooth  the  way  to  happiness  and 
virtue.  All  have  the  same  object  in  view,  and  all  exert  them- 
selves for  its  attainment ;  but  should  they  act  without  rt^rding 
that  object?  should  they  proceed  without  knowing  whether  they 
advance  or  retrograde?  *It  is  impossible  to  propose  to  any  sover- 
eign or  council,  any  political,  military,  admmistrative,  financial, 
or  religious  measure,  which  shall  not  operate  either  for  the  bene- 
fit or  the  injury  of  mankind;  and  it  is  consequently  judged  by 
means  of  the  social  sciences.  Must  all  our  daily  resolutions  be 
blindly  adopted?  To  prefer  what  we  have,  and  to  remain  where 
we  are,  is  to  choose  just  as  decidedly  as  if  we  did  the  contraij. 
Though  we  occasionally  abandon  the  certain  for  the  uncertain,  or 
the  reality  for  the  shadow,  must  we  therefore  always  efacN»e 
without  examination? 
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The  social  sciences  are  obscure,  let  us  therefore  endeavour  to 
ducidate  them;  they  are  uncertain,  iWt  us  endeavour  to  fix  them; 
they  are  speculative,  let  us  seek  to  establish  them  by  experience. 
iThis  is  oiir  duty  as  inen,  it  is  the.basis  of  all  our  conduct,  it  is  the 

firinciple  of  the  good  or  the  evil  which  we  are  capable  of  efiecting. 
ndifference  on  such  questions  is  reprehensible. 

To  carry  the  investigation  of  the  social  sciences  to  the  utmost 
possible  point,  they  roust  doubtless  be  divided;  it  is  necessary  that 
ail  the  vigour  of  a  speculative  mind  should  be  directed  to  a  single 
branch,  to  prosecute  as  far  as  human  weakness  permits,  the  know- 
ledge of  the  details  and  the  connexion  of  the  principles.  6ut 
since  all  men  are  subject  to  the  action  of  the  social  sciences,  since 
all  in  their  turn  influence  their  fellow-creatures,  since  all  judge 
and  are  judged,  it  is  important  that  all  should  arrive  at  general  re- 
sults. It  is  important  that  all  should  understand  the  consequen- 
ces of  human  institutions  and  actions;  and  these  consequences  are 
to  be  found  in  history. 

History  is  the  depository  of  the  experiments  of  social  science, 
no  less  than  physics,  chemistry,  agriculture^  and  medicine,  are  the 
depositories  of  the  natural  sciences.  High  policy  is  Experimental 
and  let;isIation,  political  economy,  finance,  war,  education  and  re^ 
ligiOn,  are  so  likewise.  Experience  alone  can  inform  us  how  far 
all  that  ha^  been  invented  for  the  advantage  of  human  society,  to 
unite,  defend,  and  instruct  it,  to  elevate  the  moral  dijnity  of  man, 
or  to  augmeot  his  enjoyments,  has  fulfilled  its  object  or  produced 
a  contrary  efiect. 

^ut  the  difiirence  between  natural  and  social  science  is,  that 
in  the  latter  we  find  experiments  instead  of  making  them.  We 
take  them,  such  as  they  are  presented  to  us  by  past  ages.  }t  is 
not  our  pdrt  to  direct  these  experiments;  for  whenever  they  fall, 
the  virtue  and  happiness  of  our  fellow-creatures  are  concerned; 
and  not  the  interests  of  d  few  individuals,  but  ofmillion3.  We 
know  but  of  one  example  of  a  plan  for  advancing  political  science 
by  experiments,  which  might  have  for  their  object  not  the  inter- 
ests 01  the  governed  but  the  stud/  of  rulers.  About  the  year  260 
of  the  Christian  era,  the  fitoperor  Galtienus,  one  of  those  who, 
during  the  long  siicession  of  tne  Ccesars- most  contributed  by  his 
indolenceand  levity  to  the  ruin  of  the  ftoman  empire^i  imagined 
that  he  was  a  philosopher,  and  he  found  a  throng  of  courtiers  to 
codfirm  him  in  the  high  opinion  he  had  formed  of  his  own  abili- 
ties. He  resolved  to  establish  in  the  ttoman  empire  a  dertain 
number  of  experimental  citiej,  iVhich  were  to  be  subjected  to  a 
plan  of  government  invented  by  philosophers,  with  a  view  of  bet- 
tering the  condition  of  all.  Floiihus  was  appointed  to  organize 
the  republic  of  Plato  in  one  of  these  cities.  MeanwMe  barba- 
rous invaders  advanced,  Gallienus  opposed  no  resistance  to  their 
Vot.  II.  No.  11— 1821.  3  Z 
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encroachments;  they  successively  laid  waste  all  (he  districts  in 
which  the  eiperimental  cities  were  established,  and  this  dream  of 
an  emperor  was  never  carried  into  execution. 

Assuredly  no  man  possesses  the  right  thus  tu  make  experiments 
on  human  nature.  Yet  a  Roman  emperor  might  calculate  with 
tolerable  certainty  that  the  theory  of  a  philosopher,  whatever  it 
might  be,  was  likely  to  be  better  than  the  practice  of  bis  praeton 
or  governors;  and  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  singular  experi- 
ment of  Gallienus  was  abandoned.  But  every  individual,  except 
a  Roman  emperor,  must,  in  pursuing  the  experimental  study  of 
social  science,  confine  himsell  solely  to  the  past.  There  the  re- 
sultsof  all  institutions  are  manifested;  but  being  complicated  and 
confounded  together,  neither  their  causes  nor  enects  are  distinctly 
presented  to  us.  In  most  cases  we  are  separated  from  them  by 
a  long  lapse  of  time,  and  we  must  look  back  through  several  ge- 
nerations for  the  origin  of  those  opinions,  passions,  and  weaknes- 
ses, the  consequences  of  which  become  evident  after  ages  have 
passed  awav.  Frequently  these  old  causes  have  been  but  ill  ob- 
served, and  they  are,  in  many  instances,  enveloped  with  a  veil 
of  obscurity,  through  which  it  is  impossible  to  penetrate.  Bat 
what  particularly  renders  social  science  confused  and  uncertain  is, 
that  several  causes  alwajs  concur  to  produce  every  effect,  and 
that  it  is  frequently  necessary  to  seek  in  another  department  of 
the  political  sciences  for  the  origin  of  a  phenomenon  which  pre- 
sents itself  in  that  branch  to  which  we  devote  our  attention.  Thus 
we  admire  the  tactics  of  the  Romans;  but  perhaps  it  was  notso 
much  to  that,  as  to  the  education  of  their  children,  that  they  were 
indebted  for  their  success  in  war.  We  wish  to  adopt  the  institution 
of  the  English  jury;  but  it  would  probably  be  divested  of  its  ecjpii- 
ty  and  independence  were  it  not  supported  by  the  religious  opin- 
ions of  the  country  in  which  it  originated.  We  speak  of  the  &iel- 
ity  of  the  Austrians  to  their.govemment;  perhaps  it  is  not  the  go- 
vernment to  which  they  are  attached,  but  to  the  economical  laws 
which  rule  {hem. 

We  cannot  wonder,  therefore,  if  social  science  be  but  little  ad- 
vanced, if  its  principles  be  uncertain,  and  if  at  present  not  a  single 
question  that  nas  not  been  a  subject  of  controversy.  It  is  a  science 
of  facts,  and  yet  it  contains  not  a  single  fact  which  some  one  is  not 
ready  to  deny.  It  is  a  science  of  observation,  and  yet  how  few 
sound  observations  have  been  collected  for  it!  It  is  rather  a  subject 
of  surprise  that  men  should  contend  with  each  other  respecting 
inatters  which  they  so  ill  comprehend.  There  is  not,  perhaps,  a 
single  denomination  of  a  political,  philosophic,  or  religious  sect, 
that  has  not  been  exposed  to  insult.  Every  contradictory  opinion 
that  has  been  entertained  on  subjects  so  difficult  and  complicated, 
by  men  who  had  no  other  view  than  the  welfare  of  their  felloiv 
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creatures,  has  been  in  its  tarn  anathematized,  as  though  it  could 
only  he  the  offspring  of  a  wicked  mind.  Poor  novices  as  we  are 
in  die  theory  of  social  life,  how  can  we  presume  to  allege  that  the 
adoption  or  any  particular  opinion  denotes  a  corrupt  heart,  while 
we  cannot  even  demonstrate  that  it  reveals  an  error  of  judgment? 
Let  us  study,  and,  we  shall  then  feel  the  full  extent  of  our  igno- 
rance. Let  us  study,  and,  by  attaining  a  knowledge  of  the  diffi- 
culties, we  shall  comprehend  how  they  have  given  birth  to  the 
most  opposite  ^systems.  History  may,  perhaps,  leave  us  in  doubt 
as  to  the  mode  in  which  we  ought  to  conduct  ourselves,  or  partici- 
cipate  in  the  conduct  of  the  society  of  which  we  form  a  part;  but 
it  will  remove  every  uncertainty  respecting  the  indulgence  which 
we  should  extend  towards  the  opinions  of  others.  Since  the  sci- 
ence is  so  complicated,  since  the  truth  is  so  obscure  and  remote, 
since,  at  every  step  we  lake,  a  new  difficulty  gives  rise  to  new 
questions  not  yet  resolved — since  we  cannot  trust  to  ourselves, 
how  can  we  venture  to  pronounce  judgment  on  those  who  differ 
from  us  ? 

That  portion  of  history  of  which  I  now  propose  to  treat,  not  with 
the  view  of  establishing  a  system,  or  of  snaking  or  confirming 
principles,  opinions,  or  institutions,  but  to  demand  of  past  ages  an 
account  of  the  events  that  have  taken  place,  and  the  causes  that 
produced  them — that  portion  of  history  is  even  more  rich  in  infor- 
mation than  in  glorious  examples.  I  intend  to  take  a  review  of 
the  history  of  the  world,  and  more  particularly  of  that  of  Europe, 
from  the  coronation  of  Constantine  to  the  death  of  Otho,  and  to 
consider  the  revolutions,  the  spirit,  and  the  institutions  of  the  ages 
which  elapsed  from  the  fourth  to  the  tenth  century.  This  first  half  of 
the  middle  age,  the  period  of  barbarism  and  desolation,  is  in  gen- 
eral but  little  known,  and  throughout  its  whole  extent  it  produced 
no  historian  worthy  to  be  placed  in  the  first  rank.  The  confusion 
of  facts — our  ignorance  oi  many  of  the  details,  and  of  several  of 
the  causes  which  have  produced  the  greatest  revolutions — ^the  want 
of  philosophic  spirit,  and  even  of  judgment  in  the  historians  who 
have  related  the  events — the  numerous  crimes  with  which  the  pe- 
riod is  polluted — and  the  excessive  misery  to  which  the  human 
race  was  reduced — no  doubt  essentially  tend  to  diminish  the  in- 
terest which  this  part  of  history  might  excite.  These  reasons, 
however,  are  not  sufficient  to  deter  us  from  endeavouring  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  it. 

The  period  which  we  now  propose  to  take  into  consideration  is 
far  less  remote  than  that  to  which  we  are  accustomed  to  devote 
the  most  assiduous  study.  It  is  nearer  to  us,  not  only  in  the  order 
of  dates,  but  also  in  interests.  We  are  the  descendants  of  the  peo* 
pie  of  whom  I  am  now  about  to  speak,  but  we  are  not  descended 
irom  the  Greeks  and  Romans.     With  the  people  of  the  middle 
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ages  originated  the  languages  we  speak,  the  laws  to  which  we  have 
been  subjected,  or  which  we  still  acknowle^c.  The  peqile,  whose 
history  we  are  now  about  to  consider,  professed,  as  we  do,  the 
Christian  religion;  but  in  this  respect  there  is  a  striking  difierence 
between  them  and  ourselves.  The  ages  which  intervened  between 
the  fourth  and  the  tenth  centuries  were  those  in  which  the  church  was 
in  the  greatest  degree  eiposedto  the  effects  of  ignorance,  barbarism^ 
and  worldly  ambition.  We  in  vain  look  for  any  traces  of  the  pure 
religion  wUch  we  now  proCess.  The  direction  given  to  the  edii-> 
cation  of  youth,  the  study  of  a  language  which  was  then  dying, 
and  which  is  now  dead,  and  the  literary  chefs-d'o&UTre  it  contains, 
may  be  dated  from  the  same  period;  as  well  as  the  institution  of 
several  schools  which  have  preserved  in  Europe  the  spirit  of  past 
ages.  Finally,  from  the  wrecks  of  the  great  Roman  empire  were 
formed  all  the  modem  states,  of  which  several  still  subsist;  and  we 
shall  DOW  enter  upon  the  consideration  of  the  origin  of  those  peo^ 
pie  with  whom  our  different  interests  are  connected. 

[To  be  amtiniiedJ] 


HIGHLAND  ANECDOTES. 

The  Raid  of  Ctttechrist. 

BonoERiifo  clans,  like  neighbouring  nations,  were  never  upon 
terms  of  hereditary  concoid;  vicinity  produced  rivalry,  and  ri vaby 
produced  war  for  this  reason^  the  Mac  Don^Hs  and  the  Mac  Ken- 
zies  were  never  long  without  some  act  of  hostility  or  feud;  iiring 
houses,  driving  herds,  raising  rents,  and  slaughtering  each  other^a 
clansmen,  were  feats  of  recreation  which  each  was  equally  wiHingto 
exercise  upon  his  neighbour;  and  if  either  was  more  deficient  than 
the  other,  it  was  more  from  want  of  opportunity,  than  lack  of  good- 
will. Among  all  the  exploits  which  were  thusoccasioned  between 
the  two  clans,  none  was  more  celebrated,  nor  more  fearful,  than 
the  burning  of  the  Cillechrist  (Christ's  Church);  it  gave  occasion 
and  name  to  the  pibroch  of  the  Glengarrie  family,  and  was  piovok- 
ed  and  performed  in  the  following  manner.  In  the  course  of  a 
long  succession  of  fierce  and  sanguinary  conflicts,  the  Mac  L  elans, 
a  race  who  were  followers  of  the  Mac  Kenzies,  took  occasion  to 
intercept,  and  assassinate,  the  eldest  son  of  Donald  Mac  Angus  of 
Glengarrie.  Donald  died  shortly  after,  and  his  second  son,  who 
succeeded  to  the  chieftaincy  of  the  clan,  was  too  young  to  ander* 
take  the  conduct  of  any  enterprise  to  revenge  the  death  of  his  bro- 
ther: his  cousin,  however,  Angus  Mac  Raonuill  of  Lundi,  acted  as 
his  captain,  and  gathering  the  Mac  Donells,  in  two  separate  raids 
swept  off  the  rents  from  the  greater  part  of  Lord  Seaforth's  coun- 
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trj.  Still,  this  revei>ge  seemed  to  him  too  poor  an  expiation  for 
the  blood  of  his  chief:  the  warm  life  of  the  best  of  his  foemen  was 
the  only  sacrifice  which  he  thought  he  could  offer  as  an  acceptable 
oblatiokto  appease  the  manes  of  the  murdered;  and  he,  therefore, 
projected  a  third  expedition,  resolving  in  this  to  fill  the  measure  of 
vengeance  to  the  brim.  In  the  prosecution  of  his  design  he  await- 
ed a  favourable  opportonitj,  and,  gathering  a  small  band  of  men, 
penetrated  into  theoountry  of  the  Mac  Kenzies  early  on  a  Sunday 
morning,  and  surrounded  the  Cillechrist,  while  a  numerous  con- 
gregation wern  assembled  within  its  wails.  Inexorable  in  his  pur- 
pose, Angus  commanded  his  men  to  set  fire  to  the  building,  and 
slaughter  all  who  endeavoured  to  break  forth.  Struck  with  de- 
spair when  the  fiames  rushed  in  upon  the  aisle  of  the  church,  and 
they  beheld  the  circle  of  bare  claymors  glancing  beyond  the  door, 
the  congregation,  scarce  knowing  what  they  did,  endeavoured  to 
force  their  way  through  the  weapons  and  the  flames;  but,  pent 
within  the  narrow  pass  of  a  single  arch,  they  were  not  capable  to 
make  way  over  each  other,  far  less  to  break  the  ring  of  broadswords 
which  bristled  round  the  porch:  men,  women,  and  children,  were 
driven  back  into  the  blazing  pile,  or  hewn  down,  and  transfixed 
at  the  gorge  of  the  entrance;  the  flames  increased  on  every  side, 
a  heavy  column  of  livid  smoke  rolled  upward  on  the  air,  and  the 
roar  of  infuriated  men,  the  wailing  of  suSering  infants,  and  the 
shrieks  of  despairing  women,  rung  from  within  the  dissolving  pile. 
While  the  church  was  burning,  the  piper  of  the  Mac  Donells  march- 
ed round  the  building,  playing,  as  was  customary  on  extraordinary 
occasions,  an  extempore  piece  of  music:  the  pibroch  which  he  now 
played  was  called,  from  the  place  where  it  was  composed,  Cilie- 
chrirt,and  afterwards  became  the  pibroch  of  the  Glengarrie  fami* 
ly.  At  length  the  flames  poured  forth  from  every  quarter  of  the 
building,  the  roof  fell  in,  there  was  one  mingled  yell,  one  crash  of 
ruin;  the  flame  sunk  in  smouldering  vapour,  and  all  was  silent. 
Angus  had  looked  on  with  stern  unrelenting  determination,  but  the 
deed  was  done,  and  recollection  now  warned  him  of  the  danger  of 
delay;  he  immediately  gave  orders  to  retreat,  and  leading  on  his 
men,  set  off  with  the  utmost  expedition  for  bis  own  country.  The 
flames  of  the  church  had,  however,  lighted  a  beacon  of  alarm  which 
biased  far  and  wide:  the  Mac  Kenzies  had  gathered  in  numerous 
iKKiies,  and  took  the  chase  with  such  vigour,  that  they  came  in 
yi^t  of  the  Mac  Donells  long  before  they  got  to  the  border  of  their 
country.  Angus  Mac  Raonuill,  seeing  the  determination  of  the  pur- 
suit, and  the  superiority  of  its  numbers,  ordered  his  men  to  separ- 
ate, and  shift  each  for  himself:  they  dispersed  accordingly,  and 
made  every  one  his  way  to  his  own  home  as  well  as  he  could.  The 
commander  of  the  Mac  Kenzies  did  not  scatter  his  people,  but,  intent 
on  securing  the  leader  of  his  foemen,  held  them  together  on  the 
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track  of  Angus  MacRaonuill,  who  with  a  few  men  in  his  compaiiT 
fled  towards  Loch  Ness.  Angus  always  wore  a  scarlet  plush  jack- 
et, and  it  now  served  to  mark  him  out  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
pursuers.  Perceiving  that  the  whole  chase  was  drawn  after  him- 
self, he  separated  his  followers  one  by  one,  till  at  length  be  was 
left  alone;  but  yet  the  pursuers  turned  not  aside  upon  the  track  of 
any  other.  When  they  came  near  the  burn  of  Alt  Sbian,  the  lead- 
er of  the  Mac  Kenzies  had  gained  so  much  on  the  object  of  his  par- 
suit,  that  he  had  nearly  overtaken  him.  The  river  which  was  be- 
fore them  runs  in  this  place  through  a  rocky  chasm,  or  trough,  of 
immense  depth,  and  considerable  breadth:  Angus  knew  that  death 
was  behind  him,  and  gatherhig  all  his  strengu,  he  dashed  at  the 
desperate  leap,  and  being  a  man  of  singular  vigour  and  activity, 
succeeded  in  clearing  it.  The  leader  of  the  Mac  Kenzies,  reckless 
of  danger  in  the  ardour  of  the  pursuit,  followed  also  at  the  leap,  but, 
less  athletic  than  his  adversary,  he  failed  of  its  length,  and  slip- 
ping on  the  side  of  the  crag,  held  by  the  slender  branch  of  a  birch- 
tree  which  grew  above  him  on  the  brink.  The  Mac  DoneD,  look- 
ing back  in  his  flight  to  see  the  success  of  his  pursuer,  beheld  him 
hanging  to  the  tree,  and  struggling  to  gain  the  edge  of  the  bank: 
he  turned,  and  drawing  his  dirk,  at  one  stroke  severed  the  branch 
which  supported  the  Mac  Kenzie: — ^^  I  have  left  much  behind  me 
with  you  to-day,"  said  he,  ^'  take  that  also*''  The  wretched  man, 
rolling  from  rock  to  rock,  fell  headlong  into  the  stream  bekw, 
where,  shattered  and  mangled  by  the  fall,  he  expired  in  the  wa- 
ter. Angus  Mac*Raonuill  continued  his  flight,  and  the  Mac  Ken- 
zies, though  bereft  of  their  leader,  held  on  the  pursuit.  Checked, 
however,  by  the  stream  which  none  of  them  dared  to  leap,  Angus 
was  gaining  fast  upon  them,  when  a  musquet  discharged  at  him  by 
one  of  the  pursuers,  wounded  him  severely,  and  greatly  retarded  his 
speed.  Ailer  passing  the  river,  the  Mac  Kenzies  again  drew  hard 
after  him,  and  as  they  came  in  sight  of  Lioch  Ness,  Angus  perceiv- 
ing his  strength  to  fail  with  his  wound,  and  his  enemies  pressing 
upon  him,  determined  to  attempt  swimming  the  loch:  he  rushed 
into  the  water,  and  for  some  time,  refreshed  by  its  coolness,  swam 
with  much  vigour  and  confidence.  His  limbs  would,  howev^,  in 
all  probability  have  failed  him  before  he  had  crossed  the  half  of  the 
distance  to  the  opposite  bank;  but  Fraser  of  Fyars,  a  particnlar 
friend  of  the  Giengarrie  family,  seeing  a  single  man  pursued  by.  a 

Eirty  out  of  the  Mac  Kenzies'  country,  and  knowing  that  the  Mac 
onells  had  gone  upon  an  expedition  in  that  direction,  got  oot  a 
boat,  and  hastening  to  the  aid  of  Angus,  took  him  on  board,  and 
conveyed  him  in  safety  to  the  east  side  of  the  loch.  The  Mac  Ken- 
zies, seeing  their  foeman  had  escaped,  discontinued  the  pursuit, 
and  Angus  returned  at  his  leisure  to  Giengarrie. 
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THE  TRITON  OF  THE  MINNOWS. 

«  Why  don't  you  strike  out  something  new?" 
Cried  fair  Euphemia  heav€hly  blue 

Of  eye,  as  well  as  stocking; 
«•  If  shiliy-shatly  long  you  btand, 
YouMl  feel  Time's  enervating  hand 

Your  second  cradle  rocking." 

**  Ah,  Madam!  cease  your  bard  to  blame; 
1  vie^  the  pedesUl  of  Fame, 

But  at  its  base  I  falter: 
On  every  step  terrific  stand 
A  troop  of  Poets,  pen  in  hand, 

To  scare  me  from  her  altar. 

I  first  essay 'd  to  write  in  prose, 
Plot,  humour,  character  disclose. 

And  ransack  heaths  and  hovels; 
But,  when  I  set  me  down  to  write, 
I  sigh'd  to  find  that  I  had  quite 

O'erlook'd  the  Scottish  Novels." 

<•  Well,"  cried  Euphemia,  with  a  smile, 
**Miss  Austin's  gone;  assume  her  stile; 

Turn  playmate  ot  Apollo— 
But,  hold!  how  heedless  the  remark ! 
Miss  Austin's  gone^-but  Mansfield  Park 

And  Emma  scorn  to  follow." 

A  bolder  flight  Vd  fain  essay, 
The  manners  x>f  the  East  pourtray. 

That  field  is  rich  and  spacious; 
Greece,  Turkey,  Egypt — what  a  scope! 
There  too  I'm  foil'd— why  will  not  hope 

Un-write  his  Anastasius? 

Forestall'd  in  prose,  I  took  to  verse, 
•        ••»••• 

Rogers,  in  calm  and  even  sense» 
Byron,  in  eatacy  intense. 

Made  my  dim  flame  bum  denser; 
Shall  I  in  Fashion's  corps  enlist^ 
A  light  £^y  epigrammatist? 

No!— there  I'm  marr'd  by  Spencer. 

Thus  **  cribb'd  and  cabinn'd"— *'  poor  indeed!" 
I  canter'd  on  my  winged  steed 

Towards  scenes  of  toil  and  tillage; 

*  Mte  by  the  EdUor.-^For  the  gap  that  ensues,  1  make  the  writer  of  the 
stanzas  himself  accountable.  He  is  a  writer  well  and  pleasantly  known  to 
the  public.  Obliged  as  I  am  at  this  instant  to  send  a  certain  quantum  of 
prose  and  verse  to  press,  I  cannot  discbarge  my  duty  without  accepting  any 
contribation  that  comes  in  the  shape  of  lively  verse;  and  the  scarcity  ot 
that  material  is  not  to  be  appreciated  by  any  but  the  editors  of  journals. 
I  could  not  publish  the  omitted  lines,  because  their  author's  taste  has  erred 
from  tiie  partiality  of  friendship;  and  in  the  hurry  of  the  moment;  I  cannot 
change  the  stanzjis,  so  as  to  make  this  omission  imperceptible.         T.  C. 
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But  there,  alas*  my  wttity  hack 
Hit  on  another  beuten  track, 

Encountering  Crabbe*s  Village. 

Two  pathways  still  to  me  belong. 
Come,  poignant  Satire!  amorous  Sotig! 

Beware,  ye  state  empiHes!— 
Anticipated!  hideout  bore! 
1  quite  forget  Hibernian  Moore, 

His  Fudges,  and  his  Lyrics. 

Great  Jove!  compassioAate  my  lot! 
On  ■    ■  ,  Byron,  Moore,  and  Scott, 

Point  thy  celestial  cannon; 
Sew  Crabbe  and  Rogers  in  a  sack. 
Tie  Hope  and  Spencer  back  to  back. 

And  souse  them  in  the  Shannon. 

So  shall  I,  with  majestic  tread, 
My  doughty  predecessors  dead. 

Up  Pindus  stretch  my  sinewsi 
And  leave  all  lesser  bards  behind, 
'    «« The  onc-ey*d  monarch  of  the  blind,'* 

"  The  Triton  of  the  Minriows." 
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Air,  ^  Rous^u's  Dream." 

Hope  no  more— in  peace  he  sleepetli — 

All  his  pains  and  toils  9irt  o'er; 
'Tit  thine  eye  akme  that  weepeth,  "^  ^ 

His  is  clos'd,  to  ope  no  more, 
lie  hath  gain'd  that  unknown  river. 

He  hath  found  a  hero's  grave; 
Inhere  his  head  in  peace  for  ever 

Rests  beneath  the  dashing  wave. 

We,  like  him,  our  barks  ai«  gnidVng 

Swiftly  to  an  unknoum  shore. 
Here,  we  know,  it  no  abiding. 

There  is  rest  for  evermore. 
Pilot  through  this  mighty  ocean! 

Lord  of  eartli,  and  au*,  and  sea! 
Thou  canst  still  the  wild  wave's  motion; 

All  our  hopes  are  fix'd  on  thee.  £,  T . 


ON  THE  NOVELS  OF  LA  FAYETTE. 

Madame  La  Fatettb  is  the  reputed,  and  certainly  tfae  pfind- 
pa!  author  of  the  **  Princease  dc  Clevcs'*  and  "  Zaydc,"— fictiti- 
ous compoaitions,  which  are  justly  considered  to  form  an  era  i&  li- 
terature, and  to  have  been  the  fi^t  of  our  modem  novels.  It  was 
owing  to  the  modesty  of  the  fair  author,  that  they  did  not  appear 
under  her  name.  ^^  Zayde"  was  published  under  thai  of  her  friend 
Segrais,  who  has  yielded  the  merit  to  its  right  owner.     *'  *  The 
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Priacessof  Cleves/  '^  says  he,  in  his  M^moires  Anecdotes,  ^Ms  by 
Madame  La  Fayette,  who  disdained  amwering  the  P^re  Boubours^^ 
critique  upon  it.  ^  Zayde,*  wliich  appeared  with  my  name,  is  also 
Iter's.  It  is  true  I  had  some  part  in  it;  but  this  was  solely  the  ar* 
rangement  of  the  romance,  in  which  Ihe  mles  oTart  are  observed 
with  great  exactness." 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Yergne  was  bom  in  16S3,  of  a  parent  no* 
ble  both  by  birth  andmilitary  achievements.  Every  care  was  be- 
stowed on  her  education:  Menage  and  Rapin  were  her  instructors 
in  the  study  of  the  classics,  for  which  she  retained  a  predilection 
«ven  to  lier  latest  days;  and  a  story  is  related  of  her  early  acute- 
ness  in  correcting  both  her  instractors  as  to  the  construction  of  a 
passage  in  some  Latin  author.  She  nevertheless  seems  to  have 
been  a  favourite  with  them;  and  Menage  has  chosen  his  pupil  for 
the  goddess  of  his  verse,  peiiiaps,  Kke  many  of  his  literary  brethren, 
for  want  of  a  less  ideal  love. 

She  married  the  Gonte  de  la  Fayette,  at  the  age  of  twenty-two, 
and  was  soon  courted  and  admired  in  the  fashionable  and  literary 
circles,  which  epithets  were  at  that  time  synontmous.  ^e  soon 
became  intimate  with  Madame  de  Rambouillet,  and  her  coterie 
then  on  the  decline.  ^  Madame  La  P.,"  says  a  writer  of  that  day, 
^^  a  beaiicoup  appris  de  Madame  R.,  mais  die  avoit  Pesprit  bien 
piua  solide."  It  was  in  this  society  that  she  formed  her  intimacies 
and  friendships,  particularly  that  with  the  Due  de  la  Rochefon* 
caoit,  whicfa  comiexion  seema  to  have  had  great  inflnence  npon 
both.  Throughout  her  writings  the  bold  and  original  sentiments 
of  faer  friend  appear,  strengthening  her  fenrittine  tenderness  and 
.sensibility ;  and  there  are  some  sayingB  of  her%  reeorded,  of  a  spirit 
aftogetber  different  from  her  natmral  character,  as  wdl  as  that  of 
her  sex,  and  wbicb  are  eonfletely  of  the  eehod  of  Becfaefoocanlt. 
'^  Cast  asses  que  d'etre,^  mentioned  by  Segrais  as  an  oft-repeated 
seotiflMat  of  ber's,  was  evidently  derived  firom  tke  author  of  the 
^  MazioiB."  Their  friendship  lasted  till  ^  dealh  of  the  hitter. 
^  Sionsienr  de  la  Rocfaefoucauk  is  dead,**  writes  Madame  de  Se- 
vign<:  ^  Monsicnr  de  MarsiHac  is  aiBictod  beyond  all  description; 
oeverfheless,  my  chiidybe  will  find  solace  in  the  presence  of  the 
Jcingand  the  amusements  of  the  court;  but  where  shall  Madame 
La  Fayette  find  sucb  a  friend,  such  a  companion?  Where  shall  she 
seek  such  sweetness  and  agrceabiiity-— one  who  wiU  so  esteeoa 
herself  and  her  son?  She  is  infim,  and  confined  to  ber  chamber. 
M.  de  Rochefisucaolt  was  abo  fond  of  a  sedentary^  life.  This  ren- 
dered them  necessary  to  one  another.  Nothing  can  be  compared 
to  the  confidence  and  the  delights  of  their  frioidsfaip." 

The  plot  of  the  ^  Frioeess  of  Cloves''  is  simple,  but  the  tale  be- 

*  It  was  iiot  Boohaoft  who  vrote  tlie  erilicisin:  but  hU.  J^U  M.  de  Vn- 
Hncotirt. 
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giDs^  in  a  ymrj  perpfejisig  iray.  All  the  cbaracten  are  introdnceil 
to  us  one  by  one?— ail  fiiltjengtii  portraits,  and,  not  a  link  between 
them;  so  when  we  do  meet,  and  become  interested  with  tbem  in 
the  novel,  we-  are  compelled  to  look  back  to  the  commencement,  as 
to  an  index,  for  their  character.  This  fault  she  has  avoided  in 
'*  Zayde,^'  or  rather  over-avoided,  by  plunging  at  once  too  deep 
in  meiias  res,  and  converting  the  principad  story  into  a  kind  of 
episode. 

The  Princess  of  Cleves  marries  without  a  stronger  sentiment  for 
her  husband  than  that  of  esteem,  and  afterwards  meets  with  an 
object  of  love  in  the  Doc  de  Nemours;  the  resisting  and  conceal- 
ment  of  which  passion  with  singuhr  firmness  and  delicacy,  even 
after  the  death  of  her  husband,  forms  the  gist  of  the  novell  The 
stoiy,  though  one  of  interest,  is  often  made  unpleasantly  subordi- 
nate to  the  sentiment  and  political  memoir,  of  which  it  was  made 
the  vehicle.  The  casuistries  of  love,  which  filled  so  many  pages 
of  the  ancient,  as  well  as  of  the  heroic  romances,  could  not  be  Js- 
pensed  with;  and  was  as  essential  to  the  taste  of  the  age,  as  a 
trap-door  to  the  followers  of  Mrs.  Radclifie,  or  fate  to  the  German 
dramatists  and  tale-writers.  The  political  memoir  scattered 
through  the  "  Princess  of  Clevcs,'^  though  often  irrelevant,  is  at 
times  lively  and  interesting:  we  will  make  choice  of  the  dncrip- 
tion  of  the  state  of  the  court  of  Henry  the  Second,  as  a  solitary 
extract. 

^^  Madame  de  Chartres,  who  had  taken  so  much  pains  to  inspire 
her  daughter  with  virtue,  did  not  neglect  the  same  care  in  a  place 
where  it  was  so  necessary,  and  where  there  were  so  many  da^er^ 
ous  examples.  Ambition  and  gallantry  were  the  soul  of  Uiis  coort, 
^d  occupied  equally  men  and  women.  There  were  so  many  in- 
terests and  so  many  dilierent  cabals,  in  which  females  always  min- 
.gled,  that  love  was  confounded  with  business,  and  bostness  with 
love.  Neutrality  or  indifierenee  was  impossible;  each  neifitaled 
the  elevation  of  themselves  and  friends,  and  the  destroction  of 
others.  Eimtti  or  indolence  was  not  to  be  found;  intrigoe  or  plea- 
sure filled  up  every  moment  of  lebure.  The  ladies  of  the  oonrt  had 
each  their  particular  attachments  for  the  Queen,  for  the  Queen 
Dauphine,  tor  the  Queen  of  Navarre,  for  Madame,  sister  of  the 
King,  or  for  the  Duchess  of  Yalentinois.  Those  who  were  of  an 
advanced  age,  and  professed  austerity  of  morals,  attached  then- 
aelves  to  the  Queen.  Tliose  who  were  younger,  and  thought  but 
of  pleasure  and  gallantry,  paid  their  court  to  the  Queen  Daupkine. 
The  Queen  of  Navarre  haa  her  favourites;  she  was  young,  and  htd 
an  ascendancy  over  the  King  her  husband,  who,  by  bis  conacxisa 
with  the  Constable,  had  acquired  much  importance.  Madame, 
the  Kng's  sister,  had  also  her  followers.  And  the  Duchess  of  Va- 
JectiuoAs  had  all  whom  she  deigned  to  notice,  hot  those  were  ftw; 


^ 
v^:^^' 
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and^  except  Utott  who  possessed  her  familiarity  and  confidence,  she 
received  DO  company,  unless  on  those  days^ivfaen  it  was  her  plea- 
sure to  hold  a  court  like  the  Queen. 

^'  Between  these  dlfierent  factions  there  was  a  due  quantity  of 
emulation  and  jealousy,  besides  the  private  piques  and  rivalries  of 
individuals,  which  subdivided  party  into  party.  The  interests  of 
ambition  found  themselves  joined  with  others,  less  important,  but 
as  sensibly  felt.  All  this  spread  throughout  the  court  a  sort  of  agita- 
tion without  open  disorder,  which  was  at  once  agreeable  and  dan- 
gerous to  a  young  person.  Madame  de  Chartres  saw  the  peril,  and 
thought  but  on  the  means  to  ensure  her  daughter  from  it.  She  be- 
sought her,  not  as  a  mothier,  but  as  a  friend,  to  confide  to  her  all 
the  compliments  of  gallantry  paid  to  her;  and  she  promised,  in  re- 
turn, to  aid  her  in  the  conduct  of  those  .affairs  in  which  youth  is  so 
often  embarrassed." 

Such  details,  perhaps,  entitle  this  composition  to  the  character 
of  an  historical  novel — a  species  which  has  lately  been  raised  so 
high  in  public  estimation*  and  which  many  erroneously  look  upon 
as  a  new  invention.  The  principal  attraction  of  this  novel,  to  the 
English  reader  at  least,  is  its  historical  associations— as  the  unfor- 
tunate Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  is  a  conspicuous  character  through- 
out, whom  ^^  we  are  accustomed  to  contemplate  in  affliction  and 
misery,  that  we  feel  a  certain  sympathy  and  satisfaction  while 
viewing  her  in  the  gaiety  and  frivolity  of  youth." 
•  "  Zavde"  is  more  intricate,  and  is  divided  into  several  under- 
plots, all  of  which  turn  on.  love  and  friendship,  their  casuistries 
and  refinements,  without  the  least  mixture  of  political  character 
or  stoiy.  It  is  a  modernized  cause,  pleaded  at  the  Cwnd^Anmr^ 
enibodied.ina  tale;  and  the  questions  debated  are.  Whether  love 
be  more  lasting,  when  gradual,  or  when  boni  at  first  sight — ^the  se- 
veral merits  and  demerits  of  jealousy*,  &c.  The  character  of  Al- 
phottse,  the  original  of  Sheridan's  Falkland,  was  taken  as  we  are 
informed  by  Segrais,  from  the  life.  ^^  La  jalousie  d'Alphonse,  qui 
paroit  extraordinaire,  est  d^peinte  sur  le  vrai;  mais  moins  outr^e 
qu'elle  nel'^toit  en  effet;"  and  we  do  not  doubt  it. 

It  is  difficult  to  account  for  the  fact  that  '*  Zayde''*  was  the 
most  popular  of  the  compositions  of  Madam  La  Fayette:  for 
oarselves,  we  esteem  it  much  inferior  lo  her  other  work;  yet  there 
is  more  variety  in  it,  and  a  nearer  approach  to  the  modern  noveL 
It  was  by  way  of  introduction  to  ^^  2!ayde''  that  Huet,  bishop  of 
Avranches,  wrote  his  celebrated  essay,  ^^  De  POrigine  des  Ro- 
mans," which  turned  the  attention  of  the  public  to  that  curloua 
subject,  so  completely  and  elegantly  elucidated  by  the  publication 
of  Mr.  Dunlop.    '-  If  it  be  true,  as. I  have  proved,  and  as  Plutarch 
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assures  lis,"  says  Huet,  "  that  one  of  the  greatest  cteRgbts  of  the 
mind  is  the  tissue  of  a  fable  well  invented  and  wetttoid,  what  sac- 
cess  ought  yon''^  not  to  expect  from  *  Zayde,'  in  vrhich  (he  adven- 
tures are  so  new  and  so  interesting,  and  of  which  the  narrative  is  so 
elegant  and  so  just?  I  wish,  for  the  interest  of  the  great  monarch 
whom  Heaven  has  set  over  us,  that  we  had  the  history  of  his  won- 
derful reign  written  in  a  style  as  nohle,  and  with  as  much  accura- 
cy and  discernment.*'  It  was  this  wbh  of  Huet's,  roost  likeh; 
that  ui^d  her  to  write  the  ^  M^moires  de  la  Cour  de  France,** 
AtC.  a  posthumous  publication,  as  elegant  and  entertaining  as  her 
iictitious  compositions.  She  was  also  the  author  of  a  ^^  life  of 
Henrietta  of  England,"  and  '*  Portraits  of  Persoas  aboat  Coort*^ 
Madpme  La  Fayette  had  the  misfortune  to  outlive  the  moat  of  her 
friends;  and  died  at  the  age  of  sixty,  having  devoted  the  last  years 
of  her  life  exclusively  to  religion. 

In  these  commencements  of  the  modem  novel  there  is  notUng 
to  be  sou^t  beyond  the  mere  stoiy  and  general  sentimefit.  There 
is  little  or  none  of  picturesque  description,  or  incKvidaal  character. 
He  former  had  been  rendered  insipid  by  the  ruralities  (^  tlieB^^ 
geries,  while  those  days  had  not  yet  felt  that  travelling  mania  and 
cariosity,  which  give  a  relish  for  strange  scene  and  cosiame.  The 
latter  is  seldom  aimed  at,  either  in  idea  or  reality,  by  a  people  emi^ 
nentiy  social:  it  is  the  reflective  and  reti/ed  that  display  promi* 
nence  of  character.  Society  blends  all  into  one  tone,  and  tk&f- 
ferenee  of  penons  exists  but  in  degree.  Fashion  dhrects  the  pre- 
vailing sentiment,  while  ingenuity  refines  it  to  nonsense,  and 
aflfectation  converts  it  into  cant.  The  connexion  between  the  sexes, 
with  its  several  laws,  principles,  and  relations,  formed  the  senti- 
m^t,  the  nonsense,  and  the  cant  of  those  days;  on  this  the  tcooiMf 
employed  his  learning  and  Ic^c,  the  peiU  maUn  his  Wit,  and  the 
literary  lady  her  supposition  and  paradox.  Touth  gave  up  its  sod, 
manhood  its  business,  and  age  its  vacuity,  to  discuss  the  pleadings 
of  the  tender  passion.  All  were  busied  in  developing  ^Mes  sen- 
tiers  du  ccsur,  mais  ils  en  ignoroient  les  grandes  ronles.'* 

X* 

JONATHAN  Kentucky's  joubnal.  no.  vi. 

Jukf  19. — Coronation  day.  Awakened  at  three  o^<Jod^  a.  m. 
with  the  offer  of  tickeU  for  the  HaU  and  the  Abbey.  ThinkiDg, 
however,  that  to  get  up  at  such  an  hour  to  see  a  si^t  which  was 
not  to  commence  till  ten,  would  be,  as  we  Americans  say,  ^  to 
give  too  much  for  my  whistle,^'  I  turned  about  npon  my  pillow  to 
take  another  nap,  and  resolved  to  spend  the  day  in  an  excursion  to 
Windsor.  This  is  a  truly  royal  residence;  readtziiq;  what  the  im- 
agination— warm  from  the  perusal  of  a  tale  of  chivalry— would 

*  The  Eitay  is  in  a  letter  to  Scgrmts. 
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figure  out  M  the  palace  of  a  king*  Nothing  can  be  more  grand 
than  the  park  and  the  castle; — ^proudly  placed  as  it  is  on  a  com- 
mandiag  emtnence.  The  prospect  from  the  terrace  is,  in  the 
strictest  sense  of  the  word»  superb.  The  eje  ranges  over  avast 
eipanse  of  rich,  populous,  and  luxuriant  landscape;  the  extent  of 
which  may  pcrbap«  be  collected  from  the  information  of  a  board 
upon  the  leads  of  the  Round  Tower — that  twelve  counties  arevi- 
sible.  Combined  with  this  general  character  of  ihagnificence, 
there  is  also  enough  ofportietilar  objects  of  interest  to  arrest  the 
attention  of  the  spectator,  and  interrupt  the  usual  momftoky^t 
such  a  term  may  beused— of  a  bird's  eye  view.  Thus  the  ^^  an- 
tique towers,'^  that  rise  up  in  the  "  watery  glade"  below,  pre- 
sent a  delightful  feature,  upon  which  all  must  dwell  with  pleasure, 
cTen  without  remembering  the  "  Ode  to  Eton  College."  Per- 
haps, indeed,  the  pleasure  dierived  from  the  ode  is  greater  than  th^ 
actualcontemplationof  the  reality ;— just  as  it  happens  too  in  paint- 
ing, that  a  picture  will  often  delight  us  more  than  the  very  scene 
in  Nature  trom  which  it  has  been  taken, — that  is,  if  the  picture 
contain,  as  it  ought,  evidence  of  the  mind  of  the  painter,  in  th(; 
feeling  and  sentiment  infused  into  it  by  the  creative  power  of  his 
pencil.  But  to  return: — ^the  Castle  is  a  splendid  pile  of  buildings 
the  work  of  many  tastes  and  many  hanas,  commenced  and  con- 
tinned  in  different  centuries.  The  late' King  did  much  to  embellish 
and  improve  it,  particularly  by  removing  tbe  round  windows  with 
which  Charies  tne  Second  had  deformed  it,  and  substituting  the 
gotfaic  arch  in  their  stead.  The  Chapel  of  St.  George  and  the 
jfoightsofthe  Garter — the  scene  oftheir  installation,  and  the  re- 
pository of  their  banners — is  a  part  of  the  pile;  and  is  worthy  of 
the  castle,  to  which  it  is  appended. 

In  traversing  the  stately  halls,  the  rnsty  armouries,  and  the  de- 
serted chambers  of  this  majestic  structure,  wd'are  carried  back 
irresistably  to  the  days  of  the  Edwards  and  the  Henries,  when 
kings  lived  in  castles,  and  founded  colleges; — and  when  courts 
were  something  very  different  from  those  of  modem  times.  It 
would  seem  at  first  sight  as  if  human  nature  were  degenerated, 
and  that  kings  had  shrunk  from  their  ancient  dimensions,  and  that 
with  the  robes  of  their  ancestors,  they  had  ako  lost  the  royal  spi- 
rit that  used  to  reign  in  the  halls  of  those  palaces  that  are  now 
forsaken.  Or,  is  it  that  kings,  being  boi'n  to  inhabit  and  inherit 
palaces,  look  to  a  humbler  residence  with  the  same  feelings  of  en- 
vy with  which  men  in  lower  life  regard  the  castles  of  their  supe- 
riors;—in  other  words,  that  a  cottage  is  to  a  king,  what  a  palace 
is  to  a  peasant?  How  else  can  we  account  for  George  the  Thirds 
living  tor  so  many  years  in  the  lodge,  as  it  is  called; — an  ordinary 
dwelling-house,  which  he  himself  built  under  the  very  walls  of 
his  Castle,  and  which  still  remains  an  eyesore  on  the  prospect, 
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blocking  up  the  vienr  towards  the  Great  Ptok.  The  present  Kn; 
too  leares  the  halls  of  Edward's  hospitality  untettanted,  to  spend 
thousands  and  tens  of  thousan4^  upon  a  thatched  cottage  ta  his  own 
Park.  But  such  is  the  perversity  of  human  nature,  vHiich  is  at- 
vcr  contented  with  legitimate  gratification,  but  delights  to  steal  its 
pleasures  from  a  forbidden  source,  and  is  always  moat  ardent  in 
the  pursuit  of  unattainable  happiness.  The^  advantages  wbidi 
naturally  belong  to  our  situation,  however  splendid  they  may  be, 
|We  consider  as  belonging  to  as  by  ourbirthri^t:  andthapleas- 
Hires  which  ouglit  to  flow  from  these, 

-— — '•  like  a  wife  we  sbun* 
And  ne  er  enjoy,  because  they  are  our  own." 

We  lingered  as  long  as  the  day  allowed,  roaming  about  the 
courts  and  Castle;  we  read  Geoffry  Crayon's  chapter  in  the  room 
of  the  Bound  Tower,  and  were  glad  we  were  not  bom  with  ciowns 
oaour  heads,  that  we  might  enjoy  in  full  perfection  the  witchery 
of  the  scene  around  us. 

My  27.— A  morning  in  Newgate.  I  had  long  been  anxious 
to  see  with  my  wn  eyes  the  effect  of  Mrs.  Fry's  benevolent  ex- 
ertions, and,  having  obtained  from  her  an  order  of  admiUance, 
I  repaired  at  ten  o'clock  to  the  door  of  the  keeper's  house,  where, 
upon  the  production  of  myticket,  I  was  instantly  conducted  to  a 
small  room  in  which  some  other  visitors  were  already  assembled; 
and  in  a  short  time,  Mrs.  Pry  entered,  attended  by  two  of  her  qua- 
ker  sisterhood.  Soon  afterwards  a  bell  was  rung,  to  give  nodce  to 
thcfemalc  prisoners  to  prepare  themselves;  and  upOn  the  second 
nnging,  they  came  in,  to  the  number  of  forty  or  fifty,  and  ranged 
themselves  on  tiers  of  benches  raised  one  above  the  other  for  their 
reception.  Their  appearance  was  much  better  than  I  could  have 
e^cted.  All  were  clepniily  and  decently  dressed,  and  there  was 
in  some  a  neatness  of  person  that  bespoke  a  familiarity  with  better 
company  and  better  days.  After  a  considerable  pause,  Mrs.  Piy 
began  to  read  from  the  Bible,  the  story  of  Mary  Magdalen,  accom- 
panying  the  text  with  occaslooal  explanations  and  remarks,  and 
cone  uding  the  whole  with  a  veiy  affecting  address,  in  which  she 
poiiited  out  the  obvious  application  of  the  story,  and  the  consola- 
tion to  be  extracted  from  it.  All  this  was  done  too  in  so  gentle  and 
encouraging  a  tone,  and  with  so  much  temper  and  discretion,  thai 
It  was  impossible  not  to  be  moved  by  the  quiet  pathos  of  her  dis- 
course. I  was  never  before  so  much  impressed  with  the  impor- 
tance of  vianner;  for  it  was  certainly  much  less  what  shTSd 
than  her  mode  of  saying  it  that  produced  so  gnat  an  cffect;--it 
was  a  beautiful  personification  of  the  text  in  scripture,  "  ihe^wis- 
dora  that  Cometh  from  above  is  gen^ie."  Her  auditors  listened  to 
ncr  with  all  the  signs  of  the  most  serious  and  earnest  attcnuon, 
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and  many  ivere  melted  into  tears  by  the  touching  tenderness  of 
her  appeal,  in  pointing  out  the  penitence  and  contrition  of  the 
Magdalen  as  the  true  objects  of  imitation. 
At  the  close  of  the  lecture,  various  articles  of  needle-work,  the 

firodoctions  of  the  prisoners'  industry,  caps,  dressing-gowns,  baby- 
inen,  rugs,  counterpanes,  bell-ropes,  &c.  were  brought  out,  which 
found  ready  purchasers  amongst  the  visitors.  For  myself,  I  shall 
wear  my  patch->work  gown  as  long  as  the  shreds  will  hang  togeth- 
er, in  remembrance  of  my  morning  in  Newgate.  Mrs.  Fry  now 
conducted  us  round  the  female  side  of  the  prison,  explaining  the 
nature  of  her  regulations,  and  recounting  the  obstacles  against 
which,  in  the  first  commencement  of  her  labours,  she  had  to  con- 
tend, in  all  the  different  shapes 'and  modifications  that  idleness, 
drunkenness,  riot;  vice,  and  wretchedness,  can  assume.  It  seems, 
however,  that  there  is  scarcely  any  disposition  so  depraved  that 
may  not  be  touched  bj  kindness.  The  patient  and  persevering  ef- 
forts of  Mrs.  Fry  have  succeeded  in  softening  and  reclaiming  the 
most  hardened,  whom  severity  would  probably  have  rendered  only 
more  callous  and  desperate.  There  is  a  shame  of  appearing  un^ 
grateful  which  operates  strongly  even  in  the  most  vicious  breast. 
Mrs,  Fry  told  us,  that  when^  as  it  sometimes  will  happen,  a  pri- 
soner after  her  discharge  finds  her  way  back  into  gaol  for  some 
fresh  of&nce,  the  delinquent  is  more  afraid  of  meeting  her  kind- 
ness, than  of  facing  the  reproof  of  the  Bench: — 

"  There  lies  more  peril,  lady,  in  thine  eje. 
Than  twenty  of  their  iworaa  — ." 

The  heart  even  of  the  guilty  rises  up  to  resist  and  defy  reproach, 
but  sinks  with  all  the  humiliation  of  self-condemnation  at  the  ac- 
cents of  kindness  which  it  feels  that  it  does  not  deserve. 

In  the  course  of  our  round  we  cani|e  to  the  school,  where  there 
was  a  little  circle  of  gaol-delivered  children  learning  to  read.  I 
was  pleased  at  the  alacritv  of  attention,  which  in  the  midst  of  her 
own  occupation  Mrs.  Fry  bestowed  upon  the  feelings  of  the  least 
of  those  around  her.  A  very  little  boy  was  employed  in  reading 
his  Testament,  at  which  she  appeared;  surprised  but,  finding  that 
he  had  really  made  this  progress,  she  called  him  out  in  the  most 
encouraging  manner,  and  begged  us  all  to  stop  and  hear  him  read 
a  verse  aloud,  as  a  reward  mr  his  industry.  It  is  not  every  wo- 
man who  would  be  content  to  yield,  even  for  a  moment,  the  first 
place  in  tbe  attention  of  her  company.  Lastly,  we  came  to  a  ward 
where  tbere  were  a  few  raggecl  wretched  jcreatures,  who  were 
just  admitted  into  the  gaol; — and  we  were  all  forciblv  struck,  not 
only  with  die  difference  of  dress,  but  wilb  the  marked  contrast  be^ 
tween  the  wild,  savage,  and  reprobate  cast  of  features  of  these, 
whenxMBqared  with  the  quiet^  orderly,  and  resigned  demeanour 
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or  Mrs.  Fry^s  flock.  And  yet  I  hear  that  this  amiable 
labours  are  derided  and  ridiculed,  as  the  Tab  and  TiFicMiaiy  off- 
spring of  a  perverted  philanthropy.  If  there  be  such  persons  in 
<be  world,  let  them  devote  a  morning  to  Newgate; — and  if  those 
ivho  came  to  scoff  do  not  remain  to  approve, — Charity  most  bttVf 
lost  all  lier  powers  of  attraction. 

There  is,  perhaps,  no  part  of  the  art  of  government  in  ivhicb  so 
little  progress  has  been  made  as  inthe  prevention  of  crimes;  for  it  is 
the  punishment  rather  than  the  prevention  of  crime  which  seems 
to  be  almost  the  exclusive  object  of  the  laws.  So  nncb  so,  that 
it  would  seem  crimes  were  sometimes  eneonragied,  in  order  that 
they  might  be  punished.  This,  however,  is  a  large  qaeatioo,  and 
it  IB  easier  to  see  the  evil,  than  to  point  oat  the  remedy.  Stil), 
while  things  remain  as  they  are,  we  should  be  grateful  to  those 
who  undertake  the  task  of  reclaiming  the  wicked;  feeling,  as  we 
must,  how  much,  as  the  worid  goes,  virtue  and  vie^^at  least,  as 
far  as  regards  the  eighth  commandment — are  merely  the  resolt  ot 
situation,  and  that — ^^  handy  dandy,  which  is  the  hangman,  and 
which  the  thief?" 

July  SO. — A  pugilistic  pasticcio  at  the  Fives  Court  in  St  Mar- 
lines-street. I  had  long  been  anxious  to  witness  a  jood  exhibv- 
lion  of  this  sort,  and  the  present,  being  for  Tom  Belcher^  hene* 
fit  who  is  9  great  favourite  with  the  Fancy,  afibrded  a  good  oppor- 
tunity of  gratifying  my  cariosity.  A  large  crowd  was  asasawled 
in  the  street  for  some  time  before  the  doors  were  ojpeoed,  and  the 
general  eagerness  to  e^et  in  occasioned  a  considerable  cmrii.  Not 
Slat  there  was  any  thing  to  be  gained  by  this  impetuosity;  for  as 
we  all  stood  in  the  area  of  the  Fives  Court,  in  the  middle  of  which 
vras  the  raised  platform  for  the  combatants,  those  who  came  last 
were  as  well  placed  as  those  who  came  first.  The  diveition  be- 
gan  with  clumsy  sparring  between  some  young  beginners,  who 
were  desirous  of  attracting  notice  as  candic^tes  for  pugilistic  boa- 
oars.  There  was  little  skill  or  science  in  Che  first  setting-to  of  these 
heroes,  and  the  little  they  had  was  lost  in  the  irritation  produced 
by  the  first  round,  so  that  the  contest  soon  became  a  mere  rivaliy 
ot  hard  hits,  which  was  put  an  end  to  when  the  company  tbougk 
they  were  sufficiently  gutted  with  the  flavour  of  each  oth^s 
knuckles,  by  a  crv  of  "  enough!  enou^!**  A  general  shower  of 
silver  ana  copper  then  took  place,  of  which  these  worthies  seem- 
ed to  bide  the  pelting  with  great  glee,  so  that  the  proverb  of  ^'mort 
kicks  than  helrpence,''  could  not,  I  hope,  be  applicable  to  either. 
At  last  we  had  a  rich  scientific  display  or  the  whole  art  of  attack 
and  defence,  hj  Spring  and  Harmer,  and  Belcher  and  Ealea. — 
Whatever  objections  may  be  made  to  a  prize-fight^  there  can  sore- 
ly be  none  to  the  muffled  mimicry  of  a  jparrit^-fna/cft.    It  is  im- 
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possible  not  to  admire  the  symmetry  of  the  combfttaotsgi  who  strip- 
ped  to  the  waist,  and  in  all  the  exertion  of  nerve  and  muscle,  might 
oAen  fornish  a  study  to  the  sculptor.  And  then  to  see  them  with 
eye  fixed  on  eye;' — to  read  as  it  were  the  conception  of  the  intendr 
ed  blow  in  the  mind,  before  the  ha^nd  has  had  time  to  carry  tbp 
will  into  effect; — to  watch  the  awful  business  of  preparation — thp 
attitudinising  of  the  guard — the  parley  of  provocation — and  all  the 
graceful  variety  of  action  and  posture  that  arises  out  of  the  rapid 
succession  of  hitting,  stopping,  manoeuvring,  rallying,  advancing, 
and  retreating: — this  is  a  fine  sight,  and  even. ladies  might  look 
on,  without  being  shocked,  at  so  bkwdless  and  blameless  a  specta- 
cle of  hum^n  exertion. 

The  Fancy,  as  the  amateurs  of  the  art  of  boxing  are  called,  ap- 
pear to  form  a  distinct  class  among  the  innumerable  sects  and 
parties  into  which  England  is  divided.  They  are  by  m  means 
confined  to  the  lower  orders,  but  may  reckon  a  large  proportion  of 
rank  and  talent  amongst  their  numbers.  To  understand  the  theory, 
if  not  the  practice,  of  boxing,  is  considered  in  this  country  as  one 
of  the  accomplishments  of  a  gentleman.  The  great  professor  of 
the  pugilistic  art,  Mr.  Jackson,  has  a  spacious  school  in  the  most 
fashionable  street  in  London;  and  here  may  be  contemplated. a 
picture  of  the  ^^  youth  of  England,"  which  will  verify  at  a  glance 
the  assertion  of  Burke, — ^that  the  age  of  chivalry  is  over.  Tilts 
and  tournaments  have  had  their  day;  squires  have  been  transform- 
ed into  bottle-holders;  and  though  the  ring  stilt  retains  its  name« 
it  has  strangely  changed  its  signification.  Something  of  the  spirit 
of  chivalry,  however,  has  survived  its  fall,  and  still  regulates  the 
contests  of  the  ring<  To  shake  hands  is  always  the  prologue  of  a 
battle,  as  the  pledge  of  fair  hostility  between  the  combatants;  and 
to  strike  an  adversary  on  the  ground  would  still  be  considered  as 
a  disgrace  to  pugilism.  I  have  ftlwan^s  admired  the  trait  of  gen- 
erous forbearance  wbiph  is  recorded  of  the  famous  Chirfken  in  his 
battle  with  Jem  Belcher.  He  had  given  his  adversary  a/ocer  that 
kid  him  sprawling  upon  his  back  on  the  ropes  which  encircled 
the  ring,  and  when  he  bad  an  opportunity  of  repeating  his  blonTf 
he  reA^ined  from  taking  advantage  of  the  occasion.  A  senUm^t 
of  compassion  for  his  old  associate  prevailed  over  the  passion  of 
the  moment,  and  contenting  himself  with  shaking  his  fist  over  hiii 
prostrate  antagonist,  his  feelings  found  a  vent  in  the  followiu 
strange  but  charaoteristic  expression:  ^^6 — d — ^n  thee  Jem,  I 
won't  hurt  thee!"  The  phraseology  indeed  of  the  J^ancy  in  gen- 
eral is  pecuKar  to  themselves,  and  they  may  be  almost  said  to 
speak  a  language  of  their  own.  Some  of  their  terms  are  humor- 
ous enough  to  deserve  recording.  K  When  a  man  appears  to/ad- 
vantage  out  of  his  clothes,  he  is  said  to  buff  well;  to  knock  a  man 
down  is  to  jjoor  him;  a  blow  In  the  mouth  Is  a  f7tm;ger;  and  if. 
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-in  additito  to  tlus,  an  it^vixj  should  be  done  to  tbee  teetb,  it  it 
called  a  rattling  of  the  box  of  dominos;  the  old  phrase  of  a  punch 
in  the  g^^ts  is  now  termed  an  attack  upon  she  vietuaUw^^cffiee; 
and  all  the  rarieties  of  puniMig  &re  desi^ated  by  sach  appella- 
tions as,— «  lashing  hitter^ — a  swishin^hitter,— or  arum  custo- 
mer. Their  very  oaths  are  of  an  origmal  cast:  and  I  Fcntnre  to 
set  down  at  random  a  few  specimens  of  their  slang  that  happened 
to  strike  my  ear.  There  was  one  who  was  continuaDy  cxdaim* 
ing,«-*^^  Burn  my  breeches;"  another,  with  a  higher  reach  of  ima- 
gination,— ^^^  Thunder  me  dead;"  and  Dutch  Ssm  astonish^  us 
by  the  following  poetical  description  of  bis  manner  of  treating  lus 
opponents: — ^^  vfhen  they  walk  round  me,  I  break  down  their 

Eiard  and  give  'em  a  punch  in  the  face;  just  like  the  sun.  Sir, 
ts  the  planets  dance  about  him  and  sends  a  comet  at  *eni«'* 
There  seems  indeed  about  all  this  fraternity  a  quaint  humour, 
which  enlivens  their  conversation  with  a  racinessof  repartee  that 
cannot  fail  to  amuse  when  it  is  heard  for  the  first  time.  Hie  fol- 
lowing dialogue  which  passed  in  our  hearing,  may  perittps  serve 
as  an  example:—*^  I  say,  Tom,  have  you  heaH  what  has  happened 
to  Dick  Symonds?"  '^  No,^'  answered  Tom,  ^^not  I;  whk!  it 
he  dead?''  ^^  Why,  if  he  a'nt,  they  have  used  him  Tcry  ill,  Yoc 
they  buried  him  last  Saturday." 

But  enough  of  the  race  ofprice^fighters.  They  are  all  much 
indebted  to  Mr.  Jackson,  who  has  given  a  sort  of  respectabilitj  to 
their  vocation,  while  his  school  has  spread  a  general  taste  for  the 
noble  art  of  fisticuffi.  As  he  is  probably  tbe  finest  modd  of  Her- 
eulean  proportion  that  has  appeared  for  many  years,  I  reooni  a  few 
particulars  of  his  size  and  stature,  as  well  as  some  feats  of  his 
strength.  His  height  is  five  feet  eleven  inches,  and  he  wetg^ 
within  half  ajpound  of  fifteen  stone  in  his  clothes..  Some  time 
ago  he  lifted  841b.  on  his  Utile  finger,  and  wrote  his  name,  John 
Jackson,^on  the  wall  of  Alderman  Combe's  drawiog-room.  On 
another  occasion  he  lifted  2  cwt.  with  his  teeth,  and  10  cwt  with 
both  his  hands.  He  has  veiy  appropriately  pteeed  on  the  wall  of 
his  school  a  fine  engraving,  representing  an  Italian  scene,  in 
which  the  usage  of  the  stiletto  is  exemplified:  firom  which,  I  soh 
pose,  he  would  lead  us  to  infer,  that  it  is  better  to  teach  men  the 
use  of  their  fists,  than  leave  it  to  their  own  malice  to  suggest  nraie 
mischievous  weapons. 

SepL  1 5.— y bit  to  Bedlam.  M v  mind  was  so  full  of  the  dread- 
ful recollections  of  what  I  had  heard  of  the  oldlnspUat^f  this  aame 
in  Moor-fields,  that  i  went  prepared  to  -have  my  feelings  har- 
rowed up  by  the  most  awful  and  distressing  scenes  of  hunaan  sof- 
fining.  What  then  was  mj  suiprise  to  find  the  New-Bethldiem 
not  onlv  divested  of  every  tmng  shocking  and  terrible,  but  ediibit* 
ittg  a  ctoaetc^r  of  cheerfulness  and  comfort  that  coold  Maitc^ 
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be  eipected  to  ealiren  the  gloomy  dbodei  of  Madness.  Nothing 
can  well  demonstrate  more  conyincingly  the  inevitable  tendency 
of  all  power  to  abuse,  and  the  necessity  of  constant  vigilance  to' 
prevent  the  degeneracy  and  perversion  of  all  haman  institutions, 
than  the  state  of  the  old  Bedlam  Hospital.  Will  it  be  believed 
that,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  in  the  heart  of  the  British  metro- 
polis, and  under  the  superintendence  of  physicians  of  Uie  highest 
reputation  for  intelligence  and  humanity,  a  system  of  cruelty  was 
exposed  that  wooM  disgrace  Ibe  worst  histonr  of  the  worst  times. 
In  one  cell  was  found  a  poor  wretch  who  had  been  chained  down  - 
to  his  bedstead  for  twelve  years,  under  a  load  of  fetters-Hsompar- 
ed  with  which  TrencVs  were  a  playthinj^ — ^that  scarcely  allowed 
him  liberty  enough  to  turn  himself  round.  No  one  ever  entered 
the  door  of  his  dungeon.  His  food  was  pushed  in  thionrii  a  bole 
in  the  wall ;  and  there  he  was  left  to  linger  out  his  life  without  help 
or  hope,  till  he  was  rescued  by  the  arrival  of  the  commissioners  of 
inquiry. 

The  heart  sickens  at  the  thnuf^t  of  such  misery,  and  dadly 
turns  to  the  contemplation  of  the  new  establishment.  It  is  a  hand* 
somtand  spacious  building,  not  decorated  with  too  much  architec*  - 
tuilt  magnificence  without,  to  <*  ock,  as  it  were,  the  misery  with- 
in, but  plain  and  simple  in  its  exterior;  and  the  care  of  the  archi- 
tect seems  to  have  been  properlv  confined  to  its  true  object,*-the 
convenience  and  well-being  of  the  patients.    It  is  calculated  to 
accommodate  two  hundred;  and  nothmg  can  exceed  the  neatness, ' 
even  to  nicety,  of  the  whole  establishment,  in  all  the  details  of  its 
pnmsions  for  carrying  on  the  daily  ineidents  of  life  connected  with* 
eating,  drinking,  and  sleeping.    There  was  nothing  to  ofiend  the' 
sight  or  the  smell;  and  even  in  those  unhappy  cases,  where  the  pa- 
tients had  lost  all  mental  and  bodily  control,  the  most  complete  ar- 
rangements were  made  for  securing  their  eleanliness  and  comfort, 
to  an  extent  indeed  that  could  scarcely  be  looked  for  in  a  charity 
institution,  where  the  patients  are  received  and  maintained  gra- 
tuitously out  of  the  funds  of  the  hospital. 

Our  visit  was  made  under  the  most  advantageous  circumstances^ 
for,  just  as  we  arrived,  Mr.D— ^,  the  governor  of  St.  Luke's, 
was  announced,  whose  object  being  die  same  as  our  own,  we  went 
round  the  hospital  together.  There  was  only  one  patient  under 
restnunt,  and  ne  was  confined  in  his  cell  by  a  light  chain.  This 
was  a  despetate  maniac,  who  had  a  few  days  before  committed  a 
savage  murder  on  the  person  of  a  fellow-patient.  He  had  found, 
in  grubbing  up  the  gravel  of  One  of  the  court-yards,  the  blade  of 
an  old  knife,  which  he  contrived  to  fix  in  a  handle  of  wood,  and 
having  sharpened  it  for  his  purpose,  he  seised  upon  his  victim,  and 
in  the  middle  of  the  day,  in  the  presence  of  a  crowd  of  spectaton, 
Irid  htm  progtrate  at  his  feet,  with  twenty  mortal  gashes—^  the 
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least  a  ikalbto  nature*^'  AH  the  r9it  were  al. large,' takng«a« 
c^seui  the  courts,  or  roaming  about  the  galleries^  Ihe  nvin&wsof 
tybicb,  with  a  viefv  to  tbeir  amusameot,  were  made  to  commanti 
a  prospect  of  the  a<l|acent  road.  In  the  course  of  our  roand  we  ap* 
proached  tb^  bed  oi  an  old  man  who  was  languishing  in  the  lasl 
stageof  a  palsy.  He  addressed  Mr.^D"-  *  as  an  old  acquaint- 
^ce.  ^^  Why/'  said  Mr.  D  >  ,  ^^  you  donH  know  who  I  am«  do 
you? ' — ^^  Yes,  to  be  sure  I  do,^'  said  the  madman,  ^^  you  are  Mr. 

D .'^   Upon  inquiry,  it  was  discQ¥ered  that  this  man  bad  once 

a^n  Mr*  D — r>  about  five  and  tluity  years  htSonf  at  the  dd  Bed- 
lam Hospital.  Thus  it  seems  that  the  memory,  at  least,  may  re* 
npaiD  unimpaired  amidst  the  general  wrec^k  of  the  understanding. 
There  are  certain  wards  set  apart  for  the  reception  of  cfiminel 
lunatic^.  In  one  of  these  were  assembled  nine  persons,  evert  one 
of  whom  had  committed  murder;  and  it  required  no  little  tertian 
of  nerve  to  feel  at  ease  in  such  companv.  Amongst  this  class  old 
Peg  Nicholson  wasnointedout  to  us,  who  sometime  in  the  laal  een* 
tury  attempted  the  life  of  King  George  the  Third,  ^and  whose  s^ 
pearance,  pr  rather  apparition,  after  the  lapse  of  so  many  years, 
aeen^ed  like  a  resurrection  from  the  dead.  Here,  too,  kHaiieU, 
who  made  a  si^iilar  attempt  at  a  later  period;  and  here,  also,  are 
all  those  mischievous  maniacs,  whose  bif  tones  have  from  time  to 
time  served  to  fill  up  a  column  in  the  public  prints; — fram  thedia- 
appointed  lover,  who  fired  a  pistol  at  Miss  K^lly,  to  the  disanpoioit- 
W  half-pay  officer,  who  took  a  flijing  shot  at  Lord  Palm^rston. 
'  We  were  continually  assailed  with  petitions  f^  a  fiew  coppeo 
for  the  purchase  of  snuff  and  tobacco;  and  many  took  qa  aaide 
with  coherent  well-t^ld  tales  of  the  treacherous  devices  by  which 
they  had  been  trepan|»ed  into  a  placf  of  coafipement: — ^aome  of 
which  really  sounded  so  probable,  that  if  this  were  not  known  tobe 
the  commonest  of  delusions  that  prevail  in  these  cases,  it  would 
have  beei^  difficult  to  withhold  belief  from  such  very  circamslan- 
tial  details.^  We  had  an  example  of  the  ruling  passira,  strong  b 
madness  as  in  death,  in  the  reply  of  a  poor  dapcing-maater,  of 
whom  we  were  inquiring  whether  he  had  any  thing  to  comptaia 
of.  '^  (Complain  of  !^'  said  he,  ^^.  look  at  my  sboesP' — which  were 
certainly  not  of  that  light  fantastic  character  to  which  be  had  pro- 
bably been  accustomed  in  his  dancing-days.  We  were  mad 
struck,  too,  with  a  pretty  ioterestiog-looktng  girl  who  had  gone 
mad  for  love.  Her  hair  was  fi/Datiog.  loosely  abopt  her  shouldeiSi 
and  she  came  tripping  up  to  us,  hu^tnning  an  air,  and  sodden^ 
addressed  usr->'^  Did  you  know  Sam  Williams?— Ab!  he  srasa 
sweet  youth.  But  then,  do  you  know,  they  took  him  awaj  to  In- 
dia, and  there  Warren  Hastings  killed  him; — but  I  made  him 
pay  a  guinea  for  it,  that's  what  I  did  P*  And  then  bursting  out 
into  a  wild  hysterical  laugh,  she  tqmed  away,  and  nMi|  dT  in  ano- 
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tber  dircitimw  Amongil  the  iaeumbles  we  saw  a  poo^  crac&ed 
creatvre,  the  miaerable  victim  of  nenrosity.  Hia  fears  had  at  last 
driven  him  out  of  bis  wits,  and  be  was  at  this  time  a  prey  to  the 
strongest  paroi^sms  of  apprehension.  AH  day  long  he  was  crouch* 
ittg  down  and  trembling,  mider  an  idea  that  the  sky  ^as  about  to 
fall;  and  he  cried  out  to  us — ^*  Take  care!  Don't  jou  see  it  shake? 
Now  it  is  coming!"  There  was  another  man  who  fancied  himself 
in  the/amily  teoy,  and  was  under  terrible  alarm  with  the  notion 
that  be  was  just  about  to  be  brought  to-bed  of  a  black  boy.  In 
short,  it  would  be  endless  to  recount  aH  the  strange  and  ridiculous 
delusions  which  we  Ibund  possessing  the  distempered  brains  of  the 
inhabttaAts  d*  Bedlam,  and  ruling  them  witn  all  the  ftrce  of 
reality. 

if  there  was,#By  thing  in  the  management  of  this  asylum  to 
which  one  might  object,  it  is,  perhaps,  the  unnecessary  parade  of 
locks  and  keys,  and  bars  and  bolts  ;-^but  upon  the  whole,  we  were 
strongly  impressed  with  the  admirable  regulations  that  prevailed 
throughout,  and  of  the  occellent  efeets  of  kindness  and  concilia- 
tion in  mitigating  the  violence  of  this  dreadful  visitation.  The  ad- 
miratioa  we  felt  was  expressed  in  every  language  of  Europe,  by 
the  various  visitors  trom  different  countries,  who  had  recorded 
their  sentitdents  in  the  books  of  the  hospital.  I  select  one  by  way 
of  eiample,  from  the  pen  of  the  late  minuter  and  ambassador  of 
France. 

**  Cet  6stftUissement  ne  laisst  d'autres  veenx  A  former  que  ee« 
luide  voir  tontes  les  nniisons  de  la  meme  nature  en  Europe  ad- 
ministT^es  d'apr^  les  nemes  priaeipcs,  et  avee  les  memes  soins; 
et  je  eroirai  avoir  bien  aiMt6  de  mon  pays  et  de  rhnmanit^,  si 
je  pf(ui  eontnbuer  A  faire  suivro  en  Franee  les  r^glemens  en  les 
plans  de  Bethlehem  qa'a  bien  voula  me  promettre  de  me  com* 
mani(|uer  M.  le  Oouverneor,  &  qui  JViffre  I'ezpression  de  ma  re- 
epniioisanee,  eomme  ami  de  la  morale  et  de  rhamaaiti«^Dx 
Cazes. 

Having  concluded  our  survey,  we  were  glad  to  escape  from  this 
melancholy  scene.  We  had  seen  examples  of  almost  every  va- 
riety of  mental  derangement:  Religious  enthusiasts; — apolitical 
psoj<xtort;-^despairing  lovers; — hu^ands  frantic  for  the  hiss  of 
their  wives; — ^wives  for  (he  kiss  of  their  husbands;— ^^Mtrents  for 
the  loss  of  their  children.  One  only  modification  of  grief  seemed 
wanting, — there  were  no  filial  instances  of  the  same  jefiects  being 
produced  by  the  loss  of  parents.  In  reflecting  upon  this  fact,  how-' 
ever,  we  ought  rather  to  admire  the  wise  dispensation  of  Provi- 
dence in  thus  constructing  the  human  mind,  than  suppose  the 
younger  part  of  our  species  deficient  in  the  kindly  feelings  of  af- 
fection. In  the  natural  course  of  events  such  excessive  sensibility 
must  have  proved  a  constant  edurce  of  toistry.    Happily  it  has 
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been  ordered  otherwise:— ^iid  tbe  ^vadoning  that  Shakespeare  has 
pat  into  tbe  moath  of  the  hypocritical  kiae  of  Denmark,  has  its 
jost  and  reasonable  effect  on  the  mpst.sensitiye  mimiL 

— —  ••  The  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation  for  tome  term 
Performs  ofa«eqHious  torrow :  But  to  persevere 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  tmpiods  stubbornness;  'tts  unmanly  grief* 
Affd  shews  a  will  most  impious  to  Beaven.** 

What  an  awful  impression  does  the  contemplation  of  a  q>ectade 
like  Bedlam  leaye  upon  the  mind!  How  wonderfully,  and  yet  bow 
fearfully,  are  we  made!  There  is  no  part  of  the  myaferioos  sub- 
ject of  evil,  with  resspt^et  to  its  origin  and  purpose,  that  is  so  in- 
explicable as  this; — and  who  can  help  eiclaiming,  wky  is  it  that 
we  are  mad?  But  we  are  san^nnded  with  mysteries  on  eveiy  side, 
which  baflSe  our  inquiries,  and  the  result  of  all  our  boasted  know- 
ledge 

'*  Is  but  to  know  bow  little  can  be  knowA.** 

If  we  endeavour  to  push  our  conjectures  farther,  and  escape  froo 
the  narrow  circle  with  which  it  has  pleased  Heaven  to  cifeam* 
scribe  our  faculties,  the  attempt  always  ends  in  defeat  and  disap- 
pointment. We  have,  it  is  true,  a  glimmering  of  the  woitd  riwve 
us,  but  if  we  presume  to  imagine  we  can  break  the  bars  of  oar 
prison,  and  soar  into  these  forbidden  regions,  what  is  the  lesait? 
We  exhaust  our  stren^h  in  fruitless  eflforts; — ^like  an  imprisoned 
blue-bottle,  who,  seeing  the  light  without,  tries  to  escape  from 
die  confinement  of  a  room,  and  bangs  himself  with  piteons  viotence 
against  the  window,  humming  and  buzzing  with  increasoy  im- 
patience at  eveiy  successive  failure  of  his  h>pe8,  till  wearied  not 
at  last  he  sinks  down  into  a  comer,  sore  and  crest-fallea,  ttf  biood 
in  silence  over  his  own  ignorance  and  helplessness. 
'  October  1.  Letters  frotti  America, — ^which  sunmion  me  away. 
I  should  lament  my  departure  more  if  I  did  not  hope  soon  to  re- 
new my  intimacy  with  a  country  in  which  I  have  met  with  so 
much  hospitality  and  kindness.  It  is  indeed  lamentable  to  think 
that  two  nations  so  formed  by  nature  to  be  friendly  to  each  other, 
should  have  ever  been  at  enmity.  Let  us  hope  that  we  shall  both 
grow  wiser  as  we  grow  older.  Eirery  impulse  of  feelii^,  and 
every  consideration  of  interest  would  wem  to  bind  America  and 
England  together  by  the  firmest  ties  of  friendship:— <^  Those  then 
whom  God  hath  joined,  let  no  man  put  asunder!*' 


F^BTING. 

Toir  Seecy  cloud  that  veils  the  gentle  moon. 
My  Lelia!  seems  somekwer  lingering  there, 

Whom  destiny  hath  doomed  to  sever  soon 
From  all  it  loveS  in  heaven— thst  mbtress  ftir. 


''Mini3ofth€Ea9t.''  503 

And  nov  it  slowly  leavet  her,  flottbg  bright 

Through  the  soh  azure,  but  more  dim  appears 
As  farther  from  her  beams,  'till,  dark  as  night. 

The  joyless  cloud  dissolves  in  dewy  tears.— 
O!  Lelia,  we  must  part!  For  I  have  been. 

At  best,  a  cloud  upon  thy  happiness* 
Which  thou  hsst  rendered  bright  like  that  thou'st  seen; 

And  like  it  will  I  flee  in  dark  distress. 
To  free  thy  brow  from  sadness— for  'twill  be 
Clear  as  that  cloudless  moon,  when  I  have  pass'd  Irom  thee. 

C.L. 


SONNET. 

Q  sing  that  sweet  and  soothing  strain  again! 

Oft  in  the  quiet  night  it  comes  to  roe. 

And  memory  of  the  past,  and  home»  snd  thee» 
And  joys  long  gone  are  ever  in  its  train: 
Sweet  strains!  sweet  days!  if  there  be  hours  when  pain 

O'er  pleasure  sways,  your  joys  rememb'ring. 
Soon  can  my  heart  those  weaker  thougbu  restrain. 

And  nobler  musing  to  my  spirit  bring.— 
Kor  would  I  prize  the  uncertam  dawning  light 

Above  the  splendour  of  a  noon-day  sun; 
Nor  live  again  tlie  hours,  however  bright. 

And  full  of  joy,  as  when  my  life  begun 
If  my  famt  knowledge  of  the  just  and  true; 

And  good  and  holy>  must  desert  me  too.  £.  T. 


*  GEHlfAN   LITERATUEE. — THE  MINES   OF  THE  EAST.*" 

*•  Gottes  ist  der  Orient,  und  Gottes  ist  der  Occident, 
Er  leitet,  wen  er  will,  den  wahren  Pfad,"       JToroft.  //  Sutq. 

"*  The  contents  and  object  of  the  ^^  Mines  of  the  East^'  appear  to 
us  so  interesting,  tliat  we  cannot  withhold  from  our  readers  the 
following  sketch  of  the  nature  of  the  work. — In  the  middle  ages, 
when  Asia,  by  the  conquests  of  the  ^f^bians  in  Spain,  burst  into 
Europe,  and  Europe  into  Asia^  by  the  expedition  of  the  Crusaders 
to  Palestine,  the  genius  of  the  East  first  began  to  disperse  the  mists 
of  Gothic  baibarity,  and  to  diffuse  its  genial  breath  over  the  rough- 
er spirit  of  northern  climes.  The  15th  century  witaessed  both 
the  extirpation  of  the  Arabians  from  Spain,  and  the  fall  of  Gre- 
cian donunion  in  Constantinople.  From  this  period  the  study  of 
Oriental  literature  may  be  said  to  have  taken  birth.  Its  utility  in 
advancing  history,  general  knowledge,  and  the  cultivation  of  the 
human  mind,  in  short,  its  intrinsic  worth,  became  universally  re- 
cognized. England,  Holland,  France,  Italy,  Spain,  and  Germa- 
ny, have  each  contended  for  the  palm  in  this  branch  of  learning; 
not  to  mention  the  progress  that  has  been,  and  still  continues  to  be 
made  in  the  Ottoman  empire  itself,  by  means  of  libraries,  literary 
societies,  academies,  and  printing-offices. 

*  Fundgraben  des  Orients,    Ifolio,  Yieuna,  1SG9— 18. 
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Notwithstanding  its  importance,  and  the  oMnifgld  eibrU  lean- 
ed men  have  devoted  to  this  study,  it  is  far  from  being  so  general 
as  could  be  wished.  Oar  perfection  in  it  can  by  no  means  com- 
pare with  that  we  have  attained  in  Latin  and  Greek.  This  is  oe^ 
casioned,  len  perhaps  by  the  repulsive  difficulties  it  presents,  than 
by  the  total  wut  of  such  aid  and  facilities  as  might  encourage  ma- 
ny to  attempt  it.  It  is  expensive  on  account  of  the  sacrifices  H 
requiresbothof  money  and  time:  thus  the  manuscripts  are  to  most 
pecqilc  unattainable,  and  the  multiplying  of  these  pieces  of  liters 
ture,  either  by  printing  or  copying,  would  by  no  means  indeomify 
the  expenses  of  the  bookseller,  still  less  the  labour  of  a  transcri* 
ber,  wno  looks  for  daily  sustenance  to  the  produce  of  his  work. 
The  learned  who  have  it  in  their  power  to  devote  themselves  to  this 
species  of  knowledge,  are  few,  and  still  fewer  the  rich  who  are  itt« 
ciined  to  esteem  and  patronise  it,  in  preference  to  all  odiers.  Ma- 
ny useful  works,  which,  but  for  these  reasons,  would  have  issued 
from  the  first  Orientalists,  have  either  remained  at  a  stand,  or  ne- 
ver been  undertaken.  Periodical  productions  especially,  which, 
being  commercial  speculations,  were  least  capable  of  sustaining 
themselves,  soon  failed  in  the  trial.  Such  was  the  fate  of  KZo- 
protK^s  j^riotie  Magazine^  in  Germany,  abandoned  at  the  expira- 
tion of  its  first  year;  and  even  in  England,  where  Oriental  litera- 
ture meets,  in  general,  with  so  much  encouragement,  (hudefs 
C6Uecti€n$  have  been  discontinaed. 

To  make  up  for  this  scarcity  of  learned  men  who,  nnrecompcai- 
ed,  might  have  leisure  for  such  an  undertakings  and  for  this  want 
of  patrons  with  an  inclination  to  recompense,  a  society  of  amatenn 
and  connoisseurs  assembled  at  Vienna  in  1809,  determined  on  in- 
stituting^  priodical  work,  under  the  above  title  of  ^  Fondgm- 
ben  des  Orients,"  or  ^^  Mines  of  the  East.'^  This  enterprise  was 
unconnect^'with  all  idea  of  pecuniary  emolument;  the  only  ad- 
vantage the  contributors  proposed  to  themselves,  being  the  honour 
of  extending  the  sphere  of  Oriental  literature,  and  receiving  the 
thanks  due  to  their  exertions.  Count  Weaezlaus  von  Rxewusky^ 
a  Polish  Nobleman  of  the  highest  distinction,  himselfa  profooM 
Orientalist,  became  at  once  responsible  for  the  expenses,  which 
the  sale  of  the  work  was  at  first  far  from  covering;  at  the  same 
time  undertaking,  if  the  costs  were  eventually  realized,  to  advance 
an  equal  sum  in  the  promotion  oF  other  pursuits  of  similar  tenden- 
cy. The  principal  contributor,  and  indeed  editor  of  the  whole,  is 
Joseph  Hammer,  who,  after  fulfilling  a  long  series  of  arduous  <fi- 
ploroatic  duties  in  Asia,  is  now  settled  at  Vienna,  where  he  is  heU 
to  be  the  first  Orientalist  in  the  empire. 

No  city  on  earth  could  be  better  qualified  for  the  site  of  such 
an  enterprise  than  Vienna.    Besides  the  rich  collection  of  MSS. 
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belonging  to  Count  Rz&wusky,  who  bought  the  inestimable  ra- 
rities of  the  late  Messrs.  Jenisch  and  Wallenburg,  it  has  at  its 
command  the  numberless  treasures  of  the  Imperial  Library, 
Then  its  geographical  position,  its  political  neighbourhood  to 
the  west,  its  facility  of  communication  with  Constantinople,  the 
staple-town  of  the  East,  where  several  correspondents  reside, 
with  free  access  to  the  libraries  of  Aboulhamid  and  Ragibpas- 
cha,  and  several  private  collections;  all  these  circumstances  seem 
to  have  marked  out  Vienna  as  the  centre  of  easten  and  western 
literary  negotiation. 

This  work  embraces  all  that  either  comes  from,  or  relates  to, 
the  East ;  translations  from  the  Oriental  tongues,  essays,  re- 
marks, extracts,  notices,  descriptions,  sketches  and  projects  of 
every  species,  in  all  the  most  current  languages  of  Europe ;  for 
although,  most  of  the  members  of  the  society  being  Germans, 
the  principal  part  of  the  articles  are  written  in  their  mother 
tongue,  yet  as  a  knowledge  of  the  Oriental  naturally  presuppo- 
ses that  of  the  European  languages,  a  vast  number  of  commu- 
nications have  been  received  in  French,  Italian,  English, .  Spa- 
nish, Latin,  and  Romaic.  The  object,  in  admitting  this  mix- 
ture of  tongues,  was  the  advantage  it  procured,  of  being  able  to 
reckon  on  contributors  in  every  part  of  Europe  and  Asia :  thus, 
though  contenting  themselves  with  the  humble  appellation  of  a 
Society  of  Amateurs,  the  pages  of  their  work  are  enriched  by 
the  names  of  the  most  celebrated  Orientalists  that  exist,  who, 
animated  by  the  spirit  of  a  disinterested  love  of  knowledge, 
voluntarily  contributed  their  labours.  But,  what  above  all  in- 
sured the  success  of  the  imdertaking,  was  the  inexhaustible 
source  offered  to  the  society,  through  numberless  direct  commu- 
nications with  the  East.  From  the  very  opening  of  the  work 
they  received  uninterrupted  intelligence,  not  only  from  Con- 
stantinople, and  all  the  ports  of  the  Levant,  but  from  Persia, 
Syria,  and  Egypt; — connexions  were  afterwards  formed  with 
Barbary,  Tartary,  Arabia,  Morocco,  China,  and  India;  so  that 
their  publication  became  a  sort  of  point  de  riunion  for  the  ama- 
teurs of  Oriental  literature,  not  only  in  every  part  of  Europe,  but 
in  Asia,  where  the  fruits  of  so  many  valuable  researches  lie 
buried  merely  for  want  of  the  means  of  communication. 

The  grand  oWect  in  view  was  the  pointing  out  to  the  West, 
the  progress  of  Oriental  studies  towards  perfection,  thus  realiz- 
ing the  spirit  of  the  motto, 

<<  God's  is  the  East,  and  God's  is  the  West, 
He  guides  whom  he  pleases  in  the  true  path.'* 
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With  this  intention,  all  relating  in  the  .East  to  the  West,  and 
in  the  West  to  the  East,  is  here  collected,  and  every  effort 
made  for  bringing  to  light,  from  hitherto  unworked  mines, 
such  treasures  as  may  conduce  to  the  knowledge  and  improve- 
ment of  mankind.  Philology,  eloquence,  poetry,  moral  philo- 
sophy, physics,  mathemsitics,  medicine,  jurisprudence,  geogra- 
phy, history,  together  with  their  sister-sciences,  numismatics, 
statistics,  topography,  and  bibliography,  all  find  their  places. 
Notices  of  every  country,  people,  art,  and  science,  of  the  East 
have  been  eagerly  sought  after:  pains  have  been  taken  to  ren- 
der several  precious  and  hidden  works  either  more  known  by 
remarks,  or  more  generally  useful  by  a  partial  transladon  of 
extracts.  In  a  word,  nc  pains  have  been  spared  to  discover 
and  bring  to  light  new  veins  of  truth,  excellence,  and  beauty, 
which  are  here  presented  as  the  unadulterated  product  of  the 
mines,  purified  from  the  heterogenous  matter,  which  even  the 
richest  of  all  ores  is  found  to  contain* 

The  first  number  of  the  ^^  Mines  of  the  East^'  came  out  in 
1809.  It  was  originally  intended  as  a  quarterly  publication, 
but,  owing  to  several  accidents,  some  irregularity  took  place, 
and  four  Numbers  only  were  published  in  the  first  two  years, 
^ach  containing  from  100  to  120  pages.  From  that  period  to 
the  present  time,  but  twenty-four  numbers  have  appeared. 
Having  said  dius  much,  by  way  of  introducing  our  readers  to 
the  nature  of  the  work  in  question,  we  shall  now  proceed  to 
a  specimen  of  its  contents,  and  trust  we  shall  have  it  in  our 
power  to  present  them,  at  a  future  time,  with  extracts  of  such 
parts  as  may  afford  both  instruction  and  amusement. 


ABABIC  VEBSES 

Addressed  to  his  Majesty  Mipoleon  Bonaparte,  Emperor  of  Frauct 
and  l^ng  of  Italy,  on  the  occasion  of  his  Marriage  with  her 
Imperial  Highness,  Maria-Louisa,  ,irchduchess  ofJastriaJ*   3y 


Michel  Sabbag.  | 

^^  August  prince,  whom  Heaven  has  ^ven  us  for  our  sove- 
reign, and  who  holds  among  the  most  fortimate  of  monaichs, 
the  same  rank  as  the  diadem  on  the  heads  of  kings. 


*  We  hkve  been  led  to  select  tlus  piece,  partly  because  our  fimita,  on  the 
present  occasion,  do  not  admit  of  a  longer  one;  but  ddefly  on  apcoonl  of  the 
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**  Thou  hast  aJttained  the  summit  of  all  happiness,  and,  by  thy 
unshaken  constancy,  hast  arrived  at  a  glory,  of  which  the  humw 
intellect  can  with  difficulty  conceive ! 

^  Thou  hast  stamped  on  the  forehead  of  time,  the  memory  of 
thy  numberless  e]q)loits,  in  characters  of  light,  eveiy  one  of  which 
suffices  to  illuminate  with  its  dazzling  rays  the  whole  extent  of 
the  universe! 

^'  Who  can  resist  him,  whom  the  assistance  of  Heaven  never 
abandons,  who  has  victory  for  his  guide,  and  whose  steps  are 
directed  by  God? 

^'  Fortune,  in  each  century  has  produced  a  hero  who  was  the 
pearl  of  his  age;  amid  these  mighty  ones,  thou  shinest  like  a 
cosdy  diamond  in  a  necklace  of  inestimable  price.  . 

*'  The  meanest  of  thy  subjects,  wherever  he  may  reside,  is  the 
object  of  uaiver^  homage ;  he  partakes  of  thy  glory,  whose 
lustre  is  reflected  on  hinu 

"  In  thee  every  virtue  is  united;  but  the  justice  which  rules 
all  thy  actions,  would  alone  suffice  to  immortalize  thy  name. 

^<  Didst  thou  not  sprinkle  the  scorching  sands  of  the  desert 
with  the  milk  that  was  offered  thee,  fearing  to  commit  a  crime 
in  moistening  thy  parched  tongue,  as  long  as  thy  brave  soldiers 
remained  a  prey  to  their  burning  thirst  ? 

^^  Now,  perhaps,  the  Briton  will  at  last  perceive  his  folly  in 


late  event  at  St.  Helena,  which  renders  it  peculiariy  striking.  We  leave  the 
reader  to  his  own  reflections  thereon,  be^^g  him  only  to  keep  in  mind,  that 
the  present  is  not  an  imaginary  composition,  but  the  literal  translation  of  a 
poem,  actually  put  into  the  hands  of  the  strangely-fated  being  to  whom  it  is 
addressed. 
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opposing  the  wisdom  of  thy  projects,  in  strugg^g  against  thr 
fortune. 

<^  May  this  new  alliance  propitiate  thy  vows,  and  those  we 
offer  up  for  thy  happiness !  May  it  produce  thee  a  son,  in  whom 
thy  image  shall  live,  and  who  shall  perpetuate  the  glory  of  thy 
name! 

^^  No!  The  daughter  of  Darius  is  not  to  be  compared  widi 
Louisa,  thy  spouse;  nor  the  glor)^  of  Alexander  to  that  which 
thy  deeds  have  acquired  thee ! 

^^  How  many  heroic  names  have  lost  their  lustre,  and  sunk 
into  oblivion,  since  the  prodigies  of  thy  might  began  to  cflBu:e 
the  remembrance  of  their  actions ! 

^^  Blessed  the  epoch  that  unites  so  august  a  pair!  The  last 
of  my  verses,  by  a  wise  combination,  shall  preserve  its  memo- 
ry.* Year  that  art  the  joy  and  the  triumph  of  France,  diy 
century  shall  rejoice  to  have  witnessed  the  juncdon  of  the  sun 
and  the  lion  !"t 


some  have  one  or  moM 

tittles  over  them ;  others  have  none.  By  adding  together  the  ainoanta  of  the 
tittled  letters  in  the  last  verse,  the  result  is  the  mum>er  1810.  The  same  pro- 
duct is  obtained  by  adding  together  the  amounts  of  all  the  untittled  fetters  in 
the  same  verse. 

f  This  idea  is  much  juster  in  the  original,  as  the  Arabic  word  for  sun  is  of 
the  feminine  gender. 


t) 
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«o.  in. 

—  Wat  choose 
To  ride  upon  the  winds ;  or  spoK  wiUi  elves 
In  grove  or  valley  wild,  on  primrose  beds  $ 
With  dwarfs  to  parley  by  the  moonlight  p«le ; 
Or  share  the  mountain  monarch'srevelry  f 

We  have  not  yet  finished  our  excursion  intothe  Hartz:  but  lest 
our  readers  should  think  we  make  too  lon^  a  stay  there,  and  should 
imagine  that  we  intend  to  bestow  a  proportionate  attention  on  other 
districts,  we  beg  leave  to  assure  them  that  we  propose,  at  any  rate 
for  the  present,  to  limit  our  view  of  local  traditions  to  the  wud  re- 
|;ion8  with  which  we  commenced.  We  have  only  taken  this  spot 
as  exhibiting  a  specimen  of  the  variety  and  copiousness  of  these 
popular  tales  (where  no  violent  convulsions  have  intervened  to 
oreak  the  chain  of  their  correspondence  with  those  great  historic 
changes  in  society,  reliffion,  ana  government,  which  have  succes- 
sively taken  place),  ana  as  evincing  the  length  of  ti^e  to  which 
they  may  be  almost  orally  preserved  when  thus  connected  with  the 
geograpnioal  nomenclature  of  the  country.  We  shall  endeavour  to 
Inisn  our  historical  series  of  these  traditions  in  the  present  num- 
ber, and  shall  then  turn  our  attention  to  some  of  the  other  depart- 
ments of  popular  literature. 

King  Laurin,  and  the  endless  tales  of  contests  between  rival 
races  of  disproportionate  dimensions,  were  noticed  in  our  last  His 
dwarfish  Majesty's  adventures,  as  told  in  <*  the  Little  Garden  of 
Roses,"  form  by  far  the  most  sprightly  and  poetic  portion'  of  the 
Heldenbuch.  We  should  like  to  see,  and  may  perhaps  attempt  a 
translation  of  the  whole,  or  at  least  select  portions  or  it  It  is  of 
very  reasoQable  dimensions,  and  from  its  lively  and  graceful  de- 
scriptions, and  its  chivalrous  fairy-like  tone,  would  be  a  favourable 
specimen  to  select  of  the  curious  and  venerable  class  of  romances 
to  which  it  belongs.  We  have  now  to  inquire,  whether  or  not  there 
are  more  coincioences  between  the  traditions  of  these  romances 
and  the  ruder  prose  narratives  of  the  peasantry  of  the  forest 

The  Kyffhaus  mountain  is  the  great  scene  of  those  enchantments, 
from  the  crude  tradition  of  ^hich  Peter  Claus  appears  to  have  been 
framed  by  a  comparatively  modem  fancy,  for  the  plot  of  that  tale 
coincides  in  the  effect  of  the  supernatural  agency,  without  any  al- 
lusion to  the  personages  to  whose  history  it  ^longs,  and  who  alone 
make  the  story  intelligible.  The  burden  of  all  the  traditions  relat- 
ing to  this  spot  is,  that  the  mountain  is  the  depository  of  some  great 
and  inexhaustible  treasure,  and  of  course  that  it  is  peopled  with 
guardian  beings  capable  of  protecting  their  trust,  and  rewarding 
tiieir  favourites  with  occasional  bounty  from  the  store.  Over  the 
whole  there  is  a  great' presiding  genius,  who  is  in  most  of  the  tales 
known  by  the  title  of  tiie  Emperor  Frederick.  When  we  consider 
the  great  fame  of  the  Emperor  Rothbart,  or  Barbarossa,  it  is  not 
wonderful  that  he  should  be  the  Frederick  selected  for  the  honour- 
able post  The  beard  itself,  therefore,  is  usually  added  to  complete 
Vol,  n.  No.  12.— 1821.  4  D 
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the  identification  with  the  great  and  popular  monarch  who  met  hid 
death  in  the  holy  cause.  In  his  gorgeous  palace  in  the  vaults  of  the 
mountain,  glittering  with  precious  stones  and  metals,  he  is  pictured 
as  holdingnis  enchanted  court,  surrounded  bj  the  pomp  ofthe  em- 
pire, and  attended  bj  a  rojal  princess  his  daughter,  while  hosts  of 
dwarfs  minister  to  him.  He  is  sometimes  found  wandering  even 
to  the  exterior  of  the  mountain,  but  generally  he  reposes  with  his 
fplendid  golden  crown  upon  his  head,  slumbering  in  a  deep  trance 
on  the  royal  throne.  Before  him  is  placed  a  marble  table,  against 
which  he  reclines,  his  red  beard  flowins  to  his  feet,  occasionally 
raising  his  eyelids  as  if  stru^ling  with  the  overpowering  weight  of 
sleep,  and  tnen,  as  if  wearied  witn  the  exertion,  exclaiming, "  Now 
will  I  sleep  yet  another  hundred  years.''  In  after-ages  he  is  fated 
to  reappear  on  earth ;  and  in  token  of  a  renovated  order  of  things, 
will  hang  his  shield  upon  a  withered  tree,  that  will  forthwith  sprout. 
He  will  restore  peace  to  Christendom,  and  pass  over  the  seas  to 
the  final  deliverance  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre. 

The  reisn  of  Frederick,  tlie  great  founder  of  the  fortunes  ofthe 
House  of  Suabia,  was  the  commencement  of  a  splendid  ffira  in  the 
early  literature  of  Germany.  All  its  prince^  were  lovers  of  song; 
most  of  them  were  successful  courters  of  the  Muse,  and  their  patron- 
age and  example  roused  and  formed  that  school  of  Northern  Trou- 
badours, who  yield  in  no  respect  to  the  fame  of  their  Southern  bre- 
thren. The  tradition,  therefore,  very  naturally  considers  the  taste 
for  song  as  yet  animating  and  reviving  the  drowsy  faculties  of  the 
enchanted  Emperor.  Accordingly  most  of  those  who  have  been 
from  time  to  time  honoured  with  an  introduction  to  the  Imperial 

I  presence,  have  been  indebted  for  it  to  their  poetical  or  musical  abi- 
ifies,  and  generally  through  the  agency  of  one  of  the  attendant 
dwarfs.  ^  We  shall  translate  one  tale  of  this  description : — 

**  In  his  enchanted  state  the  Emperor  yet  loves  mu«ic ;  and  many 
a  shepherd  who  has  tuned  his  pipe  upon  the  mountain^  has  been  in- 
*  vited,  in  return,  to  his  presence,  and  sent  away  with  rich  presents.  - 
This  became,  at  length,  well  known,  and  a  company  of  musicians 
resolved  to  entertain  the  monarch  with  a  complete  concert  Ac- 
cordingly, in  the  midst  of  a  gloomy  night,  they  arose,  and  as  the 
clock  of  Tilleda  struck  twelve,  they  began  their  music. 

**  Hardly  bad  the  band  struck  up,  when  the  Princess  appeared, 
and  invited  them  by  gestures  to  follow  her.  The  mountain  opened^ 
and  in  they  all  went,  playing  in  full  concert.  Meat  and  drink  were 
provided  in  plenty,  and  the  choristers  of  course  played  their  part 
So  far  so  good ;  but  they  felt  a  strong  desire  for  the  rich  and  beau- 
tiful diamonds  which  lay  aroiind  them.  No  one,  however,  offered 
them  any.  Not  very  well  pleased  at  this,  they  broke  off  as  soon 
as  morning  dawned,  thinking,  of  course,  tliey  should  have  some 
drink-money  at  parting.  The  Emperor  bowed  to  them  in  a  lordly 
but  friendly  manner,  and  his  daughter  only  gave  each  of  them  a 
green  bough. 

•'  They  all  took  the  boughs  out  of  respect  to  the  company  they 
were  in,  but  as  soon  as  they  reached  the  open  air,  they  threw  them 
away,  and  cracked  their  jokes  at  the  imperial  generosity— only 
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one  took  care  of  his  bough  as  a  token  of  the  frolk.  When  he  reach* 
ed  home  he  showed  it,  fauehing,  to  his  wife ;  but  bekdd,  when  iliey 
looked  at  it,  all  the  leavesliad  turned  into  goiden  ten^doUar  pieces^ 
Away  ran  the  others  back  to  the  mountain  to  look  fm  their  boughs; 
but  it  was  too  late<— *they  Were  gone." 

The  tale  of  mountain  enchantment  is  usually  the  same  in  all  es* 
sential  particulars,  but  the  Emperor  Frederick*" is  n^t  always  the 
hero  of  it.  The  Emperor  Charles  (sometimes  Charlemagne,  and 
sometimes,  probably,  Charles  IV.)  is  often  placed  in  the  same  pre- 
dicament in  one  instance  Henry  VI.  occupies  the  throne ;  and 
even  the  prophet  Jonas  has,  we  believe,  been  raised  to  a  similar 
dignity,  and  decorated  with  the  everlasting  beard.     . 

sometimes,  however,  we  find  a  monk  occupying  a  conspicuous 
station  in  the  guardianship  of  the  mountain ;  at  one  time  as  a  sort 
of  master  of  the  ceremonies  to  the  Emperor,  at  others  alone  and  in- 
dependent, as  in  die  story  of  the  punishment  of  the  Vintner  of  Til* 
leaa,  which  is,  however,  of  comparatively  moder^  origin. 

«  A  good  citizen  of  Tilleda,  at  the  christenina  of  one  of  his  chil- 
dren, miding  bis  wine  indifferent,  tM  his  elder  daughter  Ilsabel,  in 
jest,  that  she  might  find  better  in  the  cellar  of  the  Old  Knights  of 
the  Kyffhauser.  Ilsabel,  takine  hi»  at  his  word,  set  oif,  and  by  a 
little  friendly  assistance,  found  ner  vray  to  the  reoeisesof  the  moun- 
tain, and  actually  made  free  with  the  storen  of  theanciest  lovera  of 
hospitality,  whicn  were,  of  cottrse,  of  most  estcellent  quality.  Her 
bther  and  she  kept  their  own  counsel ;  but  a»  tiatner  who  hved  op- 
posite watched  the  girl  to  the  cellar,  and  found  out  the  secret 
Knowing'that  the  commodity  which  he  sold  under  tiie  name  of  wine 
would  be  considerably  improved  by  the  admixture  of  the  produce  of 
a  good  cellari  he  next  evening  betook  himself  to  the  mouataio  with 
the  largest  cask  he  could  find,  mtaning  to  repeat  Ihe  same  visit 
every  night* 

**  As  he  reached  the  spot  where,  the  day  befoi'e,  he  had  marked 
the  entrance  to  the  cellar,  a  horrible  darkness  sudd^y  spread 

*  In  answer  to  Y.'s  observations  in  the  10th  Number  of  this  worit,  the  writer 
confesses  ^though  he  does  not  think  that  his  citation  rendevs  the  confession  ne** 
cessaiy ),  mat  he  had  overlooked  what  Y.  caJls  the  "  qmdnt"  admission  in  "  The 
Sketeh-book,"  Aat  the  tale  alluded  to  *•  was  suggested  by  a  little  German  sa- 
perBtition  about  the  Empetor  des  Rothbart  and  the  Rypphauser  mountain'.'' 
Whether  the  reference  he  **auain1^"  or  entitled  to  any  other  epithet^  be  will 
not  inquire ;  but  he  still  thinks  Peter  Chuis  copied  *'  without  phtpef  acknow- 
ledgment; and  the  reference  given  to  "the  litUe  German  superstition  about 
the  Emperor  der  Rothbart,**  now  showft  the  author  to  have  been  acquainted 
witli  the  book  winch  contains  not  only  that  superstition,  but  the  tale  fh)m  which 
he  has  so  largely  borrowed,  and  in  which  the  Bm^ierorhas  no  more  paH  than 
any  other  of  the  many  magical  persons  whom  tradition  sends  to  haunt  the  spot. 
At  the  same  time,  the  beauty,  and  In  many  respects  jgreact  originality  of  Rip  Van 
Winkle  is  by  no  means  sought  to  be  depreciated.  The  writer  will  be  always 
happy  to  see  similar  superstructures  raised  upon  such  foundations. 

The  insensible  effluxion  of  time  by  removal,  for  an  apparently  momentai^ 
space,  into  scenes  of  enchantment,  is  a  favourite  German  incident,  and  suscepti- 
ble of  §pt:at  intei-est  and  beauty  of  effect,  as  "  The  Sketch-book"  allows.  ▲ 
curious  nistance  of  its  application  to  Christian  superstition  occurs  in  the  old 
ballad  of  "  The  Daughter  of  the  Commandant  of  Gross-Wardcin,  in  Hungar}'," 
in  Bitschlng's  "  VollS-Sagcn." 
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around  him.  The  wind  blew  tremendously ;  it  howIiHi  among  the 
rocks,  and  a  whirlwind  hurled  him,  with  his  cart  and  cask,  from  pre- 
cipice to  precipice,  till  at  length  he  found  himself  in  what  appeared 
to  be  a  burial-vault. 

'<  On  a  sudden,  before  him  passed  slowly  a  funeral  procession. 
He  gazed  wildly  upon  the  sable  train — ^it  was  followed  by  his  own 
wife  and  by  some  of  his  neighbours,  whom  he  easily  recognised. 
Terror  seized  him,  and  he  felt  senseless  to  the  ground. 

"  The  vision  passed,  and  after  a  while  he  recovered,  saw  himself 
atill  in  a  vault  K&indy  lighted  bv  a  glimmering  lamp,  and  heard  the 
well-known  bell  of  Tilleda  strike  twelve  o'clock  immediately  over 
where  he  lay.  Several  hours  then  had  passed  unconsciously,  and 
bv  some  means  he  was  immured  in  the  burying-place  under  the 
church  of  his  native  village*  More  dead  than  alive,  he  dared  scarce- 
ly breathe,  when  a  monk  entered,  took  him  in  his  arms,  carried  him 
up  a  long  flight  of  steps,  opened  a  door,  put  some  gold  into  his  hand, 
and  left  nim  l^ng  on  the  mountain. 

^  It  was  an  icy  cold  night,  and  the  vintner  could  barely  crawl 
home.  The  clock  struck  one  as  he  reached  his  door.  He  took  to 
his  bed,  and  in  three  days  was  dead.  The  gold  which  the  enchanted 
monk  had  given  him  paid  the  cost, of  his  funeral.^' 

But  if  we  seek  for  some  sort  of  historical  basis  to  these  tales  of 
such  ancient  date  and  uniform  turn  of  plot,  we  must  ask,  how  comes 
the  Emperor  Frederick,  a  Suabiaa  prince,  having  no  particular  con- 
nexion with  this  part  of  Germany,  over  which  his  sovereignty  was 
but  nominal,  to  be  placed  with  his  friend  and  associate  the  monk  in 
this  state  of  high  veneration  in  the  Hartz  forest  ?  Busching  is  in- 
clined to  date  Sie  origin  of  these  traditions  much  earlier  than  the 
age  of  the  Emperor ;  and  of  this  they  bear  strong  internal  evidence. 
Tne  enchantea  residence  of  kings  and  heroes  in  mountains  and 
forest  fastnesses,  after  their  removal  from  active  life,  is,  as  he  ob- 
serves, of  the  very  highest  antiquity.  Dietrich  (spelt  often  Tiederic), 
one  of  the  great  heroes  of  northern  romance,  is  said  not  to  have 
died,  but  to  have  gone  forth  under  the  guidance  of  one  of  diose 
•dwarfs,  with  whom  so  many  of  his  exploits  are  connected,  and  never 
to  have  returned.  The  names  are  easily  convertible;  and  is  it  not 
mare  likely  that  the  traditionary  hero  of  the  Hartz  should  have  been 
Dietrich  than  the  Emperor  Frederick,  when  the  scene  of  action  and 
almost  all  the  leading  features  of  the  story  evidently  belong  to  the 
Heldenbuch  class  of  romances  ? 

Who  then  is  his  associate — ^(he  monk  P  May  he  not  be  Ilsan,  the 
traditionary  fellow  warrior  of  Dietrich,  to  whom,  somehow  or  other, 
the  anachronous  epithet  of  monk  is  given  by  "  The  Rose-earden  at 
Worms,"  another  romance,  which  forms  part  of  the  Helaenbuch } 
Repeated  traces  of  his  name  are  found  in  the  Hartz,  such  as  Use, 
Ilsung,  Ilscn,or  Isen-stein  (a  name  which  occurs  in  the  Niebelungen- 
hid)  and  llsenbuig  ^or  Eisenburg,  as  it  is  called  in  the  Heldenbuch}, 
near  Wemigerode,  nis  reputed  residence,  afterwards  a  monastery  of 
that  name.  Ilsan  occupies  a  high  station  in  the  Wiikina  and  Niflun- 
ga  Saga,  where  he  appears  as  a  powerful  prince  ruling  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood, and  one  or  the  companions  of  Dietrich,  perhaps  zealous 
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in  the  observance  of  the  Pagan  religious  rites  of  his  ase,  an^there- 
fore,  by  the  usual  confusion  of  the  Christian  remodeUers  of  these 
tales,  metamorphosed  into  a  monk* 

In  this  capacity  he  is,  in  "  The  Garden  of  Roses  at  Worms," 
placed  in  tho.  Abbey  of  Isen^burg.  The  haughty  princess  Crimhilt, 
the  owner  of  the  garden,  challenges  Dietrich  and  his  companions 
to  combat  with  her  warriors  who  |;uarded  it,  under  the  command  of 
the  giant  Stauden-fuss,  and  promises  that  the  conqueror  should  re- 
ceive, as  a  trophy,  a  kiss,  ana  a  chaplet  of  the  Roses.  Dietrich  ac- 
cepts the  challenge,  and  calls,  among  others,  on  Ilsan  to  accompany 
him,  which  he  readily  agrees  to  do,  promising  to  bring  back  to  eacn 
of  the  fifty-two  monks  who  hated  tneir  warlike  brouier,  a  chaplet 
of  roses.  In  this  expedition  Ilstfn  is  wofully  degraded  from  the  hijgh 
estate  in  which  other  accounts  place  him,  ana  becomes  the  Friar 
Tuck  of  the  party.    He  first  accepts  the  challenge  of  the  giaat ; 

Among  the  roses  there  so  ny- 

Leaped  forth  the  grisly  Monk, 
The  ladies  laugh'd  to  see  his  beard 

And  fiice  so  lean  and  shrunk. 

As  on  with  angry  step  he  trod 

Along  the  flowery  green, 
Fall  many  a  maiden  laiighcd  loud. 

And  many  a  knight  I  ween. 

And  out  then  lady  Crimhilt  spoke. 

Oh  Father,  leave  thine  ire ;  ^  t^/ 

Go  borne,  and  with  thy  brothers  chaunt  u.i  U^* 

Thy  matins  in  the  choir. 

'*  Nay,  gentle  lady !"  cried  the  monk, 

"  Briffht  roses  must  I  have. 
To  deck  this  dusky  cowl  of  mine. 

With  chaplet  gay  and  brave." 

And  loudly  laugh'd  tfa»  giant  too. 

To  see  his  beard  so  rough; 
"And  should  I  lauffh  till  morrow's  dusk, 

I  had  not  laugh'd  enough ; 

Say,  hath  the  warlike  Kemp  of  Bern 

Sent  forth  his  fool  to  fight  ?" 
«  Giant,  take  heed,  thy  hide  shall  feel 

That  I  have  wiu  aright.*' 

The  monk,  having  at  leneth  triumphed  over  fifty-two  warriors; 
exacts  the  full  pendty  of  fifty-two  kisses  and  fifty-two  chaplets 
trom  the  proud  princess  who  made  mirth  of  him. 

And  when  Crimhilt  the  Queen 

Gave  the  kisses  fift>^-two. 
With  his  rough  and  grisly  beard 

Full  sore  he  made  her  rue. 

The  party  then  separates,  and  Ilsan  returns  to  his  convent,  and 
forces  his  envious  brethren,  not  only  to  wear  the  trophies  of  bis 
valour,  but  to  set  lustily  to  work  to  relieve  him  of  the  burden  of  his 
sins. 
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A  few  there  were  v/ho  would  not  pray 

For  brother  Ikaii's  soul. 
So  straight  their  beards  together  be  tjed» 

And  hung  them  on  a  pole. 

If  we  are  asked,  what  is  the  treasure  which  these  confedentte 
Worthies  ?aard  within  the  mountain,  it  will,  we  conclude,  be  wisest 
to  refer  uie  inquirer  to  the  treasures  about  which  the  heroes  of 
the  Niebelungen  are  so  busy. 

This  is  our  theory  of  the  origin  of  the  Kjffhauser  tradition ;  and 
we  must  beg  the  same  indulgence  for  it  that  all  theories  have  from 
time  immemorial  been  considered  entitled  to.  It  is  perhaps  as 
cood  as  many  which  have  been  started  on  equally  important  sub- 
jects, of  the  reputation  of  which  the  authors  have  been  more  jealous 
than  we  shall  be  of  ours. 

There  is  another  and  a  surer  period  of  history,  though  one  in- 
volved in  almost  as  much  obscurity  of  detail,  to  which  some  of  the 
Hartz  tales  relate ;  we  mean  those  which  concern  the  ancient  Saxon 
mythology,  whose  altars  the  arms  of  Charles  Martel,  seconded  b^ 
the  nious  exertions  of  the  English  Winfred  (afterwards  Saint  Bom- 
face)  replaced  by  Christian  sujperstitions,  which  have  in  their  turn, 
too,  given  way  to  a  more  enliffhtened  system  of  religion.  Some  of 
these  stories  are  remarkably  characteristic  of  the  kind  of  conversion 
wrought  among  a  half  civilized  people  by  a  conquering  army.  Con- 
viction of  the  inferiority  of  the  ejected  deity  to  that  of  the  victor 
was  doubtless  produced  by  the  most  persuasive  of  all  rhetorics; 
but  the  people  retained  their  belief  in  the  existence  and  power  of 
the  discardfed  objects  of  their  worship,  and  an  inclination  still  ts 
afford  them  a  portion  of  their  alleeiance. 

Of  this  class  is  the  account  of  me  ancient  shrine  of  the  heathen 
Lora,  the  goddess  of  love,  whose  worship  was  indeed  abolished,  but 
not  withoiU  some  proofs  of  her  power,  which  compelled  Winfred  to 
call  for  the  active  interference  of  the  Virgin  to  save  him  from  the 
veneeance  of  the  slighted  goddess. 

Hers  was  the  grove  where  the  Saxon  young  men  and  maidens 
every  spring  brought  the  firstlings  of  the  chase  and  garlands  of 
flowers  tor  Uie  chief  priest  to  crown  the  most  faithful  lovers;  hers 
was  the  fountain  to  which  the  luckless  lover  made  his  pilgriman, 
to  drink  in  its  waters  oblivion  of  his  sorrows ;  and  hers  was  me 
awful  task  of  punishing  the  inconstant.  The  whole  tradition  is 
worthy  even  of  Grecian  mythology. 

^ "  W  infred  destroved  her  grove, '  the  Grove  of  Rest ;'— then  va- 
nished her  power,  tnougfi  stul  she  struggled  for  vengeance  on  her 
enemies*  As  he  hasted  on  his  triumphant  career,  not  far  from 
Reinharts  hill,  his  horses  and  carriages  pluneed  suddenly,  as  it 
were,  into  a  deep  morass.  And  here  would  he  have  ended  his  mor- 
tal course,  had  not  the  holy  Virgin  heard  his  prayers.  In  memory 
of  his  peril  he  erected  three  crosses,  even  now  to  be  seen,  at  the 
spot  wnere  the  earth  had  opened  to  swallow  him  up ;  there,  too,  he 
dedicated  to  oiir  Lady  a  chapel, '  for  her  mercy  vouchsafed  in  Lo- 
ra's  Wood ;'  and  hence  the  place  is  still  called  Elend  (mercy)/* 
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The  next,  and  not  the  least  interesting  class  of  Hartz  tales,  are 
those  which  pictare  in  lovely  colours  the  state  of  lawless  outrage 
and  petty  violence,  as  well  as  the  degraded  superstition,  in  which 
Germany  was  involved  during  the  15th  and  I6tii  centuries.  Upon 
these  we  cannot  now  enter,  and  can  only  refer  our  readers  to  the 
traditions  concerning  the  wild  hunter  Hackel,  and  the  more  modern 
tales  of  which  it  became  the  basis ;  such  as  the  interesting  history 
of  the  persecuted  Jacob  Nimmemuchtem.  Among  the  superstitions 
.  of  this  a^  is  that  of  which  the  Brocken,  a  high  mountain  in  this 
district,  is  the  scene  during  Walpurgis  tide,  i.  e.  the  night  of  May- 
day. This  has  been  in  some  measure  rend^d  classical  by  the 
strange  introduction  of  its  revelries  into  Goethe's  drama  of  Faustus. 
It  has  lately  been  rendered  still  more  familiar  by  its  forming  the 
subject  of  one  of  the  beautiful  outlines  of  Retsch,  for  the  elucida- 
tion of  which  an  indifferent  translation  of  the  passages  referred  to 
in  the  plates  has  lately  been  put  forth,  under  the  modest  announce- 
ment of  "  A  new  Translation  of  Goethe's  Faustus."  We  give  a 
version  of  the  old  legend  or  ballad  current  on  the  spot,  not  tor  its 
merits,  but  because  it  is,  we  believe,  the  only  poetic  tradition  of  the 
district. 

In  Thuring^n  they  know  full  well 

A  mountain,  Brocken  hight. 
That  for  full  sixteen  miles  around 

Stands  towering  to  the  sight. 

Saxon  and  Hess  from  far  and  near 

That  mountain's  summit  ken. 
As  high  o'er  all  the  hillait  soars 

Of  Hartz  and  Thuringea. 

Thither,  as  ancient  records  tella^ 

In  crowds  from  far  and  wide. 
The  vritches  haste  at  dead  of  night 

All  at  Walpuzgia  tide. 

There  young  and  old,  the  helliah  band, 

Their  wicked  gambols  play, 
For  there  the  devil  leads  &em  forth 

To  hold  their  holiday. 

And  there  in  darksome  glens  they  sport 

With  dance  and  revelrv. 
And  goblin  spirits  bind  tnem  close 

In  spells  or  granunarie. 

For  full  authority  have  they, 

As  learned  Clerks  have  told. 
The  mightiest  of  the  wi2ard  crew 

In  bondage  strict  to  hold. 

But  swif^  when  at  the  morning's  dawn 

lliey  hear  the  cock's  shrill  cry. 
Away  o'er  hill  and  valley  deep. 

All  through  the  air  they  hie. 

And,  fearless,  homeward  one  and  all. 

Each  to  his  ceU  they  fly ; 
There,  as  we  know,  ihej  weave  their  work 

Of  spells  and  soicery . 
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Here  we  must  end  our  fire-side  excursion  into  the  forest  Wheu 
we  reallj  set  out  on  our  trayels.  there  is  no  spot  we  shall  vint  with 
more  pleasant  associations;  and  while  our  Journal  records  our 
rambles  from  one  hill  and  valley  to  another,  it  shall  faithfully  re- 
eister  the  simple  and  affecting  tales  of  which  each  is  the  chronicle. 
We  shall  rouse  the  mountain-echoes  with  the  mi^ty  *'  hunter  of 
the  forest,"  join  in  the  sports  and  taste  the  good  wine  of  the  ancient 
knights,  grind  our  corn  (if  we  have  any)  at  the  devil's  mill,  drown 
all  uur  cares  and  tender  crosses  (if  of  them  too  we  have  any)  at  the 
fountain  of  Lora,  and  at  night'  look  out  for  shelter  in  what  was 
once  the  humble  cottage  of  Peter  Claus,  unless,  indeed,  we  should 
be  honoured  by  a  ticket  of  admission  to  the  Imperial  court  of  the 
Kyffhauser. 


THE  TRAVELLER. 

**  Habet  entm  muhum  jucunditatb  soli  coeliqae  mutation  ipsaqae  iUa  peF^^iinilio 
interaita."  Piorn  Emr. 

There  is  something  exceedingly  unpleasant  in  being  obliged 
to  answer  '*  No,"  to  a  traveller's  "  Pray,  Sir,  were  you  ever 
abroad  V^  and  to  sit  mutn-chance  all  the  time  that  he  is  numbg 
over  the  ^^  grimoire*^  of  outlandish  technicalities.  For  my  own 
part,  I  am  perfectly  convinced  that  man  is,  par  excellence^  a  tni* 
veiling  animal;  and  that  the  Tartar  race  are  the  nearest  in  dieir 
habits  to  the  natural  and  unsophisticated  instincts  of  the  tmtutor- 
ed  species.  Philosophers  have  written  largely  on  the  degene* 
ration  which  has  resulted  from  social  institutes,  and  especially 
from  the  establishment  of  the  rights  of  property;  but  they  have 
overlooked  the  great  and  leading  inconvenience  attached  to  the 
spirit  of  accumulation,  its  chaining  men  down  in  towns  or  oa 
farms,  checking  their  migrator}'  propensities,  and  reducing  them 
from  a  locomotive  existence  to  die  soil-fixed  condition  of  a  cab- 
bage. One  proof  of  man's  innate  disposition  to  rove,  is  the 
curiosity  so  generally  manifested  by  the  sedentary  part  of  the 
world,  and  the  respect  it  pays  to  those  who,  having  brokoi 
through  local  ties,  have  explored  remote  and  distant  countries, 
and  return  to  their  native  cities  to  communicate  the  results  of 
their  experience,  and  ^  prate  of  their  whereabouts''  in  retain 
for  a  good  dinner  and  a  botde  of  claret.  From  my  earliest 
youth  I  was  deeply  affected  by  the  honours  and  attentions  with 
which  travellers  are  received  at  the  fire-side  of  home-bred 
families;  and  I  never  heard  a  man  say  he  had  visited  a  country- 
.  town  to  which  I  was  a  stranger,  without  a  sense  of  inferiori^* 
that  made  me  seriously  uneasy.  Having  neglected  to  avail 
myself  of  the  short  peace  to  visit  France  under  the  Consulate, 
I  felt  a  mortal  aversion  for  all  who  had  been  more  fortunate 
tiian  myself;  and,  for  some  years  after  the  breaking  out  of  the 
war,  I  scrupulously  abstained  from  all  society  where  such  per- 
sons frequented. 
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Being)  however,  thus  ^'  pent  up  in  Utica,"  and  unable  to  reach 
the  Continent,  I  did  not  give  way  to  despair;  but,  cutting  my 
coat  according  to  iny  cloth,  I  indulged  my  itch  for  travelling  by 
visiting  the  principal  places  of  notoriety  in  our  own  islands,  and 
became  an  extensive  liome  tourist.  While  yet  a  boy,  I  had  laid  a 
basis  for  my  future  peregrinations,  by  making  the  grand  tour  of 
the  esculent  topography  of  London.  I  ate  fish  at  Billingsgate, 
whitebait  at  Greenwich,  eel-pies  at  the  aits  at  Brentford,  and 
roast-pig  in  Porridge-island.  I  smoked  at  the  cider-cellar,  drank  - 
Burton-ale  in  Gray's-inn-lane,  got  oysters  at  Wright^s  and  the 
best  salads  and  beef  &-la-mode  at  the  Thirteen  Cantons  in  the 
Seven  Dials.  Every  Sunday  I  pushed  my  discoveries  through 
the  principal  environs  of  the  metropolis,  and  made  myself  ac- 
quainted  with  the  most  celebrated  inns  and  ordinaries  within 
twenty  miles  of  ^^  the  great  city  ;^'  so  that  I  might  boast  of  being 
able  to  give  an  opinion  of  all  that  had  acquired  a  name  from 
^  Mother  Red  Cap's"  and  the  very  ancient  ^^  Three  Pigeons''  at 
Brentford,  (which  subsisted  in  the  days  of  Ben  Jonson,)  to  the 
*^  Star  and  uarter"  at  Richmond,  and  the  ^^  Bush"  at  Staines. 

In  one  lucky  summer  I  made  the  passage  to  Gravesend  by  sea, 
and  travelled  by  land  to  be  present  at  an  Eton  montem,  dining  at 
Salt-Hill,  and  walkmg  in  the  evening  on  the  terrace  at  Windsor 
with  our  then  gracious  sovereign,  King  Gveorge  the  Third.  But  if 
die  world  was  not  field  enough  for  the  ambition  of  Alexander,  it 
18  easy  to  conceive  tluitmy  appetite  for  travel,  growing  with  what 
it  fed  upon,  was  not  to  be  satisfied  with  soxirc^imscribed  a  sphere 
of  action.  Fortunately  at  this  time  Margate-hoys  began  to^  the 
vogue.  I  was  enabled  to  move  en  avant^  and  make  my  way  even 
to  the  sea-shore.  O !  how  my  heart  bounded  with  deUght  in  set- 
ting out  upon  this  expedition !  With  how  contemptuous  an  indif- 
ference I  passed  by  the  Hospital  at  Greenwich!  with  what  joy  I 
beheld  expanding  Thames  assume  the  extent  and  unsteadiness  of 
Its  kindred  sea!  How  delighted  I  was  to  be  sea-sick!  How  en- 
raptured I  listened  to  the  ceaseless  flow  of  narrative,  which  the 
steersman  poured  forth  from  the  helm,^  touching  his  voyages  in 
whalers  and  Indiamen!  On  landing  at  Margate  I  almosrfancied 
myself  at  Calcutta.  The  master  of  the  ceremonies  was,  to  my 
heated  imagination,  another  Grand  Turk,  and  the  bathing  ma* 
chines  more  foreign  and  strange  than  the  bucentaur  at  Venice. 

On  returning  from  this  trip,  I  gave  myself  great  airs  among 
my  City  friends :  I  talked  learnedly  of  the  Reculvers,  not  unfre-> 
quently  alluded  to  the  Cinque  Ports,  was  at  home  when  Deal  was 
introduced  into  conversation,  had  much  to  say  concerning  smug- 
riers,  and  hit  off  a  shipwreck  on  the  Goodwin's  to  die  life. 
Having  on  this  occasion  surveyed  the  coast  of  Kent,  I  made  one 
succes^ul  expedition  to  Brighton  and  Worthing;  and  by  a  caH  af 
Vo£.  n.  N«.  13.«.i831.  4  E 
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business  was  fortunatdy  obliged  to  go  to  Weymouth  during  a 
royal  visit. 

About  this  time^  coming  into  a  small  but  genteel  indepradatoey 
I  left  trade,  took  to  the  study  of  botany  and  mineralogy^  and  got 
myself  elected  an  F.  S.  A.  It  is  needless  to  add^  that  these  steps 
were  followed  by  a  tour  through  Wales,  a  visit  to  the  lakes  of 
Cumberland,  and  a  six  weeks  inspection  of  th^  western  highlands 
of  Scotland.  Thus  by  dint  of  indefatigable  exerUons,  I  put  my* 
self  upon  a  level  with  die  generality  of  domestic  travellers,  became 
a  sort  of  English  Huiidx>ldt,  and  was  seldom  out-talked  in  com- 
pany,  except  by  a  professional  traveller,  or,  more  technically,  a 
^  bagman''  or  ^  rider."  I  became  acquainted  with  the  distinctive 
characters  of  all  the  fieishionaUe  watering-places,  made  a  hortui 
«iccu«,a  collection  of  epitaphs,aDdanotherofinn«window inscrip- 
tions, from  ^^  Charming  Harriet  Winlove,"  to  *^  In  queata  cam 
troverete^^  inclusive;  could  impose  up<^  die  ignorant  with  such 
cabaliatical  terms  as  nuca  slate,  grey  wabke,  transition  rocks,  and 
coal  formations;  could  describe  die  inwior  of  a  Cornish  tin-mine, 
frighten  the  old  women  with  extinct  volcanoes,  decypher  a  tomb* 
atone,  (and,  by  turning  it  topsy-turvy,  as  was  lately  done  in  Ire- 
land, convert  the  stone-masoQ!8  name  into  that  of  a  Pagan  deity,) 
or  esqtlain  heather  and  rocks,  and  wariocks,  for  the  ben^t  of  the 
country  gendewomen  who  were  reading  the  Scottish  novels. 

Upon  die  strength  of  these  accomplishments,  I  begsm  to  be 
oonsidered  a  personage  in  my  neighbourhood,  was  never  left 
out  in  an  agreeable  dinner-party,  and  was  constandy  applied  t# 
as  one  whose  word  was  law,  in  matters  of  distant  concenmen^ 
and  who  was  a  known  contributor  to  die  Gendeman's  M^gar 
zinew    But,  out  alas  ! 

Hie  0k»iei  «f  oar  eaxtUy  stele 
Are  abadowib  not  fu]Mtaati«l  tfaii^ga. 

The  expedition  to  Rusua  took  place,  Napoleon  fell  from  the 
thioDe  of  Europe,  and  I  was  dethroned  from  my  village  supre* 
Bsacy^  to  be  out-talked  and  out-swaggered  by  every  atconiey^s 
clerk  ornnliiner^s  apprentice,  who  had  made  a  fcMtnight's  voyage 
to  the  French  metropolis.  When  I  mentioned  Jolm- Dories  ait 
Torbay,  I  was  sUcnced  by  the  nuOehte  d^angmlks  of  St.  Cloudy 
if  I  alluded  to  the  turde-soup  at  the  Bush  at  Bristol,  I  was  pul 
down  widi  ^  Lbm  Frirea  Very^''  or  the «'  Cadr4n  bleuJ*^  If  I  expa»- 
tinted,  on  a  winter  at  Badi,  I  was  driven  out  of  the  field  by  six 
weeks  at  Brussek ;  and  my  best  story  of  the  Druids  on  Salisbuxy» 
plain  was  discountenanced  by  die  narratioiis  of  some  button-ccd- 
lector  from  the  phdns  of  Waterloo.  Then  I  fell  into  arrears  in 
all  my  accoutrements :  I  did  not  wear  my  watch«chain  round  my 
neck ;  I  had  neither  a  musical  snuff-box  to  exhibit  or  describe,  nor 
n/snuff-box  of  another  sort  which  admits  of  no  descripdon*  Boe 
what  was  still  worse,  I  was  like  one  who  reads  history  without  a 


foundation  of  geography.  I  was  for  ever  puzzled  between  th<i 
French  opera,  the  comic  opera,  and  die  Italian  opera;  I  had  no 
conception  of  the  Boulevards,  knew  nothing  of  the  Rue  St.  Ho- 
iior6 ;  the  Palais  Royal  ranked  in  my  fancy  with  Aladdia^s  palace, 
and  the  Gallery  of  the  Louvre  with  the  paradise  of  Mahimet. 
This  was  a  condition  of  things  not  to  be  endured— « 

'*  He  is  but  a  bMkard  of  the  time 
That  doth  not  tmack  of  observatioii,"— 

and  the  supremacy  of  my  ^*  piked  man  of  countries''  was  to  be 
overcome  at  all  risks;  so,  learning  that  the  Brown  Bear  in  Pic* 
cadilly  would  set  me  down  in  Paris,  without  more  trouble  or 
expense  than  attend  the  booking  my  place,  I  determined  to  see 
with  my  own  eyes,  to  enable  myself  to 

*<  Talk  of  adences  and  arts* 

And  knowledge  gain  of  foreign  parts.'* 

Then  it  was  that  I  felt  truly  grateful  to  my  invaludde  patents,  whe 
had  not  neglected  to  give  me  all  the  advantages  of  a  ^  French 
and  English  boarding-school."  For  being  able  to  conjugate 
the  most  useful  tendes  of  the  veri>  aooir^  and  being  quite  at  home 
in  my  French  dialogues,  I  could  not  ooikeive  that  I  should  not 
be  able  to  make  myself  perfecdy  understood.  A  short  experi- 
ence, however,  served  to  undeceive  one:  for  not  imly  did  nsy 
fluency  depend  upon  the  catenation  of  sentences  as  th^  stand  in 
the  granmnar ;  but  ^^  on  a  changi  tsmt  pa^^  the  system  c^  convco- 
tiond  phraseology  is  totally  altered  since  the  days  of  Chambaud. 

No  sooner  had  I  landed  at  Calais,  than,  eager  to  show  my 
knowledge  of  the  language,  I  addressed  Monsieur  Messe  Meur 
rice  with  a  familiar  ^  Bon  jour !"  He  replied  with  bis  habitual 
politeness,  adding,  ^  Monsieur  parle  Fran9oi8«"  Now  this  was 
to  begin  with  the  beginning;  and  I  readily  answered,  as  direct- 
ed, ^  Je  le  parle  un  peu."  Meurice  then  very  naturally  asked 
me,  **  Monsieur  veut-il  diner  ?  Monsieur  veut  manger  quelque 
chose."  But  here  the  influence- of  association  was  too  much; 
the  dialogue  alone  ran  in  my  head,  and  I  stammered  out  uncon» 
sciously,  ^^  Les  Anglois  mangent  la  plus  part  des  mots  Praar* 
fois.''  ^^Plait-il?"  said  Mons.  Meurice,  whose  excellent  bill 
of  fare  exhibits  much  more  substantial  eating.  ^*  Plait41?"  said 
Mons.  Meurice,  and  completely  threw  me  out,  who  knew  not 
that  platt'il  is  an  idiomatical  phrase  for  *^  I  don't  understand  a 
sinj^e  word  you  say." 

My  next  adventure  was  of  a  more  serious  nature.  I  had  sent 
for  a  tailor,  determined  to  dress  myself  i)  la  Francme^m  order 
not.  to  be  taken  for  an  Englishman.  On  his  anival,,(having  juat 
shut  up  my  French  (Ualogues  wkh  that  artisan)  I  commenced 
with  the  first  phrase,  **  Maitre  Henri,  j'ai  un  habit  i  fiiire." 
^  Monsieur,"  he  replied,  ^  je  ne  m'appelle  pas  Henri,  et  on  ne 
dit  pas  Maitre  i  un  homme  comme  moi."  ^  God  d-  ■  ,  ce 
ii'est  pas-^-idiaf s  not  it,"  I  exclaimed;   ^  (1  faut^-you  should 
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have  said,  Je  sius  toujours  prftt  d  vous  senrir  (for  ao  it  stflada 
in  the  book)/'  The  poor  man  opened  both  his  eyes,  endeavour* 
ed,  as  well  as  he  could,  to  comprehend  me,  for  a  Frenchman  is 
ingenious  where  money  is  to  be  had;  but  a  scene  of  fui  pro  quoB 
began,  which  ended  in  my  convincing  him  that  I  was  little  bel- 
ter than  a  raging  madman ;  and  when,  descending  very  pardcd- 
iarly  into  details,  I  took  the  dialogues  as  a  model  not  only  of  my 
language  but  my  dress,  and  desired  him  to  ^  Doubler  le  juste 
au  corps  d'une  6tofFe  des  Indes,  et  la  culotte  des  peaux  bien  pas* 
86s,"  he  snatched  up  his  hat,  and  ran  out  of  the  room,  exdaim* 
ing,  ^^  Le  pauvre  homme !  Le  pauvre  homme !  il  est  fou  comme 
xm  Anglois.^'  A  thin  pale  gendeman  in  black,  who  was  passing 
at  the  time,  and  overheard  the  tailor,  and  saw  my  laUx>riou8  ges- 
ticulations to  make  myself  understood,  immediately  took  hold 
of  my  wrist,  informed  he  was  a  physician,  and  with  a  bow  added 
that  he  had  a  maison  de  santi  at  my  service.  Here  the  dialogue 
again  served  only  to  lead  me  astray.  Beginning  with  the  first 
sentence  of  the  dialogue  with  a  physician,  I  replied,  **  Un  mede- 
cin  doit  toe  soigneux  et  ponctuel."  ^^  Ah !"  said  the  doctor,  ^  il 
est  bien  malade^!  Qu'avez  vous.  Monsieur?  Comment  voos 
trouvez  vous?"  "  Monsieur  le  Medecin,"  I  continued,  *' j*ai  la 
fi^vre,  j'ai  mal  &  la  t£te,  mon  estomac  est  foible,  je  suis  pulmo- 
nique,  mon  mal  e$t  sans  resource,  il  me  faut  mourir."  ^  Voila 
un  Anglois  passablement  melancholique,"  said  the  Doctor, 
shaking  his  head;  and  stepping  to  the  window,  he  beckoned  into 
the  street.  Four,  men  immediately  came  up,  and  bound  me 
hand  and  foot,  while  the  doctor,  taking  out  his  lancet,  was  on  the 
^  point  of  performing  a  copious  venesection,  when  die  vakt  de 
place  entered,  and  was  bail  for  my  sanity. 

It  would  be  an  endless  task  to  recapitulate  the  steps  by  which 
I  passed  from  my  boarding-school  dialect,  to  a  sufficient  know- 
ledge of  conversational  French  to  make  my  own  purchases ;  to 
know  that  ^"^ foulard*'*  is  a  silk  handkerchief;  ^  potage  au  iaif^ 
no  soup,  but  simple  boiled  milk!  and  a  dress  ^^ oien  historU^^  a 
many  flounced  petticoat. 

As  the  business  of  a  traveller  is  to  beconie  acquainted  wi& 
men  and  manners,  I  did  not  fail  to  visit  the  royal  court,  where 
I  saw  an  infinity  of  things  worthy  of  observation.  Nothing, 
however,  struck  me  more  than  the  revolutionary  innovation 
which  has  banished  the  hoop,  and  substituted  an  endless  elon- 
gation of  train,  as  the  distinctive  character  of  full  dress.  This 
interesting  and  impressive  fact  suggested  many  profound  reflec* 
tions  on  the,  chances  and  changes  of  sublunary  things;  and  on 
those  incongruities  in  French  politics,  which  render  the  restored 
government  neither  fish  nor  flesh,  neither  acceptable  to  ultras 
nor  liberals ;  and  I  acknowledged  the  full  force  of  a  loyal  and 
patriotic  countrywoman^s  exclamation,  and,  like  her,  thank* 
ed  God  that  I  was,  ^  bom  in  a  country  where  ladies  still  go  la 
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court  in  hoops."  litde  indeed  did  I  then  dream  of  the  revolu- 
tion which  was  so  soon  to  take  place  at  home,  and  which  was 
to  reduce  the  British  fair  to  the  unhooped  level  of  Parisian 
courtiers. 

Foreign  travel  is  vasdy  superior,  in  everypointof  view^o  those 
domestic  tours  which  formerly  were  the  object  of  my  utmost  am- 
bidon.  At  every  moment  something  turns  up  to  elevate  and 
surprise ;  and  novelty  and  variety  keep  the  senses  in  a  constant 
state  of  ecstatic  excitement.  One  might  go  from  Johnny  Groat^s 
house  to  the  Land^s  End,  without  meeting  a  tithe  of  the  extra- 
ordinary things  that  occur  between  the  Palais  Royal  and  the 
Passage  du  Panorama.  But  then,  on  the  other  hand,  numerous 
are  the  disappointments  and  vexations  which  await  the  unprac- 
tised traveller  when  dismissed  from  the  friendly  guidance  of 
Monsieur  Le  Conducteur,  and  left  in  the  middle  of  the  Mes- 
sagerie,  that  wilderness  of  stage-coaches,  to  find  a  lod^ng  when 
or  how  he  can.  Not  however  that,  like  a  friend  of  mine,  who 
,  has  a  quick  eye  to  the  main  chance,  I  ever  called  for  a  bottle  of . 
Port  to  9aoe  the  expense  of  French  rviney  and  made  myself  sick 
at  a  greater  price  man  would  have  purchased  Champagne ;  but 
I  must  needs  own,  that  I  was  on  the  brink  of  starvation  before 
I  could  compass  the  ordering  of  a  dinner.  On  one  occasion, 
tempted  by  the  remarkable  cheapness  of  price,  and  by  a  tender 
recollection  of  mutton-chops  stewed  with  carrots  and  turnips,  I 
called  for  dea  haricots^  and  was  taught  that  nothing  can  be  less 
like  our  own  honest  English  mutton  haricot,  Hhan  the  blanched 
horsebeans  which  in  France  bear  that  seducing  appellation.  Re- 
peatedly did  I  encounter  the  most  disagreeable  disappointments 
m  mistaking  fish  for  flesh,  sweet  things  for  vegetables,  and  so 
reversing  the  whole  economy  of  the  table ;  and  I  was  thus  al- 
most daily  reminded  of  a  worthy  Londoner,  who,  in  total  igno- 
rance of  the  language,  lived  at  the  discretion  of  the  gar f  on;  till, 
accidentally  learning  that  dindon  was  French  for  a  turkey,  he 
contrived  to  make  the  cook  understand  he  would  have  a  ^  ding- 
dong  every  day,"  and  so  at  least  secured  one  substantial  dish. 

In  the  course  however  pf  a  few  months,  I  was  enabled  to  fling 
off  the  Johnny-raw,  to  do  the  honours,  and  show  my  own  supe- 
riority in  local  knowledge  to  my  less  experienced  countrymen. 
I  had  already  got  into  very  good  (English)  society,  was  well 
known  in  the  English  newspaper-room,  haa  made  my  rounds 
of  the  theatres  and  restaurateurs,  could  distinguish  an  omelette 
9<mffii  from  a  pancake,  could  tell  that  crime  d^absynthe  was  not 
a  custard,  and  knew  Fanny  Bias  from  Mademoiselle  Burgoin : 
had  lost  some  money  at  the  Salon,  and  lent  more  to  obliging  Eng« 
lishmen  who  had  forced  themselves  on  my  acquaintance ;  and 
had  seen  all  the  sights  between  the  Elephant  and  the  Barridre  de 
Clichi,  and  from  me  Catacombs  to  the  windmills  on  Montmar- 
tre;  when,  towards  the  end  of  the  spring,  a  sudden  flight  of  Eng- 
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lish  returning  from  Rome  and  Naples,  reduced  me  once  more 
to  play  second-fiddle,  and  rendered  me  unwordiy  to  be  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Traveller's  club.  For  what,  alas!  is  Rubens  to  Ra- 
phael! Le  Brun  to  Domenichino!  St.  Sulpice  to  San  Paolo 
fuori  le  mura !  or  a  Parisian  cabriolet  to  a  Venetian  gondola ! 
Then  there  is  no  P<^  in  Paris ;  and  however  stormy  the  de- 
bates in  the  Chambers,  they  hold  no  comparison  with  a  volcano  ; 
nor  is  there  in  all  France  so  romantic  and  interesting  an  esta- 
blishment as  the  Neapolitan  banditti*  Nothing,  therefore,  was 
left  but,  like  Michael  Cassio,  to  ^^  put  money  in  my  purse"  and 
cross  the  Alps. 

It  would  be  a  long  story  to  relate  my  numerous  adventures  b 
this  journey.  Here  it  was  that  I  experienced  what  before  I  had 
learned  from  the  moudi  of  a  travelling  cockney,  diat,  passing 
through  a  country  without  speaking  the  language,  is  ^  d  -a 
good  fim."  Suffice  it  at  present  to  say,  that  the  ambitions 
ubiquity  of  my  countrymen  still  kept  the  start  of  my  utmost  en- 
deavours. At  Naples  I  encountered  travellers  returning  ftom 
Sicily ;  from  Sicily  I  was  in  like  manner  driven  to  the  isles  of 
Greece :  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  &te  of  Mungo  Park,  I  be- 
lieve I  should  have  explored  the  centre  of  Africa,  in  order  to 
outstrip  the  dandy  tourists  and  travelling  belles,  who  have  di- 
vided among  them  the  public  ear,  and  rule  over  converzadoncs 
and  dinner-tables,  discoorsii^  of  all  they  have  seen  between 
^St.  Mary  the  Major  and  St.  John's  latter-end." — (Jl  Sania 
Maria  Maggiore  e  San  Giovanni  Laterano);  mistakmg  Pius 
the  Sevendi^s  PM  (the  initiris  of  Pontifex  Maximus)  for  a 
Member  of  Pariiament;  and  the  Venus  de'Medid  for  a  sister 
of  Mr.  Roscoe's  Lorenzo.  M. 
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DsAB  Aflbttnti  1^^  thy  loved  SDcnes  I  leviiitt 
Thy  th3rme<4ceDted  uplands,  thy  valleys  and  ddet; 

And  yet;  in  the  midst  of  these  beauties— why  is  it 
I  feel  that  a  sigh,  tfaosgh  unbiddeo,  will  rise  i 

Alas!  such  is  Han — though  he  thirst  for  the  fountain 
'When  breathing  its  Rashness,  he  pants  at  the  brink. 

In  alarm  lest  the  torrents  thsit  gush  mm  the  moafltaiiv 
May  mix  widi  its  waters  and  poison  his  drink. 

And  such  too  is  Life  !-^in  its  pleasures  we  sonow* 
For  we  know  that  the  ftiture  tmut  snatch  us  away; 

And  in  fear  of  the  clouds  that  may  eather  to-morrow» 
We  lose  half  the  sunshine  that  bnghtens  to-day. 
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ABBKS8S    TO   THE    A£ABA9TBR    SABCIMPHAGV89    LATSliT   BS^ 
FOSIT|U»  IS  THS  BHITISH  MUSB17M. 

Thou  alabaster  relic!  while  I  hold 

yiy  hand  upon  th  j'  scolptured  margin  thrown. 
Let  me  recti  the  ■cenet  Itioa  oodldat  iiofi^ 

Miffhtst-thott  retele  the  cbMffes  thou  hast  known« 
Por  tnou  wert  prijmtive  in  thy  fonnationg 
Laimch'd  frtfra  th*  Almighty's  hand  at  the  Creation. 

Ye»— thou  wert  present  when  the  stars  and  skies 
And  worlds  unnumbered  roll'd  into  their  places  i 

When  God  from  Chaos  bade  the  spheres  aiue. 
And  fix'd  the  blazing  sun  upon  its  basis^ 

And  with  his  finger  09  the  bounds  of  spsoe 

Mark'd  out  each  planefs  everiasting  race. 

How  many  thousand  a^  from  thy  biith 

Itiou  slepst  in  darkness  it  were  vain  to  aak^ 
Till  Egypt's  sons  upheaved  thee  from  the  eaith. 

And  year  by  year  pursued  their  patient  task; 
Till  thou  wert  carvea  and  deconted  thus, 
Worthy  to  be  a  King's  8«Mophagus. 

What  time  Elijah  to  the  skies  ascended^ 

Or  David  reign*d  in  holy  Palestine^ 
Some  ancient  Theban  MonsfcSi  wis  eitended 

Beneath  the  lid  of  this  embhtton'd  shriM» 
And  to  that  subterranean  palace  borne 
Which  toiling  ages  in  the  rock  had  worn. 

Thebes  from  her  huiidred  poit«ls  fiU'd  the  plaiA   . 

To  see  the  car  on  which  thou  wert  upheld:— 
What  funeral  pomps  extended  in  thy  tnin. 

What  banners  waved,  what  migfa^  rauaie  swelPd, 
As  armies,  priests^  and  crowds  bewail'd  in  chorus 
Their  King— their  Godr-^eir  8ei«ipi»*4heir  Otu! 

Thus  to  thy  second  quany  did.tbey  trust 

Thee,  and  the  Lonl  of  all  the  nations  round, 
dim  King  of  Silence!    Mansrchof  thedost! 

Embalm'dF-anointed—jeweird^HKeptred— ciQEwa'd, 
Here  didhe  lie  in  state,  cold,  stiff,  and  stalky 
A  leathern  Phalaob  gBimiiig  in  ^  dsrit. 

Thus  affcs  roU'd— but  their  dissolving  breath 

Could  only  blacken  that  impxison'd  thing. 
Which  wore  a  ghastly  royalty  m  death. 

As  if  it  straggled  still  to  be  a  King; 
And  each  revolving  cenluy,  Uke  the  las^ 
Just  dropp'd  its  diut  tq>on  thy  lid<-Hknd  pass'd. 

The  Persian  conqueror  o'er  Eeypt  poured 

His  devastating  host— a  motfey  crew; 
The  steel-clad  horsemen — the  bazharian  horde — 

Munc  and  men  of  every  sound  and  hue — 
Priests,  archers,  eunuch»--concubines  and  brutes^ 
Gongs,  trumpets,  cymbals,  duldmers  and  lutes. 
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Then  ^d  the  fierce  CambjTBes  tew  aw»y 
The  ponderous  rock  th«t  seal'd  the  sacred  tomb  i 

Then  cud  the  slowly-penetrating  my 
Redeem  thee  from  long  centuries  of  gloomy 

And  lowered  tenches  fiash'd  sgainst  thy  side 

As  Ana's  king  thy  blazon'd  trophies  eyed. 

Phick'd  from  his  graye,  with  sacrilenoos  taunt* 
The  features  ofthe  royal  corpse  tney  scannM  :— 

Dashing  the  diadem  from  his  temple  gaunt. 
They  tore  the  sceptre  frt>m  his  f^raspless  hand* 

And  on  those  Aelds,  where  once  his  wdl  was  law. 

Left  him  fw  winds  to  waste,  and  beasts  to  gnaw. 

Some  pious  Thebans,  when  the  storm  was  past, 
Upclosed  the  sepulchre  with  cuiming  skill. 

And  Nature,  aiding  their  devotion,  cast 
Over  its  MitraBce  a  concealing  rilL 

Then  thy  third  darkness  came,  and  thou  didst  deep 

Twenty-three  centuries  in  rilence  deep. 

But  he  from  whom  nor  pyramid  nor  sphinx 
Can  hide  its  secresies,  Belzoni,  came ; 

From  the  tomb's  mouth  unloosed  the  granite  links^ 
Gave  thee  again  to  light,  and  fife,  and  fame. 

And  brought  thee  frt>m  th»  sands  and  deserts  fortk 

To  charm  the  pallid  children  of  the  Norths 

Thou  ait  in  London,  which,  when  thou  weit  new^ 
Was,  what  Thebes  is,  a,  wilderness  and  wastes 

Where  savage  beasts  more  savage  men  pursue, 
A  scene  by  Nature  cursed — by  man  disgraced. 

Now-^tis  the  worid's  metropolis— the  hi^ 

Queen  of  anna^  learning,  aita^  and  luiury. 

Here,  where  I  hold  my  hand,  'tis  strange  to  think 
What  other  hands perdianee  preceded  nuaes 

Others  have  also  stood  beside  thjr  brink. 
And  vainly  conn'd  the.moralizing  Hne. 

Bongs,  sages,  chiefs,  that  touch'd  this  stone,  like  mc^ 

Mliere  are  ye  now?— where  all  must  shoitly  be ! 

All  is  mutation ;— he  within  this  stone 

Was  once  the  greatest  monarch  ofthe  hour  ^-*^ 

His  bones  are  dust— his  very  name  unknown. 
Go— 4eam  fitmi  him  the  vanity  of  power. 

Seek  not  the  frame's  corruption  to  control 

But  build  a  lasting  manuan  for  thy  sonl. 
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Oir  TH£   HISTOBT  OF  THE   MISDJLE  AG£S. — NO.  I. 
BT  X.  suxoirsx. 
(Cmehtded  fivm  pa^e  SU.) 
Orandeur  and  Weakness  of  the  Roman  Empire. 
The  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  in  the  West  is  the  first  8pecta«- 
cle  that  presents  itself  to  our  notice  n  and  it  is  by  no  means  the 
least  abundant  in  useful  lessons.    People  who  have  attained  an 
equal  degree  of  civilization  feel  (hat  they  have  a  certain  relation- 
ship one  with  another.    The  life  of  the  private  man  in  the  age  of 
Constantine  or  Theodosius,  more  nearly  resembles  our  own  con- 
dition than  that  of  our  barbarous  ancestors  in  Gtrmania,  or  of 
the  virtuous  and  austere  citizens  of  the  republics  of  Greece  and 
Italy,  whose  works  we  admire,  but  of  whose  manners  we  can 
form  but  an  imperfect  conception.     It  is  only  after  having  tho- 
roughly considered  the  relationship  and  the  difference  between 
the  organization  of  the  Roman  Empire  -and  that  of  modem  Eu- 
rope, that  we  shall  be  enabled  to  Judge  whether  we  are  likely  to  be 
e^^posed  to  the  calamities  by  which  that  empire  was  overthrown. 
The  very  name  of  the  Roman  Emipire  awakens  ideas  of  gran- 
deur, power,  and  magnificence.  By  a  confusion  very  natural  to 
.our  minds,  we  approximate  remote,  and  frequently  dissimilar 
ages,  in  order  to  create  a  circle  of  glory  around  the  great  empire. 
The  Romfm  republic  produced  men  whose  moral  greatness  has 
never  been  surpassed  on  earth.    They  transmitted  to  their  de- 
scendants, if  not  their  virtues,  at  least  their  names;  and  down  to 
tl^e  close  of  the  empire,  diose  who,  under  oppression  and  base- 
ness, always  styled  themselves  Roman  citizens,  seemed  likewise 
always  to  live  amidst  the  shades  and  recollections  of  their  an- 
cestors.   The  spirit  of  the  laws  was  changed,  but  the  transition 
was  slow,  and  scarcely  perceived  by  the  vulgar;  manners  were 
no  longer  the  same,  but  the  recollection  of  the  old  manners  still 
survived.    The  magistrates  had  for  the  most  part  preserved 
their  original  titles  and  decorations,  though  their  power  had 
vanished ;  and  the  Roman  'people  still  ranged  themselves  before 
the  Lictors,  who  preceded  the  Consul  invested  with  the  purple 
nine  years  after  the  institution  of  the  Consulate. 

From  the  time  of  Augustus  to  that  of  Constantine,  the  Roman 
Empire  preserved  nearly  the  same  boundaries.  The  God  Termi- 
nus had  not  yet  learned  to  retreat  any  more  than  in  the  time  of  the 
Republic.  This  rule  admits  of  but  one  remarkable  exception, 
Dacia,  which  had  been  conquered  by  Trajan,  and  which  was  situ- 
ated on  the  North  of  the  Danube,  and  beyond  the  natural  fron- 
tiersof  the  empire,  wasabandoned  after  having  been  possessed  for 
a  century  and  a  half.  But  the  war  which  the  Rom»is  of  the  first 
century  continually  waged  beyond  their  own  frontiers,  was,  in  the 
fourth,  carried  back  by  the  barbarians  within  the  Roman  do- 
minions. The  emperors* could  no  lonj^r  defend  provinces  which 
troL.lLNo.  12.'-1821.  4  F 
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Aey  once  wished  to  rule ;  and  they  frequently  beheld,  without  re^^ 
gret,  valiant  ienemies  become  their  guests,  and  occupy  th6  deserts 
of  their  empire. 

The  unchangeableness  of  the  boundaries  of  the  Roman  Empire 
u*ose^aiticularly,from  the  Romans  having,  in  the  period  of  their 

£eatest  power,  limited  their  conquests  to  the  point  where  they 
und  die  best  military  frontier  to  defend.  Great  rivers,  diough 
they  do  not  impede  the  armies  of  civilized  nadons,  form,  in  gene- 
ral, an  effectual  barrier  against  the  incursions  of  bari>arous  in^- 
yaders;  and  great  rivers,  the  sea,  mountains,  and  deserts,  werci 
in  fact,  the  natural  boundaries  of  the  Roman  Empire. 

By  a  somewhat  vague  calculation,  it  has  been  esumated  that 
the  Roman  Empire  extended  six  hundred  leagues  from  nordi 
to  south,  upwards  of  one  thousand  from  east  to  west,  and  tfaflt 
it  occupied  a  superficies  of  180,000  square  leagues.  Bat  num- 
bers afford  merely  an  abstract  idea,  which  is  difficult  to  be  seized 
We  shall  better  conceive  what  this  vast  extent  r^resei^  by 
tracing  the  line  of  the  frontiers. 

On  the  north,  the  empire  was  bounded  by  the  Caledonian  widl, 
the  Rhine,  the  Danube,  and  the  Black  Sea.  The  Caledonian  waU 
intersected  Scotland  in  its  narrowest  part,  and  left  the  Itomans  in 
)K>sses8ion  of  the  low4ands  of  that  ooun^,  and  of  aU  England. 
The  Rhine  and  the  Danube,  whose  sources  rise  near  each  otfaei^ 
and  which  flow  the  one  to  the  west  and  die  odier  to  the  cast, 
formed  a  separation  between  barbarous  and  civilized  Eottipe. 
The  Rhine  defended  Gaul,  which  then  comprehended  Helvetia 
and  Belgium.  The  Danube  protected  die  Italian  and  the  IDyrian 
Peninsulas;  it  divided  countries,  some  of  which  are  nowhicliRied 
kk  Germany,  and  odiers  in  Sdavonia.  The  Romans  possessed 
on  the  right  bank  Rhcetia,  Noricum,  Pannonia,  and  Mn^a, 
which  nearly  corresponded  with  Suabia,  Bavaria,  a  pan  of  Aus- 
tria and  HungaxT,  and  Bulgaria.  The  short  space  between  the 
sources  of  the  Damd>e  and  the  Rhine  was  occupied  by  a  cfaaift 
of  fortifications.  The  Black  Sea  defended  Asia  Minor.  On  itt 
northern  and  eastern  banks  several  Greek  cdoaies  stSl  preserved 
a  ddid>tful  Jdnd  of  independence  under  the  protection  of  the 
empire,  and  a  Greek  prince  reigned  at  CaffiEi  on  the  Cimmerian 
-Bosphorus  z-^the  Greek  colonies  in  the  country  of  the  Lazi  and 
Colchis  w^e,  by  turns,  subject  to  tributes.  The  Romans  pos* 
sessed  all  the  southern  shore  of  the  mouth  of  die  Danube  tQ 
Trebizond. 

On  the  east,  die  empire  was  botmded  by  the  momitains  of  Ar- 
menia, a  part  of  the  Euphrates,  and  the  deserts  of  Arabia.  The 
Caucasus,  one  of  the  highest  chains  of  mountains  in  llie  wortd^ 
iriiich  extends  £rom  the  Black  to  the  Caspian  Sea,  and  which,  on 
one  side,  commmiicates  widi  Thibet,  aiKi  on  the  other*  with  die 
mountains  in  the  centre  of  Asia  Minor^  separated  dieScythians  of 
Ui^io- .Am  from  the  Fenians  and  At  RoBitta.    ThewiUe^t 


portion  of  these  mountains  belonged  to  the  Iberians,  wbo  m^n- 
tained  their  independence;  that  part  most  susceptible  pf  cultiva* 
tion  was  inhabited  by  the  Armenians,  who  were  by  turns  subject 
lo  the  yoke  of  the  Romans,  the  Parthisins,  and  the  Persians*  The 
Tigris  and  the  Euphrates,  which  rose  in  the  mountaina  of  Ar* 
inenia  and  fell  into  the  Persian  Gulf,  crossed  the  plains  of  Me- 
sopotamia, along  all  this  eastern  line,  as  far  ^  the  sandy  deserts, 
which)  farther  to  the  south,  separated  the  banks  of  the  Euphra- 
tes from  the  hills  of  Syria.  This  frontier  of  the  empire  had  not 
|>een  traced  by  the  luuid  of  Nature,  and  the  two  great  monar- 
chies of  the  Romans  and  Farthiaps,  or  of  the  Persians  their 
successors,  by  turns  encroached  on  several  provinces  of  Arme- 
nia or  Mesopotamia.  The  deserts  of  Arabia  bounded  Syria 
^lon^;  an  extent  of  two  hundred  leagues,  and  the  Ried  Sea  formed 
the  Umit  of  the  Egyptian  dominions. 

On  the  south  the  deserts  of  I^ibya  apd  Zaham*  md  on  tht 
west  the  Atlantic,  were  at  once  the  boundaries  of  the  Roman 
empire^  and  of  the  habitable  world. 

Having  thus  traced  the  frontiers  of  the  great  enspure,  we  may. 
Iiestow  a  moment's  attention  to  the  enumeration  of  the  provinces 
of  which  it  was  composed.  About  the  year  202,  Diocletian^ 
with  the  intuition  pf  better  providing  for  the  defence  of  th^ 
empire,  divided  it  into  four  Protorial  Prefectures,  to  which  he 
^pointed  four  chiefs.  These  prefectures  wefe,  the  Qauls^ 
JLllyria,  Italy,  ^nd  the  East.  Th^  Prefect  of  thp  Cauls,  wb» 
.established  his  residence  i^t  Treves,  had  imder  his  orders  the 
du'ee  Vicars  of  the  Grauls,  Sp^n,  and  Britain.  Gaul  was  divi- 
ded, according  to  the  ancient  languages  of  its  inhabitants,  int^ 
Gallia  Narbonenstis,  Aquitania,  C^cq,  Belgic^  and  Germanim 
Spain  was  sej^arated  into  thr^e  proymces,  Lusitania,  Boetica, 
and  Terracoqensis.  Finally,  Britain  included  the  whole  island» 
«s  far  as  the  Friths  of  Pumbartcm  and  Edinburgh. 

The  lUyrian  Prefecture  consisted  of  that  immense  triai^e^ 
^  which  the  Danube  was  the  base,  and  the  two  sides  of  which 
iwere  marked  by  the  Adriatic,  the  .£g^an,  and  the  Euxine  Sea$. 
It  now  indudM  nearly  the  whole  of  Austria  and  European 
Turhsy.  It  was  ancien^y  divided  into  the  provinces  qf  Rl^oti^ 
Noricum,  PanncHua,  Dalmatic,  McDsia,  Hirace,  Mficedonia^  ani 
Greece*  •  .  . 

The  Italian  Prefecture  comprised,  besides  the  province  whence 
had  issued  the  conquerors  of  the  world,  all  Africa^  from  the 
frontiers  of  Egypt  to  the  present  empire  of  Moipcco.  The 
provinces  were  named  Libya,  Africa,  Numidia,  and  Maurita^ 
nia.  Rome  and  Milan  weve  alternately  the  residence  of  the 
Prefect  of  Italy;  but  Carthage  was  the  capital  of  all  the  African 
provinces.  Tint  city  equalled  Rome,  both  in  population  and 
ma^^i&cence;  and  in  the  time  of  tiieir  prosperi^,  the  Atofam 
ptpvtnces  were  tlu^ee  times  as  esitensive  as  oaoderp  GnmcOf 
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'  The  Prefecture  of  the  East,  which  was  bounded  by  the  Bbck 
Sea,  the  kingdom  of  Persia,  and  the  Desert,  was  the  richest,  the 
most  extensive,  and  most  populous  of  all.  It  contained  the  pro- 
vinces of  Asia  Minor,  Bithynia  and  Pontus,  Cilicia,  SjTia,  Phe- 
nicia  and  Palestine,  Egypt  with  a  part  of  Colchis,  Armenia, 
Mesopotamia,  and  Arabia.  The  Prefect  resided  at  Antioch, 
but  that  city  was  not  superior,  either  in  population  or  riches,  to 
aome  other  capitals,  and  particularly  Alexandria  in  Egypt. 

The  imagination  is  confounded  by  the  enumeration  of  the 
Boman  provinces,  and  by  the  comparison  of  their  vast  extent 
with  that  of  the  empires  now  in  e^ustence ;  but  our  astonishment 
increases  when  we  reflect  on  the  great  cities  with  which  each  of 
the  provinces  was  adorned.  Cities  such  as  Alexandria,  Antioch, 
and  Carthage,  surpassed  -our  largest  capitals  in  population  and 
in  riches,  and  seemed  to  contain  whole  nations  within  their  con* 
fines.  Tht  single  province  of  the  Oauls  included  one  hundred 
iand  fifteen  towns  distinguished  by  the  name  of  cities.  The  ruins 
of  some  are  still  preserved,  and  they  exceed  in  magnificence  any 
thine;  that  has  been  produced  in  modem  times. 
'  The  sight  of  these  ruins  inspires  us  with  admiration,  even  in 
.provinces  where  they  excite  no  glorious  recollections.  Who 
can  view  the  monuments  of  Nismes,  Aries,  or  Narbonne,  witfa- 
x>ut  emotions  of  respect?  And  yet  they  are  merely  modeb  of 
art.  No  historical  recollection  is  attached  to  them:—- those  noHe 
edifices  which  we  so  highly  admire  were  raised  at  the  period 
when  Rome  had  lost,  with  her  liberty,  her  virtues  and  her  glory. 
'When  we  come  to  fcc  the  date  of  their  creation,  we  find  it  cor- 
•fesponds  with  the  reign  of  those  emperors  whose  names  history 
lias  transmitted  to  the  execration  of  mankind. 
<  But  these  monuments,  even  in  the  most  remote  provinces, 
leven  in  the  most  obscure  towns,  bear  the  ancient  Roman  im- 
press—the impress  of  grandeur  and  magnificence.  Customs 
and  moral  impressions  are  sometimes  preserved  in  the  arts, 
«ven  after  they  are  effaced  from  the  mind  of  the  artists.  The 
•Roman  architect,  even  during  the  latest  periods  of  the  decline 
of*  the  empire,  constantly  beheld  before  him  the  witnesses  of 

Jast  ages,  which  kept  him  in  the  right  course;  and  he  felt  diat 
e  was  labouring  for  eternity.  The  Romans  uniformly  impress^ 
ed  on  their  works  that  character  of  ^andeur  and  durability 
which  commands  our  admiration,  and  claims  the  preference  over 
an  that  has  since  been  produced.  The  force  and  magnificence  of 
the  Roman  architecture  in  some  measure  resembles  that  of  Up- 
per E^ypt;  though  it  differs  from  the  latter  in  its  object.  The 
Egyptians  attended  only  to  their  Deities;  but  the  Romans, 
even  during  their  slavery,  were  never  unmindful  of  the  people. 
•Tlieir  monuments  were  calculated  to  administer  to  the  pka- 
fiures  of  aU.  In  the  time  of  the  Republic,  aqueducts  iaid  great 
roads  wcve  constructed  for  the  public  benefit;  but  under  tiie 
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Emperors,  the  pleasures  of  the  people  were  stiU  more  a'subject 
of  coDsideration,  and  circuses  and  dieatres  were  built.  It  may 
be  said,  that  the  Egyptian  architect  was  occupied  in  the  temples 
Bokly  with  the  presence  of  his  Deities,  and  the  Roman  artist  with 
the  adoration  of  the  people. 

Amidst  all  its  magnificence,  the  Roman  empire,  the  fall  of 
which  we  shall  shortly  take  into  consideration,  in  the  fourth 
century  degenerated  into  the  most  incurable  'Weakness.  It  was 
assailed  by  hordes  of  warriors  from  the  North  :«•— from  thevsctre- 
mities  of  Scandinavia  to  the  frontiers  of  China,  new  nations  ar- 
rived, and  desolation  marked  their  course*  The  calamities  ex- 
perienced by  the  human  race  at  that  period  exceed,  in  extent 
and  severity,  the  utmost  hoirors  and  miseries  of  any  other  age. 
We  cannot  presume  to  calculate  the  millions  of  men  who  perish- 
ed before  the  fall  of  the  Roman- empire  was  eflfected.  Yet  this 
ruin  was  not  caused  by  the  ravages  of  barbarians.  The  empire 
had  long  been  a  prey  to  internal  wounds.  Various  causes, 
doubtless,  contributed  to  destroy  among  the  subjects  of  the  Cae* 
sars,  patriotism,  military  virtue,  the  opulence  of  the  provinces, 
and  the  means  of  resistance ;  but  we  shall  at  present  particularly 
confine  our  attention  to  the  state  of  the  population,  as  on  that 
every  system  of  national  defence  mustalways  depend. 

Patriotism,  that  pure  and  exalted  virtue,  which  frequently 
rises  to  the  highest  degree  of  heroism,  and  which  renders  the 
citizen  capable,  of  the  most  glorious  sacrifices,— patriotism  which 
had  long  constituted  the  glory  and  the  power  of  Rome,  no  longer 
flourished  in  the  empire  of  die  unmrse.  An  edict  of  Caracalla, 
who  reigned  from  211  to  217,  had  rendered  common  to  all  the 
inhabitants  of  the  empire,  the  titles  and  duties,  rather  than  the 
prerogatives,  of  the  Roman  citizen.  Thus  the  Gaul  and  the 
Briton  styled  themselves  the  countrymen  of  the  Moor  and  the 
Syrian ;  and  the  Greek  was  regarded  as  the  compatriot  of  the 
Egyptian  and  the  Spaniard.  But  in  proportion  as  this  fasces 
was  enlarged,  the  bond  by  which  it  was  united  became  relaxed. 
What  glory,  what  distinction  could  be  attached  to  a  prerogative 
which  had  been  rendered  universal?  What  recollections  could  be 
awakened  by  the  name  of  country,  when  that  name  was  no 
longer  endeared  by  any  local  image,  by  any  association  of  ideas, 
or  participation  in  any  .thing. that  had  shed  a  lustre  over  the  so- 
cial body  i 

Thus  national  recollections  and  sentiments  were  abolished  in 
ancient  Rome;  and  their  place  was  but  feebly  supplied  by  the 
two  distinctions  which  might  be  observed  among  the  inhabi- 
tants ; — ^those  of  language  and  of  rank. 

Language  is  the  powerful  symbol  that  renders  nations  sensible 
of  their  unity:  it  operates  on  all  the  impressions  of  the  mind,  it 
imparts  a  colouring  to  every  sentiment  and  every  thought.  When 
it  reveals  to  us  a  countryman  in  a  foreign  nation,  it  rouses  in  the 


keart  eveiy  emotian  of  patriotism.  But,  fiur  from  being  a  piiar 
ciple  of  union  among  the  ancient  Romans,  it  tended  to  sepaxau 
them.  The  great  di£Ference  between  the  Greek  and  Latin  tongues 
soon  created  opposition  in  the  empires  of  the  East  and  West. 
These  two  languages,  which  had  already  shone  so  brilUaiitly  in 
literature,  were  adopted  by  the  government,  by  the  wealthy 
classes,  by  all  who  had  any  pretension  to  polite  education,  and 
by  the  majori^  of  the  inhabitant  of  the  cities*  Latin  was 
tjpoken  in  the  p«^fecture  of  the  Gaub,  in  Africa,  Italy,  a  part  of 
the  lUyrian  prefecture,  and  along  die  Danid>e.  Greek  was 
spoken  in  the  southern  part  of  Uie  Illyrian  prefectuie,  and 
throughout  all  the  prefecture  of  the  East. 

But  the  great  mass  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  coontry  places 
f  which  were  not  exclusively  cultivated  by  slaves  brou^it  firom 
distant  parts)  preserved  dieir  provincial  languages.  Thus,  the 
Celtic  was  spd^en  in  the  Armorioe  and  die  iahmd  of  Britain^  the 
Illyrian  in  the  greater  portion  of  lUyria,  and  the  Syrian,  the 
Coptic,  and  die  Armenian,  in  the  provinces  whence  those  km^ 
guages  derive  their  namesr  Wherever  the  people  were  most 
subjugated  and  oppressed,  they  made  the  greatest  efforts  to  ae* 
quire  the  language  of  their  masters ;  but  the  latter  were,  on  tbe 
contrar}',  obliged  to  make  advances  where  the  people  were  most 
free.  There  was  a  continual  locDmodon  among  the  inhabitants 
of  the  wh<4e  empire,  occasioned  by  the  immense  traffic  in  slaves, 
die  militar}'-  service,  and  the  pursuit  of  civil  employments;  and 
each  province  presented  among  the  lower  classes  of  socieqr,  die 
most  whimsical  oombinadon'Of  various  iUidecta. 

But  it  is  indie  state  of  the  peofrie,  in  particular,  that  we  mast 
look  for  die  causes  of  the  extreme  weakness  of  theRomon  £m?- 
pire.  If  we  wish  to  know  the  various  claases  into  which  they 
were  divided,  we  shall  find,  ist,  senatorial  families,  dieproprie* 
tors  of  immense  territories  and  immense  wealth,  who  had  suc- 
cessively encroached  on  the  inheritances  of  die  move  infericK^ 
landed  proprietors;  2d,  the  inhabitanU^f  the  large  cities,  a 
mixture  of  artmans  and  free  men,  who  subsisted  by  the  luxury 
of  the  rich,  who  participated  in  their  corruption;  3d,  the  ii^a- 
bitants  of  the  small  cities,  poor,  despised,  and  qipresaed;  4tii, 
cbkmi  and  slaves  in  the  countiy  frfaces;  5th,  robbers  in  the 
w^oods,  who,  to  avoid  oppression,  had  devoted  diemselves  to 
plnnder. 

The  upper  classes  of  a  nation  may  communicate  wisdom  and 
virtue  to  a  government,  if  they  themselves  be  wise  and  virtuous; 
but  th^  can  never  give  it  power*  Power  is  always  derived  firom 
a  lower  source ;  it  always  proceeds  from  the  great  mass  of  the 
people.  Now  in  the  Boman  Empire  this  mass,  so  various  wtdi 
respect  to  langoage,  manners,  and  religion,  so  wild  amidst  civili- 
zation, so  oppressed  and  so  degraded,  were  scarcely  perceived  bjr 
dioae  wfaoweremaitttaiaedbyitsUbottr.  Themassof  tfaepeOffe 


b  hftrdlt^everistmiociedby  historians;  it  languished  ki  misetyv 
perished,  and  in  some  provinees  almost  disappeared,  without 
notice;  Mid  it  is  only  by  a  series  of  comparisons  that  we  arrive 
at  the  knowledge  of  its  fate^ 

In  the  present  state  of  Europe,  the  class  of  the  peasantry,  of 
tiiose  who  live  by  the  manual  labour  of  agriculture,  forms  about ' 
four-fiMis  of  the  population  of  every  country,  England  only 
excepted.  We  must  presume  that  in  the  Roman  empire  the 
peasantry  were  proportionally  still  more  numerous,  since  trade 
and  commerce  were  Dot  carried  to  the  extent  to  which  they 
have  arrived  in  modem  times.  But,  however  numerous  the 
peasantry  might  be^  they  were  never  accounted  a  part  of  the  na« 
tion;  they  were  looked  upon  as  scarcely  superior  to  the  domes* 
tic  animals  whose  labour  they  shared.  The  uppei:  classes  woula 
have  dreaded  to  hear  them  pronounce  the  name  of  country,  or 
develop  any  moral  quality^  and  particularly  courage,  as  that 
might  have  been  turned  against  their  oppressors.  The  peasantry 
"Were  aH^igorousIy  forbidden  to  bear  arms,  and  they  consequent- 
fy  could  not  contribute  to  the  defence  of  the  countr}',  or  oppose 
resistance  to  the  advance  of  an  enemy. 

The  mral  population  of  the  Roman  empire  was  divided  into 
two  classes,  the  free  coloni  and  the  slaves,  who  differed  much 
more  in  name  than  in  real  privHeges.  The  former  cultivated 
the  ground  by  set  tasks,  which  were  for  the  most  part  payable 
in  kind;  but  as  aprodi^ous  distance*separated  them  from  their 
masters,  as  their  complamts  were  never  heard,  as  the  laws  af* 
forded  them  no  securi^,  their  condition  became  more  and  more 
n^retehed,  and  in  the  excess  of  their  misery  they  frequently  fled, 
abandoned  their  homes  and  their  families,  and  sought  refuge  on 
the  lands  of  some  other  proprietor.*  The  Imperial  laws  had  es^ 
tablished  summary  processes  by  which  they  could  be  claimed 
and  seissed  wherever  they  might  be  found.  Such  was  the  fate 
of  the  free  cultivators. 

The  slaves  likewise  formed  two  classes.  Those  who  weve 
bom  on  the  territories  of  the  master,  and  who  consequently  had 
no  other  home,  no  other  country,  inspired  a  greater  degree  of 
confidence  than  diose  who  had  been  purchased.  The  former 
Hved  in  huts  under  the  eyes  of  thek  commanders;  but  as  mise- 
ry and  ill-treatment  continually  diminished  their  numbers,  an 
active  tra£Bc  was  carried  on  throughout  all  the  Roman  Empire 
ibr  the  purpose  of  raising  fresh -supfdies.  The  victories  of  the 
Roman  «irmies,  and  frequently  those  of  savage  tribes  contending 
one  wkh  another,  the  punishments  inflicted  by  the  emperors,  or 
^faeir  lieutenants,  on  the  towns  or  provinces  which  had  revolted, 
and  the  inhabitants  of  which  were  acttd,  abundandy  supplied  the 
slave-merchants;  but  at  the  expense  of  all  that  was  most  valua* 
ble  in  society.  The  wretched  slaves  constantly  laboured  with 
fettera  on  their  £eet|  they  were  doomed  to  endure  excessive  fth 
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tigue  in  order  to  curb  their  spirit,  and  they  were  confined  everjr 
night  in  subterraneous  dimgeons. 

The  dreadful  misery  to  which  so  great  a  portion  of  the  popii* 
lation  was  reduced,  and  their  hatred  of  their  oppressors,  midti* 
plied  among  the  slaves  insurrections,  plots,  assassinations,  and 
poisonings*  In  vain  a  cruel  law  condemned  to  death  all  the 
slaves  of  a  master  who  should  be  assassinated;  revenge  and  de- 
spair served  only  to  multiply  crimes.  Those  who  had  avenged 
their  wrongs,  and  those  who,  widiout  having  resorted  to  vio- 
lence, were  nevertheless  the  objects  of  suspicion,  fled  to  the 
woods,  and  subsisted  on  plunder.  Their  numbers  were  so  con* 
siderable,  that  their  attacks  frequently  assumed  the  character  <^ 
a  civil  war,  rather  than  the  disorders  of  a  band  of  robbers.  By 
their  depredations  they  aggravated  the  misery  of  those  who  had 
recently  been  their  companions  in  misfortune;  and  at  length 
whole  districts  and  provinces  were  successively  abandoned  bj 
the  cultivators. 

The  rich  senator  was  sometime^  able  to  repair  his  losses,  or 
to  obtain  the  aid  of  the  laws  to  defend  his  property :  but  the 
small  proprietor,  who  himself  cultivated  his  land,  could  not  se 
easily  sui^ount  the  injuries  he  might  sustain,  and  his  life  and 
property  were  daily  endangered.  He  therefore  eagerly  disposed 
of  his  patrimony  at  any  price,  whenever  one  of  his  opulent  neigh- 
bours might  be  disposed  to  purchase  it.  Indeed  it  not  unfre- 
quently  happened  that  he  abandoned  it  without  compensation^  or 
was  deprived  of  it  by  the  weight  of  public  burdens.  Thus  all 
tlie  independent  classes^  who  more  than  any  other  were  capable 
of  feeling  the  inspiration  of  patriotism  and  defending  their  coun- 
try, soon  totally  disappeared.  The  number  of  landed  prc^etora 
diminished  to  such  a  degree,  that  a  man  of  senatorial  family 
might  frequendy  travel  two  leagues  without  meeting  his  equal; 
and  consequently  some  few,  who  happened  to  be  the  proprietors 
of  whole  provinces,  already  began  to  be  looked  upon  as  petty 
sovereigns. 

.  Amidst  this  universal  desolation,  the  existence  of  great  cities 
is  a  phenomenon  which  cannot  easily  be  conceived:  but  this 
phenomenon  exists  in  modem  times  in  Barbarv,  Turkey,  and 
throughout  ail  the  £ast,  in  short,  wherever  despotism  overwhelms 
the  individual  detached  from  society,  and  where  it  is  impossible 
to  evade  its  outrages  except  by  mingling  with  the  crowd.  These 
great  cities  were  themselves  inhabited,  for  the  most  part,  by  ar- 
tisans, subject  to  rigid  laws,  freemen  and  slaves;  but  they  also 
contained  a  greater  number  than  can  be  found  in  any  modem 
city,  of  diose  individuals  who  were^  content  with  the  mere  ne- 
cessaries of  existence,  and  who  passed  their  lives  in  idleness^ 
AU  this  population  was  likewise  prohibited  from  bearing  arms^ 
and  was  looked  upon  as  foreign  to  the  country ;  but,  being  col- 
lected together,  it  drew  forth  some  respect  from  power*    In  all 
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the  cities  of  the  first  order,  provisions  were  gratuitously  distri- 
buted, in  the  same  manner  as  games  and  spectacles  were  gratui- 
tously performed  in  the  circuses  and  theatres.  The  levity,  the 
love  of  pleasure,  and  the  regardlessness  of  the  future,  which  in- 
variably characterize  the  populace  of  great  cities,  were  mani- 
fested by  the  provincial  Romans,  amidst  the  latest  calamities  of 
the  empire;  and  Treves,  the  capital  of  the  Prefecture  of  the 
Gauls,  was  not  the  only  city  that  was  surprised  and  pillaged  by 
barbarians,  while  the  citizens,  crowned  with  garlands,  were  en- 
gaged in>applauding  the  games  of  the  circus. 

Such  was  the  interior  of  the  empire  at  the  commencement  of 
the  fourth  century;  such  was  the  population  which  should  have 
resisted  the  universal  invasion  of  savages.  The  latter  frequently 
left  the  citizens  only  the  choice  of  dying  armed  or  dying  in  sub- 
mission; and  the  descendants  of  the  proud  Romans,  die  heirs 
of  all  the  glory  which  had  been  once  acquired  by  the  most  ex* 
alted  virtue,  were  so  degraded  by  the  laws  and  the  state  of  so- 
ciety in  which  they  lived,  that  when  the  ^alternative  was  offered 
to  them,  they  uniformly  preferred  to  die  like  cowards. 

ON  THE  SUPERSTITIONS  OF  HIGHLANDERS  AND  LONDONERS. 

Popular  superstitions  are  alwajs  popular  subjects  with  London 
readers.  As  an  apology  for  paying  them  so  much  attention,  we 
gravely  expatiate  on  their  importance  in  throwing  light  on  the  cha- 
racter of  a  people.  True  enough,  as  applied  to  certain  inquirers 
into  manners  and  customs,  aod  dealers  in  national  antiquities.  But 
bow  comes  it  that  this  sort  of  reading  is  generally  in  favour  with 
those  who  care  not  a  doit  about  these  matters?  Doubtless  our  love 
of  the  strange  and  the  marvellous  has  some  share  in  creating  this 
partiality ;  and,  as  far  as  that  goes,  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  against 
it*  However,  there  is  a  more  subtle,  and  therefore  a  more  mischie- 
vous feeling.  A  man  who  flatters  himself  he  is  in  no  degree  super- 
stitious, is  ant  to  ffratify  his  vanity  in  the  opportunity  of  looking 
down  upon  nis  fellows ;  and  the  conscious  man  is  glad  to  imagine 
that  others  are  greater  fools  than  himself.  For  we  always  think  a 
cap  and  bel(^  are  ten  times  more  ridiculous  on  another's  nead  than 
on  our  own,  especially  if  there  is  a  slight  difference  in  the  fashions. 
I  have  heard  a  sailor,  with  a  child's  caul  suspended  from  his  neck, 
laugh  till "  his  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer"  at  the  idea  of 
a  camphor-bitt  as  a  talisman*  And  who  dares  laugh  at  the  sailor  ? 
Not  the  London  public,  surely.  They  are  in  the  same  predicament. 
While  they  halt  upon  crutcnes,  they  should  not  malce  a  Jest  of 
bandy  legs.  Yet  they  encourage  every  kind  of  story  exposing  the 
foibles  ot  their  neighbours,  while  they  keep  their  own  in  a  comer, 
as  cordials  for  private  use,  and,  like  dram-drinkers  in  a  sly  way, 
are  wojrse  than  your  barefaced  tipplers. 

How  many  works  there  are,  putting  those  on  foreign  countries 
out  of  the  question,  where,  directly  or  indirectiy,  the  Irish  and  the 
Welsh,  the  Highlander  and  tiie  Lowland  Scotch,  the  English  di- 
Yoi.  n.  No.  12.^1821.  4  G 
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Tided  into  counties,  and  again  subdivided  into  districts,  have  claim- 
ad  attention  to  their  several  fire-side  mythologies,  chiefly  with  an 
eje  to  London  patronaee.  Among  these  the  Higbland  superstitioDS 
stand  pre-eminent  Tne  famous  Scotch  noveUst  has  revelled  in 
them,  and  to  some  purpose.  They  formed  the  pivot  of  Dr.  John- 
son's circumvolutions  among  the  hills.  They  are  tlie  allspice  of 
Pennant's  mouldy  Antiquities,  preserving  tnem  still  upon  our 
shelves.  Our  Northern  Tours,  our  Highland  Guides,  nay  the  very 
road-books,  have  a  hit  at  them.  And  lo !  that  indefatigable  lady, 
Mrs.  Grant,  has  given  us  two  volumes  of  Essays  expressly  upon 
them.    Now,  how  comes  it  that  the  wise  inhabitants  of  the  capital 

{iresume  to  chuckle  over  these  stories  ? — Would  they  make  us  be- 
leve  tiiey  have  none  of  their  own  ? — Do  they  go  on  tlie  maxim,  that 
those  who  laugh  most  are  least  likely  to  be  laughed  at? — ^Impudent 
rogues!  But  I  can  forbear  no  longer.  KLnow,  then,  I  have  been  a 
spy  among  you,  have  narrowly  watched  you,  carefully  noted  down 
ail  your  mental  delinquencies,  beginning  at  the  largest  streets  and 
squares  (not  forgetting  the  gaming-houses-*a  rich  store),  and  gra- 
dually descending  to  ^our  smallest  lanes  and  alleys,  have  claued 
them  according  to  their  several  demerits,  and  in  due  time  intend 
to  throw  them  at  your  heads  in  the  shape  of  a  pleasant  quarto.  The 
booksellers  indeed,  and  they  well  know  their  chapmen,  alle^  that 
the  sale  must  necessarily  be  limited  to  country  customers.  I  heed 
them  not—- publish  I  will.  In  the  mean  time,  being  somewhat  im- 
patient on  l^is  matter,  I  will  give  them  a  slap,  by  way  of  prologue* 
as  threatened  in  the  heading  of  this  article.  It  seems  a  good  sub- 
ject for  the  Magazine.  The  only  objection  is,  there  may  be  "  of- 
fence in  it"  to  the  town  readers.  However,  I  promise,  as  a  make- 
peace, to  introduce,  for  their  amusement  and  instructioB,  two  or 
three  traditionary  tales  from  my  collection  of  Highland  Wooden. 
Besides,  the  offence-takers  have  it  in  their  power  to  skip  over  the 
objectionable  passaces. 

in  turning  over  &e  MSS.  hereafter  to  be  condensed  into  my  in- 
tended quarto,  I  find  there  are  innumerable  proofs,  from  ti^  ear- 
liest to  the  present  times,  of  the  extreme  credulity  of  Londoaers 
in  all  matters  relatine  to  the  supernatural.  Some  of  these  must 
not  be  passed  over.  A  prosBostication  of  a  partial  deluce  in  1524, 
which  was  assuredly  to  wash  the  city  into  the  Thames,  nad  the  ef- 
fect of  creating  such  an  alarming  hydrophobia,  that  triple  rents 
were  offered  for  temporary  residences  at  Higbgate,  Hampstead, 
and  Harrow-on-the-Ilill.  But  this,  you  will  say,  happened  in  the 
days  of  ignorance.  Let  us  then  take  a  jump  to  1750,  a  more  en- . 
lightened  period.  In  that  a  year  a  mad-cap  Life  Guardsman  pro- 
phesied that  on  the  5th  of  April  an  earthquake  would  reduce  both 
London  and  Westminster  to  a  heap  of  ruins.  The  account  I  have 
before  me  states,  that  on  the  avenue  of  the  preceding  day,  **  multi- 
tudes of  the  inhabitants  abandoned  meir  houses,  and  retired  into  the 
country;  the  roads  were  thronged  with  carriages  of  persons  of  fa- 
shion ;  the  principal  places  wi£in  twenty  miles  (^London  were  so 
crowded,  that  loclgings  were  procured  at  a  most  extravagant  price; 
the  less  wealthy  took  refuge  in  boats  on  the  river;  and  the  fields 
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adjacent  were  crowded  with  people."  Bravo!  And  to  crown  all; 
instead  of  taking  it  onietly,  tnej  turned  round  upon  the  soldier, 
called  him  a  stupid  fellow,  clapped  him  into  prison,  and  endeavour- 
ed to  wreak  their  vengeance  by  pelting  him  with  sundry  old  Acts 
of  Parliament,  touching  wizardism.  Not  long  since  we  had  a  grand 
comet,  brandishing  its  **  fiery  tresses  in  the  sky,"  frightening  our 
watchful  citizens,  and  setting  lean  wits  to  work  out  tlie  cause  of 
its  hanging  so  immediately  over  London,  and  no  where  else.  The 
Soiith-Sea  Bubble,  and  the  Quart-bottle  Conjurer,  are  pretty  anec- 
dotes, though  not  exactly  to  my  present,  purpose.  Not  so  the  Cock- 
lane  Ghost — ^that  is  a  case  in  point,  and  may  not  be  forgotten. 
'  Then  we  had  the  Prophet  Brothers,  Joanna  Southcott,  and  Parson 
Towser;  but  they  were  errors  of  so  melancholy  a  nature  that  1  care 
net  to  dwell  upon  them. 

Yet  all  these,  you  may  tell  me,  are  past,  *'  numbered  with  the 
things  that  are  eone,"  and  it  is  hoped  we  "  ne'er  shall  look  upon 
their  like  a|;ain."  Some  of  them,  however,  are  rather  modem ;  and 
without  being  over-inquisitive,  we  may  still  find  strange  matters  in 
hand.    Cowper  says— 

'*  Where  finds  philosophy  her  eagle  eye  ^* 

and  then  plumply  answers — '*  in  London !"  But  I  beg  leave  to  ask, 
in  plain  prose,  if  we  have  not  astrologers  at  Walworth,  and  in  West- 
minster especially,  with  plenty  of  customers  at  five  guineas  for  the 
casting  of  a  nativity  i  Where,  but  in  London,  are  fortune-tellers  the 
best  fortune-makers  ?  ]>oes  not  a  professcHr  of  animal  magnetism 
live  in  St.  Martin's  lane,  and  are  not  the  head-quarters  for  anodyne 
necklaces  in  Lonj;  Acre  P  Even  metallic  tractors  have  not  lost  their . 
powers  of  attraction,  as  a  shop  in  the  Strand  can  testify.  And  as  finr 
conjuring  doctm^,  wha  charm  away  the  tooth-ache,  warts,  dropsy, 
jaundice,  and  all  sorts  of  diseases,  we  have  them  at  every  turn. 

To  enumerate  the  manifold  interpretations  of  dreams  would  be 
too  laborious  a  task.  Happily  it  is  unnecessary,  as  there  are  already 
some  popular  works  written  solely  on  that  subject,  and  printed  in 
London,  to  which  I  gladly  refer  my  readers.  The  superstitions  of 
gambling-tables  and  lottery-offices  would  likewise  prove  too  vo- 
luminous. Bemdes,  they  affect  persons  only  at  certain  times,  and 
are  not  applicable  (thanx  Heaven !)  to  all  classes  alike.  It  is  Det- 
ter  to  pass  by  them  entirely,  and  come  at  once  to  thos^  little  devia- 
tions from  the  reasoning  faculty  common  to  every  body,  and  which 
strike  at  the  "  business  and  bosoms  of  men"  andf  women;  I  mean 
those  signs  and  omens  of  domestic  life,  wherein  the  character  of  the 
Londoner  is  more  particularly  displayed.  Yet,  if  that  be  the  case, 
it  is  a  heavy  charge  against  them,  for  they  will  be  found  to  be,  like 
themselves,  smokcdned,  very  mummies,  without  pith  or  meaninff, 
dull,  unintellectual,  spiritless,  bald,  "  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable.^' 
The  worst  is,  they,  for  the  most  part,  turn  upon  our  uneasy  thoughts 
—more  upon  our  fears  than  our  hopes.  Those  of  a  pleasurable  na- 
ture, which  from  time  to  time  are  imported  from  the  country,  soon 
perish  in  our  stifling  atmosphere.  For  instance,  any  thing  connect- 
ed with  love,  such  as  the  ceremony  of  the  white  of  an  egg  on  All 
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Hallow  eve,  the  pod  with  nine  peas  over  the  door,  kissing  under 
the  misletoe,  sleeping  with  a  piece  of  bride-cake  under  the  pillow — 
these,  I  observe,  are  never  regarded,  unless  by  some  late  settlers  im 
town  with  the  bloom  of  a  purer  air  yet  lingering  on  their  cheeks. 
Instead  of  cherishing  such  illusions,  which  are  something,  thej  are 
plotting  the  utter  destruction  of  love,  continually  cutting  it  with 
edged  gifts,  and  snuffing  it  out  in  a  candle  till  the  end  of  the  year. 
Then,  again,  the  fear  of  poverty  is  a  darling  theme.  They  wev 
something  new  on  Easter-day,  lest  they  should  live  to  walk  in  rags ; 
turn-money  at  the  new  moon,  to  bring  returns ;  pay  a  penny  for  am 
oyster  on  St.  James's-day,  that  they  may  never  be  in  want  of  a 
penny;  cherish  a  mole  on  the  neck,  as  a  sure  s^;n  of  their  not  dv- 
ing  in  a  workhouse ;  with  a  thousand  other  conjurations  of  the  like 
import.  If  every  old  saving,  wise  or  unwise,  orinnally  had  some 
left-handed  alliance  with  reason,  it  will  be  difficult  to  find  it  out  ia 
our  London  ones.  I  grant  it  is  unlucky  to  break  a  looking-glass* 
or  to  tumble  down  stairs;  but  it  requires  a  quick  apprehension  t* 
discover  why  tumbling  up  stairs  is  emblematic  of  a  weddiog.  There 
is  no  study  to  which  I  am  more  alive  than  the  searching  into  the 
primitive  meaning  of  things  of  apparently  no  meaning  But  here  I 
am  baffled  in  almost  every  attempt.  By  mere  accident,  for  these 
mysteries  are  seldom  blazed  abroad,  I  lately  discovered  a  worthy 
lady  of  my  acquaintance  in  the  act  of  carefully  conveyinginto  her 
new  house  a  prayer-book,  a  black  cat,  and  a  little  salt,  rhis  odd 
combination  puzzled  me  exceedingly.  She  knew  no  more  of  it  thaM 
myself,  etcept,  as  she  told  me  with  a  significant  nod,  that  it  might 
prevent  worse  harm  than  any  body  could  answer  for.  I  can  account 
for  certain  strange  freaks  in  rats  and  mice  being  looked  upon  as 
forerunners  of  death;  because  the  fatal  omens  of  screech-owla, 
cocks  crowing  at  midnight,  ravens,  dogs  howling,  and  cherry-trees 
twice  blossoming  in  the  same  year,  being  essentially  rural,  and 
therefore  impracticable  for  town-folks,  tiiey  very  discreetly  make 
up  the  deficiency  from  their  own  live  stock.  Two  transplantatioiis 
from  the  farm-yard  havs  been  sadly  distorted.  We  have  no  cows 
whose  udders  may  become  sore,  no  nens  to  pine  away,  yet  we  insist 
on  auguring  with  a  painful  interest  on  the  milk  boiling  over  the 
saucepan,  or  the  burning  of  egg-shells,  asserting  that  the  one  causes 
pimples  on  the  face,  and  that  the  other  gives  the  tooth-ache.  S« 
greedy  are  we  after  superstitions,  that,  not  content  with  those  of 
our  natural,  or  rather  unnatural  grovrth,  we  must  steal  a  few  from 
our  *'  Country  Cousins,"  colouring  them,  as  gipsies  serve  children, 
to  make  them  pass  for  our  own.  Nor  can  I  take  leave  of  this  sub- 
ject without  noting  down  our  predilection  for  cutting  our  cams  at 
the  wane  of  the  moon,  in  imitation  of  those  farmers  of  the  old  school 
who  make  choice  of  that  lucky  half  of  the  month  for  the  cutting  of 
their  com. 

Oh !  London — ^with  reverence  be  it  spoken,  and  the  more  re- 
verently inasmuch  as  I  am  one  of  thy  illegitimate  sons— i  say,  old 
mother,  thou  art  a  very  credulous  hag,  worried  to  deatii  by  an 
eternal  round  of  wonderful  signs  and  significant  wonders,  a  doting 
beldam,  swarming  in  every  wrinkle  with  impossible  notions,  an« 
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rouged  np  to  the  ejes  with  ^  blushing  honours  thick  upon  thee/' 
which,  to  thy  sillj  thinking,  hide  all  Uiine  imperfections.  There 
she  sits  cross-legged  for  luck !  Her  left  hand  on  a  heap  of  modem 
discoveries  and  works  on  science,  and  in  her  right  she  twirls  a 
tea-cup,  peering  at  her  fortune  in  the  dregs*  What  a  motley  robe 
she  wears !  She  always  had  a  taste  for  patch-work.  When  the 
mantle  of  philosophy  was  presented  to  her,  of  course  she  was  proud 
of  the  compliment,  but  thou^t  its  simplicity  unbecoming,  and  could 
not  be  persuaded  to  wear  it  otherwise  than  as  an  under-garment. 
You  may  catch  a  peep  at  it  through  those  two  rents,  once  occupied 
b^  Demonology  and  Witchcraft,  both  torn  away  much  against  her 
will — ^indeed  sne  still  has  a  sneaking  fondness  for  the  latter,  as  is 
observable  in  her  partiality  for  a  horse-shoe  at  the  threshold. 
Would  you  believe  it  ?<-— she  wears  upon  her  head  a  beautiful,  a  glo- 
rious, an  immortal  crown,  immortal  as  the  hands  of  the  Muses  who 
wove  it;  yet  the  ungrateful  harridan,  the  tawdry  fool,  covers  it 
over  with  artificial  flowers  and  peacock's  feathers.  Why  so  chary, 
thou  tenacious  woman,  of  thy  wedding  rine  ?  Not  take  it  for  a 
minute  from  your  finger  ?  *<  Alas  I  no,  not  tor  a  moment— a  thou- 
sand misfortunes  mient  befall  me !"  Her  ladyship  has  an  endless 
stock  of  fancies.  She  would  rather  you  spilt  her  choicest  wines 
than  a  grain  of  salt.  To  cross  knives  in  her  company  will  make 
her  cross  for  a  whole  day.  Thirteen  at  dinner  take  away  her  ap- 
petite. She  never  can  consent  to  begin  a  work,  or  turn  a  feather- 
bed, on  a  Friday ;  but  to  pass  inadvertently  under  a  ladder  makes  a 
Friday  of  any  day  in  the  week.  Rainy  weather  is  foretold  to  a  cer- 
tainty by  her  leU  brow  itching,  or  by  her  cat  sneezing  and  wash- 
ing her  face ;  and  the  auspices  of  St.  Swithin's  day  nave  never 
been  known  to  fail.  If  she  has  any  thins  stolen  from  her,  the  cere- 
mony of  a  key  in  a  Bible  will  find  out  the  thief.  Though  she  can- 
not abide  a  squinting  woman,  yet  she  has  been  frequently  convict- 
ed of  exchanging  an  agreeable  ogle  with  male  obliquity,  for  he 
bodeth  good,  more  particularly  if  met  at  the  comer  of  a  street,  or 
opposite  a  church.  She  recommends  every  body  troubled  with  a 
wen  to  bribe  Jack  Ketch  for  the  touch  of  a  dead  felon's  hand.  In 
her  great  love  for  little  children,  she  bites  off  their  nails  lest  they 
should  become  pickpockets.  Should  one  of  the  dear  little  creatures 
cut  an  eye-tooth  first,  she  comforts  herself  for  the  misfortune,  in 
promising  to  take  special  care,  whenever  it  is  shed,  to  sprinkle  it 
with  salt  and  throw  it  in  the  fire.  Few  things  give  her  pleasure ; 
among  them  may  be  reckoned  getting  accidenUliy  out  of  bed  left  leg 
first,  putting  clothes  on  wrong  side  outwards,  finding  a  bit  of  iron, 
and  being  followed  by  a  strange  black  dog.  Since  the  last  rise  in 
'■  ,sner 


the  rate  of  postage,  she  does  not  much  care  for  seeing  a  letter  in  the 
candle.  She  sits  in  the  chimney-comer,  mourns  over  a  quarrelling 
coal,  watches  a  stranger  on  the  bar  of  the  grate,  and  stoops,  lower 
than  her  age  can  warrant,  to  pick  up  a  popgun  cinder;— speak 
quickly,  for  avarice  and  the  dread  of  death  are  upon  thee— is  it  a 
purse  or  a  coffin  ?  **  Good  lack !— a  coffin !"— and  the  bell  rincs 
without  a  hand ;  a  double  shadow  of  herself  glides  about  the  wall; 
her  death-watch  ticks,  and  her  winding-sheet  is  in  the  taper ! 
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To  be  angr  J  with  a  people's  superatitioiifl  isy-generally  speaking, 
to  pick  a  fjuarrel  with  humanity.  But  here  lliej  are  m  so  bad  a 
taste,  I  insist  upon  being  splenetic.  And  yet  we  talk  of  the  High* 
landers  with  derision.  Come,  let  us  torn  round,  and  have  a  look 
at  them.  The  Highlanders !  whose  imiiginations  are  more  capable 
of  forming  the  machinery  of  an  epic,  than  the  boastful  Metropoli- 
tans are  of  furnishing  the  subject  of  an  epigram,  unless  indeed  it 
be  without  a  point  There  is  a  romance,  a  graceful  keeping,  a  poe- 
tic feeling,  in  the  legends  of  these  mountaineers,  which  it  is  in  vain 
to  grope  for  in  the  kennels  of  a  city.  Their  superstitions  are  not 
wrai^ed  up  in  ridiculous  proverbs,  like  '*  a  poor  cat  in  an  adase,*' 
but  serve  to  adorn  their  stories  of  love  and  war,  the  feats  of  ueir 
ancestors,  and  the  hopes  of  their  youth.  They  dwell  upon  their 
minds,  they  cheer  their  long  winter-evenings.  Those  of  tragic  bear- 
ing end  with  some  punishment  on  perfidy  or  cruelty;  and  the  comic 
ones,  dressed  in  tairy  garb,  are  seldom  without  a  text  for  the 
hearer's  benefit.  It  is  saying  much  in  their  praise,  and  I  am  aware 
of  the  boldness  of  the  assertion,  but  dare  pronounce  their  fisiry  tales 
superior  to  those  of  the  immortal  Mother  Bunch.  I  wish  no  one 
bad  ever  meddled  with  that  glorious  one  of  the  Dunv^n  flag,  for 
which  the  adventurer  travelled  to  an  out-of-the-way  place  beyond 
the  sun;  it  would  have  been  such  an  honour  to  be  the  first  to  put  it 
upon  record.  Then  there  is  that  delightful  anecdote  of  a  young 
maiden's  visit  to  the  fairies'  wake  in  the  middle  of  a  mountain;  but 
that  has  been  told  three  or  four  times.  However,  I  have  several 
others  at  my  elbow,  and  think  I  cannot  do  better  than  pitch  upon 
one  (never  yet  printed  to  my  knowledge)  with  a  good  matrimonial 
moral,  as  it  may  be»of  essential  service  in  our  profl^te  town.  I 
obtained  it  from  a  guide,  a  true  Gael,  as  he  led  me  across  the  braes 
of  Loch  Carron ;  and,  as  his  Enelish  was  somewhat  confined  and 
abstruse,  I  had  better  take  the  Uberty  of  telling  it  afiter  my  own 
fashion  than  after  his«  which,  what  with  hesitations,  intemiptiono» 
circumlocutions,  and  huntings  after  words,  lasted  for  two  **lanx 
Scots  miles"  and  a  bittock.  His  joyous  countenance,  as  he  related 
it,  and  the  sorrowful  assurances,  at  every  pause,  of  his  inability  to 
do  it  justice  in  my  langua^,  convince  me  that  I  shall  give  it  to  die 
reader  sadly  curtailed  of  its  native  ornaments. 

A  fairy,  whose  name  sounded  like  Trilby,  regardless  of  his  aerial 
reputation,  fell  desperatelv  in  love  with  the  wife  of  a  fisherman,  who 
lived  at  the  foot  of  Loch  Marie.  This  Trilby  was  a  little  fellow. 
From  the  traditionary  accounts  of  his  stature,  he  would  have 
stretched  himself  at  full  length  in  one  of  the  shoes  of  O'Bryan 
the  Irish  giant.  Yet  his  vanitv  assured  him  of  success,  thourk 
the  fair  one  was  a  spankinv  jade,  and  the  tallest,  on  the  femue 
side,  of  the  whole  clan  of  Mackenzies.  It  is  often  remarked  how 
apt  the  two  extremes  of  short  and  tall  are  to  fall  in  love.  Were 
it  not  for  this  crossing  of  the  breed,  which  pots  us  on  a  kind  of 
equality,  and  allows  us  to  look  at  each  other  full  in  the  face,  it 
is  conjectured  that,  in  process  of  time,  one  half  of  the  world 
would  walk  under  the  other  half's  less.  Nothing  was  wanting  t« 
the  Ipver  but  an  interview,  and  to  (wtain  that  was  tiie  difficulty. 
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An  intimate  acquaintance  of  his,  a  great  sportsman  after  cock- 
chafers and  draeon-flies,  had  learnt  m>m  his  old  aunt  it  was  ne^  i 
cessarj  that  Truby  should  be  presented  by  the  husband  himself,  or 
no  impression  whatever  could  be  made.  This  news  was  perplexing. 
How  was  it  to  be  contrived?  for  the  husband  had  a  sort  of  suspicion 
of  the  business,  knew  Trilbjr  bj  sisht,  and  had  even  threatened  to 
cut  him  up  in  a  mess  of  porridge.  It' was  true  this  punishment  was 
denounced  during  a  scarcity  of  flesh -meat;  but  though  he  were 
not  eaten,  still  there  was  a  nsk  of  being  carved  into  less  hits  than 
himself,  and  that  would  not  be  comfortable.    After  pondering  on 
this  dilemma  for  a  long  time,  he  at  last  hit  upon  an  uncommonly 
cunning  scheme:  he  jumped  into  the  sea,  and  ran  down  a  salmon's 
throat,  just  as  it  was  entering  the  net    It  happened  to  be  the  only 
one  the  fisherman  caught  at  this  haul ;  and,  as  a  supper  was  want- 
ed, he  took  it  home  and  presented  it  to  his  wife,  desiring  her  to 
dress  aportion  of  it  by  the  time  he  returned,  and  then  left  the  cot- 
tage. Tne  woman,  an  obedient  housewife,  immediately  set  to  work. 
Her  first  act  was  to  rip  open  the  salmon's  belly,  when  out  stepped 
little  Trilby.    She  did  not  faint,  for  she  had  not  been  bred  up  at  a 
boarding-school ;  but  she  was  sreatly  alarmed,  and  stood  aghast, 
with  the  knife  in  her  hand,  while  tiie  inamorato  knelt  upon  the 
table,  and  began  an  oration  in  verjr  choice  Gaelic.  Whether  it  was 
owing  to  enchantment  or  not,  remains  undecided ;  certain  it  is,  and 
with  shame  be  it  spoken,  she  soon  took  a  fancy  to  him.    She,  how- 
fever,  confessed  herself  much  shocked  at  his  diminutive  appearance, 
and  on  that  account  declined  his  invitation  to  elope.    To  obviate 
this  difficulty.  Trilby  proposed,  not  having  it  in  his  power  to  make 
himself  six  feet  high,  to  reduce  her  to  his  own  pigmy  stature.  Un- 
fortunately she  consented.    In  an  instant  the  reduction  was  ac- 
complished, and  lo !  the  fisherman's  wife  walked  about  her  room, 
fri^tened  at  her  cat,— -it  looked  like  a  tiger !   Being  now  about  to 
quit  her  home  for  ever,  a  thousand  feeling  rushed  upon  her  mind. 
iHone  are  so  strong  as  a  parent's;  and  while  her  minikin  hand  was 
pulling  at  the  lowest  part  of  the  door,  and  as  she  saw  it  open  to  her 
will,  siie  looked  at  her  lover,  paused  on  the  threshold,  and  request- 
ed»  permission  to  take  a  last  farewell  of  her  infant.    He  nodded 
acQuiescence,  and  she  ran  to  the  cradle,  where  she  could  just  catch 
m  glimpse  of  its  face  by  standing  on  tip-toe.  This  was  not  enough. 
She  must,  she  would  have  a  kiss ;  ano,  for  that  purpose,  managed 
to  climb  into  the  cradle.    All  children  are  mightily  fond  of  dolls; 
and  the  little  creature,  mistaking  its  mother  for  one,  began  to 
squeeze,  and  toss,  and  knock  her  about  most  unmercifully.    '*0h. 
Trilby!  Trilby!"  she  cried,  *<myofaild  is  my  torment,  and  it  is 
you  tnat  have  made  him  so!"    Her  ecreams  brought  in  the  neigh- 
bours, and  soon  after  came  the  husband,  searching  every  inhere  lor 
Trilb;^ ;  but,  luckily  for  him,  he  escaped*  The  good  man  pardoned 
his  wife»  as  she  had  already  been  severely  punished ;  but,  as  he 
held  her  in  his  hands,  (for  she  would  have  been  lost  in  his  arms)  he 
expressed  himself  dissatisfied  at  such  a  miniature  likeness.    By 
the  advice  of  a  learned  conjuror,  she  was  taken  to  the  famous  spring 
in  the  island  of  St  Marie,  which  is  situated  about  half  way  up  the 
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Loch,  where  she  bathed,  and  returned  to  the  cottase  in  lier  former 
dimensions.  It  was  thought  politic  to  represent  her  affection  fix- 
Trilby  as  a  species  of  madness ;  and  therefore  from  that  ^^^  ^ 
water  has  been  supposed  to  cure  insanity.  , 

Though  the  northern  fairies  are  usually  of  the  beneficent  order, 
some  of  them  are  known  to  have  committed  verjr  untoward  actions. 
This  mischief-maker  Trilby  is  not  the  only  instance.  Various 
anecdotes  are  told,  even  of  a  bitter  animosity  among  them;  but  I 
am  loth  to  give  them  credit  Certain  it  is»  that  the  wounding  of 
cattle  with  elf-shots  (one  of  which  was  shown  to  me)  is  a  sad  proof 
of  a  spiteful  disposition.  Still  it  is  advantageous  to  bestow  on  them 
this  mixed  character,  as  it  partly  supersedes  the  necesuty  of  intro- 
ducing goblins  and  witches,  both  which  (out  of  Shakspeare)  are  the 
greatest  pests  of  society.  They  tend  to  make  the  mind  gloomy; 
and  we  have  enough  for  that  purpose  among  our  realities.  So  they 
seem  to  think  in  the  Hishlands,  where  the  people  are  naturally 
cheerful,  and  where  the  best  rural  sacrifice  or  Beltein,  a  May -day 
jollity,  and  the  ceremonies  in  honour  of  their  Druidical  Apollo, 
Gruagach,  or  the  fair-haired,  are  yet  retained,  not  indeed  in  die 
spirit  of  Paganism,  but  as  occasions  of  merriments— while  oar 
London  May-day  sports  are  fallen  into  utter  disrepute,  even  with 
chimney-sweepers.  It  is  long  «*  since  the  tall  May-pole  overlooked 
the  Strand." 

The  Highlanders  lay  claim  to  the  invention  of  second-sight,  for 
which  they  appear  to  have  a^patent,  as  no  one  ventures  to  practise 
it  except  themselves.  But  was  not  Apollonius  Thyaneus  one  of 
the  ^fted,  when  he,  while  teaching  in  his  school  at  Ephesus,  beheld 
Domitian  slain  in  his  palace  at  Rome?  And  moreover,  might  not 
he  be  the  inventor?  This  is  a  delicate  question.  Some  are  of 
opinion  that  the  heathen  philosopher  had  visited  the  court  of  Final 
in  his  travels,  and  there  learnt  the  mysterious  art;  and  this  is  uie 
more  probable,  as  he  and  Fingal  were  contemporaries.  However 
that  may  be,  second-sight  is  a  creditable  and  a  somewhat  credible 
thin^,  or  Dr.  Johnson  would  not  have  returned  from^his  tour  de- 
claring himself  "  willing  to  believe."  So  many  well-attested  ac- 
counts have  already  puzzled  the  worlds  that  I  shall  add  but  one 
more  to  the  number.  A  gentleman,  they  tell  me,  was  waited  on  at 
sunset  by  the  vision  of  a  man  without  a  head.  It  walked  up  to  the 
parlour-fire,  warmed  its  hands,  and  walked  out  again.  Not  being 
able  to  discover,  from  the  trunk  and  limbs,  which  of  his  friends  it 
could  be  whose  decapitation  was  threatened,  he  remained  in  the 
most  awful  anxiety.  For  several  evenings  the  figure  repeated  its 
appearance,  till  the  gentleman,  by  closer  scrutin;^,  perceived  a  mark 
behind  the  knee,  (for  the  vision  wore  a  kilt)  which  proved  it  to  be 
no  other  than  himself!  In  ordinary  cases  so  horrible  a  discovery 
Would  have  settled  the  business  at  once,  without  the  assistance  of 
a  claymore.  But  he  was  resolute,  scorned  to  be  frightened  to  death, 
and  held  up  his  head  boldly,  till  it  was  struck  off  by  a  party  of 
Mac  Gregors,  in  revenge  for  his  having  betrayed  seven  of  their 
clansmen  to  the  rage  of  th^  Colquhouns* 
Ah !  I  have  written  thus  far  without  a  word  about  ghosts.    Hatk 
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not  file  reader  suspected  an  unwillingness  on  my  part  to  reckon 
them  among  superstitions?  The  truth  is,  I  have  a  lurking  pro-  . 
pensitj  that  way,  and  see  no  impropriety  in  Mrs.  Veal's  calling 
upon  her  intimate  acquaintance  after  her  death.  She  comes  witn 
a  double  knock  at  the  door  like  a  gentlewoman,  asks  after  the 
family,  tells  her  errand,  and  bids  them  good  morning.  I  like  the  ac- 
count almost  as  well  as  De  Foe  who  wrote  it  There  is  in  my  mind 
only  one  obiection.  She  is  de  fU  en  cap  in  the  fashion  of  the  day; 
ana  thoudh  I  eladly  assent  to  the  spiritual  existence  of  a  Mrs.  Veal, 
I  am  confounded  at  the  idea  of  a  gnost  of  a  silk  gown,  or  of  a  laced 
cap,  or  the  twin  ones  of  a  pair  of  kid  doves.  This  is  a  fault  in 
nearly  all  such  kind  of  tales.  Not  that  I  would  have  Mrs.  Veal, 
or  any  other  lady,  or  even  an^  ^ntleman,  make  an  indecorous  ap- 
parition, pleading  the  impossibility  of  procuring  spectral  attire,— 
tar  be  it  trom  me,  I  wish  for  no  such  sights.  An  attempt  has  been 
lately  made  to  adse  a  few  ghosts  in  the  Tower,  but  they  did  not 
thrive*  The  fact  is,  London  is  too  confined ;  they  want  space,  and, 
like  the  soul  of  King  John,  call  out  for  "  elbow-room."  Besides, 
they  are  not  in  the  habit  of  appearing  to  more  than  one  at  a  time ; 
ana  how  can  that  be  done  in  a  crowd  r  Yet,  for  all  this,  the  Lon- 
doners have  great  faith  in  them,  and  are  fond  of  swallowing  them 
whole,  as  they  come  up  fresh  from  the  country.  They  have  been 
known  to  feed  with  such  avidity  on  these  •«  airy  nothings,"  that  they 
have  consumed  the  winter  produce  of  three  or  four  counties  at  a 
sinjgle  meal.  It  is  to  be  hoped  tiiey  will  feel  grateful  for  the  dish 
of  msubstantials  I  am  about  to  serve  up,  being  as  highly  seasoned  as 
if  it  had  been  cooked  purposely  for  their  palates.  Ghost-stories 
are  nearly  all  connected  wim  robbery  or  murder,— mere  Old-Bailey 
subjects.    Now  this  originates  in  love,  and,  what  is  still  better,  it 

S'ves  a  sentiment  to  the  passion,  without  which  a  love-tale  is  no- 
ing  but  peppered  water-gruel.  Then  again  it  touches  on  the  doc- 
trine of  the  formation  of  congenial  souls,  as  tau^t  by  Plato/— <no 
mean  recommendation.  As  for  its  authenticity,  if  the  reader  will 
not  take  my  word,  he  may  go  to  Lochaber.  So  much  it  pleases  me, 
that  if  I  have  not  yet  succeeded  in  proving  the  inferionty  of  Lon- 
don superstitions,  (albeit,  as  I  have  shown  to  their  shame,  they  have 
a  more  numerous  collection)  I  am  content  to  rest  my  argument  in 
favour  of  the  Highlanders,  solely  upon  the  merits  of  this  same 
ghost-story. 

About  nfty  years  aeo,  a  farmer  lived  in  Glen  Speann,  whose 
name  was  Mac  Donal<C  It  is  shameful  I  should  forget,  not  only 
his  Christian  name,  but  likewise  Hie  name  of  the  farm,  for  every 
particular  was  delivered  to  me  with  scrupulous  accuracy.  He  had 
a  wife,  three  daughters,  and  three  sons.  This  I  perfectly  recollect; 
for  there  was  a  dispute  between  the  old  lady  and  her  son,  while  re- 
lating it  to  me,  whether  there  were  not  four  sons  and  three  dauditers, 
or  four^auehters  and  three  sons,  or  three  of  each,  and  (I  am  nappy 
to  say)  the  last  was  finally  agreed  on  by  both  parties.  I  love  cor- 
rectness. What  signifies  telling  a  story  in  the  rough  ?  It  is  like 
S' ving  the  index  of  a  book  instead  of  the  text.  The  youngest  of  the 
mily  was  a  boy;  he  was  the  only  one  who  had  not  been  suckled 
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^  hoiae«  pind,  perkaps  on  that  nccount,  was  mot  ao  great  a  favourite 
48  die  rest,  such  dainties  as  farmers  can*  iiiOw  and  then»  give  to 
their  children,  were  never  bestowed  on  this  poor  boy.  He  waa 
just  turned  of  ten  jears  when  the  supernatural  events  took  place  in 
•thp  cottage;  for,  as  the  old  lady  observed*  he  was  born  at  LiaLinmas, 
and  they  oesan  at  the  end  of  August.  I  am  not  sure  but  she  aaid 
the  after-lwSfQf  Am^sU  and  not  the  ends  which  makes  a  little  dif- 
ference. This  boy  then, — for  it  is  chiefly  of  and  concerning  him,— 
was  all  at  once  favoured  beyond  his  brothers  and  aist^-s,  not  by  his 

Crents»  but  by  some  invisible  agent  When  his  porrul|^  was  set 
fore  him,  a  lump  of  butter  vanidied  from  the  family  dish,  and 
popped  into  his  basin.  If  oat-cake  was  given  him,  a  piece  of 
«h^ese  jumped  out  of  the  cupboard  to  keep  it  comjiany.  The  wont 
slices  of  the  meat  were  distributed  to  him  iu  vain;  the^  were  in- 
stantly exchanged,  and  nobody  knew  bow,  for  the  tid-bits  of  the 
joint.  Had  he  barlev  scones,  they  were  immediately  powdered 
with  sugar.  When  taey  gave  him  water,  it  was  turned  into  milk 
^fore  it  reached  his  lips.  Sid  father  or  mother  attempt  to  chas- 
tise him,  they  suffered  for  their  temerity :  the  pot-lid  would  fly  off, 
and  the  meat  ran  away  up  the  Ium—( Anglic^  the  chimney) ;  the 
churn  failed  in  its  office;  the  sheep  fell  into  fits;  the  cows  kicked 
over  the  milk -pails;  and  the  ro«tf  of  the  cottage  was  sure  to  want 
repair  <mi  the  rollowing  day.  The  farmer,  wearied  and  tormented, 
resolved  on  quitting  this  haunted  haUtation,  and  weat  to  another 
at  a  short  distance;  but  his  removal  was  ineffectual,  for  the  same 
pranks  constantly  attended  him.  A  schoolmaster  of  Baadnaeh, 
tearing  of  thes^  strange  matters,  came  to  assure  himself  whether 
they  were  true  or  false.  However,  he  was  soon  jglad  to  run  out  of 
the  cottage.  Every  thing  he  presumed  to  touch  aimed  a  blow  &t  his 
head.  He  was  twice  knocked  down  before  he  made  three  inquiries. 
<<  This  was  very  odd,  very  odd,  indeed-^was  it  not.  Sir  P'— so  said 
m  informant.  The  farmer  again  removed  to  the  upper  part  of  the 
Glen,  above  Ke}^ch;  the  very  spot  was  pointed  ont  to  me.  Still 
he  could  ^t  no  rest  The  worst  was,  that  owing  to  so  many  per- 
sons coming  to  witness  these  incomprehensible  doings,  he  was  well 
nigh  eaten  out  of  house  and  home.  This  state  of  things  continaed, 
from  first  to  last,  for  seven  long  years.  The  boy,  being  then  seven- 
teen, got  up  one  morning  with  a  (keam  in  his  liead  about  America. 
This  dream  was  repeated  till,  morning  after  morning,  there  was 
nothing  to  be  heard  but  his  confounded  talk  about  America.  In  a 
short  while  he  expressed  a  desire  to  go  to  America;  and  at  last,  in 
spite  of  his  father's  intreaties  to  the  contrary,  to  America  he  went 
The  night  he  quitted  his  home — it  was  in  the  month  of  November 
^-as  the  farmer  and  his  wife  were  seated  together  by  the  fire,  thev 
heard  a  voice,  as  from  some  person  between  them,  say,  •*  What  will 
you  give  me?''  Thev  looked,  but  saw  nothine  but  themselves. 
"  What  is  it  you  would  have?"  exclaimed  the  firmer.  And  then 
the  voice  eagerly  answered,  "  One  of  your  children !"  *•  Ah !"  cried 
the  father,  "  whoever  thou  art,  I  will  not  give  thee  one  of  them." 
"There!  there!"  th^  mother  screamed  out,  "there  is  a  hen^ 
we  will  give  that  hen— take  it,  and  go  away.".    The  voice  then 
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laushed — ^laughed  prodigiouslj — and  told  them  that  he  was  per- 
fect! j  indifferent  to  their  consent,  as,  in  fact,  he  could  take  what 
he  chose.  "  But  come  thou,  Mac  Donald,"  it  continued,  «  come 
to  the  outside  of  the  door,  and  there  thou  shalt  see  as  well  as 
hear  me !"  The  man  was  for  some  time  afraid  to  accept  the  invita- 
tion ^  but  his  wife  besought  him  to  eo,  a^  obedience  mignt  put  an  end 
to  their  troubles,  and  he  manajged  to  pluck  up  courage,  "  Away 
with  your  dirk !"  cried  the  voice, — and  he  threw  it  down  immedi- 
ately. **  Throw  the  gullie"  (alias  knife)  "  from  your  pocket !"  cried 
the  voice, — and  he  did  so.  "There  is  a  pin  in  your  tilt,"  cried  the 
voice :  "  I  cannot  be  seen  by  any  one  with  a  pointed  weapon !" — 
and  he  obeyed  in  this  particular  as  well  as  in  the  rest.  Mac  Do- 
nald went  forth.  There  was  a  hi^h  wind,  and  the  skjr  was  heavily 
clouded,  but  light  enough  to  distinguish  objects,  for  it  was  at  the 
time  of  a  full  moon.  lie  first  looked  straight  forward,  and  then 
turning  sharp  round  to  the  riffht,  beheld  two  figures,  not  quite  rest- 
ing their  feet  upon  the  ground,  as  if  in  contempt  of  the  laws  of  gra- 
vitation. They  were  hand  in  hand.  One  was  the  ghost  of  a  man 
whose  natid^  was  Campbell,  and  the  other  the  ghost  of  his  daughter, ' 
a  little  girl,  who  died  oft  the  very  dav'the  supernatural  events  be- 
gan in  the  cottage } — as  for  Campbell,  he  died,  as  I  am  assured^ 
some  three  months  before  her.  The  male  apparition  asked  <he 
farmer  why  he  hafd  not  sent  his  bey  away  before,  seeing  that  all  hie 
troubles  were  occasioned  by  him.  *•  It  was  this  my  dau^ter,"  pur- 
sued he, "  who  constantly  waited  on  him,  served  him  with  the  best*- 
chastised  vou  for  your  cruelty,  and,  at  last,  whispered  to  him  those 
dreams  of  America,  while  her  spirit  embraced  hiin  as  he  slept.  For, 
know — ^her  soul  was  originally  formed  to  be  wedded  to  his ;  and 
we  learnt  that  he  might  chance  to  marry  here,  and  be  wretched,  not' 
meeting  with  his  feliow-soul.  To  come  to  my  daughter,  he  must 
die  young  and  innocent ;  and,  for  that  purpose,  it  was  necessary  he 
should  go  to  a  foreign  land.  Expect,  ere  long,  to  hear  he  has  Quit- 
ted the  living !"  And  such,  indeed,  happened.  News  came  rrom 
America  that,  on  the  first  night  of  die  boy's  landing  there,  he  died 
in  his  sleep.  S. 
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FBIEND* 

Hebald  of  Love— ^ar  pledge  of  tenderness! 

Affection's  first,  and  tnerefore  dearest  token- 
Remembrancer  of  one  my  life  did  blesa— 

Remembrancer  of  vows  through  years  unbroken! 
Dear  little  book,  scorn  not  this  tear — how  vain ! 
Which  on  thy  n^-white  margin*  leaves  a  stain. 

TJnhallow'd  hand  shall  never  on  tliee  rest. 

Cold  careless  eye  shall  ne'er  thy  pages  see ; 
Prized  through  past  years,  still  chensh'd  in  my  breast, 
While  my  tife  lasts,  thou'lt  my  companion  be. 
Vet  canst  thou  now,  to  me,  no  pleasure  ^ve. 
The  voice  is  hush'd  that  bade  tny  beauties  live.  L. 
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SOCIAI.  CONVERSE. 

^<  Ah^  Madame  r^  said  a  French  lady  of  rank,  lamenting  the 
memory  of  the  celebrated  Champfort,  ^fai  perdu  en  bit  mon 
meUleur  causeur^^-^^^  I  have  lost  m  him  my  best  talker."— ^he 
spoke  feelingly.  Of  the  many  voids  daily  occasioned  by  the 
frailty  of  life,  that  which  is  experienced  by  the  ear  is  the  deepest 
felt.  Hearing  is  a  domestic  sense,  on  which  the  objects  of  home 
and  friendship  are  strongly  and  unconsciously  impressed.  Sight 
is  a  more  fickle,  independent  faculty,  that  can  soon  replace  a  lost 
object,  or  forget  its  image  in  the  wide  scope  of  variety.  But 
the  ear  is  more  constant,  and  laments  the  absence  of  those  sounds 
which  had  been  familiar  to  it,  with  a  freshness  of  sorrow  that 
is  always  young.  It  is  most  open  to  association,  and  commu- 
nicates with  the  heart  so  subtly  and  instantaneously,  that  it  de- 
serves more  to  be  called  9i  fee  ling  than  a  sense. 

Hence  the  loss  of  a  man  of  conversation  leaves  the  greatest 
chasm  in  society — ^the  more  so,  as  the  easy  and  imperceptible 
way  in  which  he  bestows  pleasure  prevents  his  merit  from  be- 
ing fully  appreciated  till  it  is  missed.  On  looking  over  the 
sweet  sad  histories  of  regrets  for  departed  friendship,  we  gene- 
rally find  that  those  have  been  very  consolable  who  were  held 
together  by  passion  and  the  needs  of  mutual  excitement;  while 
the  overpowering  and  irremediable  sensation  of  grief  has  visit- 
ed those  who  were  connected  by  the  mere  habits  of  life  and 
daily  intercourse,  more  than  by  any  tenderer  tie.  The  former 
can  seek  elsewhere  for  their  accustomed  pleasures;  but  what 
can  replace  the  loved  peculiarities  of  the  old  friend,  or  coun- 
terfeit that  husk  voice,  which  an  acquaintance  of  half  a  century 
has  converted  into  music? 

I  am  hence  inclined  to  imagine  that  there  is  more  of  what 
may  be  called  friendship  among  the  French  than  with  us.  They 
are  more  linked  together  by  the  sounds  of  each  other's  voices, 
and  at  once  the  merriest  and  most  melancholy  of  people,  (if  we 
believe  their  best  authors*)  they  lean  for  happiness  on  the  as- 
pects and  words  of  their  fellows,  and  enjoying  more*  than  we 
the  pleasures  of  society,  are  more  alive  to  their  loss.  This, 
though  it  be  mere  speculation,  is  borne  out  by  the  memoires  of 
both  countries.  We  have  no  such  ^^  douces  et  pures*^  connexions 
to  boast  of,  as  those  between  La  Fayette  and  La  Rochefoucault, 
-~with  a  thousand  others.     Their  anecdotes  and  gleanings 


*  " That  chanmng  word  meUmcholyh^a  been  abased  enough  to  make  it  lov^ 
since  ridiculous,  if  an^  other  word  could  hare  been  found  to  express  that  di^ 
position  or  habit  of  nund,  to  which  the  French  are  perhaps  more  inclined  than 
any  other  people.  This  observation  by  no  means  compromises  or  contradicts 
the  other  no  less  true  one,  concerning  the  gaiety  of  their  character.— TViiiwf 
/roffi  VMcrmte  de  la  Chauu^e  jy^irUin, 
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from  private  life,  however  they  abound  in  vice,  are  full  of  the 
amiability  of  friendship,*  and  tempt  one  to  cry  out, 

*'Let  me  lire  in  the  land  where  such  thinn  have  been  said. 
Let  me  fly  from  the  land  where  such  deeda  have  been  done." 

There  have  been  more  rules  promulgated  and  essays  written 
on  the  subject  of  conversation  than,  I  believe,  on  any  other; 
yet  it  seems  to  be  the  least  of  all  understood.  It  would  be  easy 
to  fill  this  whole  Nuniber  with  maxims  and  regulations  concern- 
ing it,  even  if  we  confined  our  quotations  to  the  modem  precep- 
tors of  politeness,  commencing  with  H  Cortegiano  of  Casti- 
glione,  and  terminating  with  my  Lord  Chesterfield.  But  they 
are  all,  for  the  most  part,  like  the  philosopher  in  Rasselas,  who 
first  told  him  to  follow  nature,  and,  in  his  explication  of  nature, 
went  into  the  deepest  intricacies  of  art.  Conversation,  like  all 
other  habits,  is  a  discipline,  not  a  study ;  and  would  be  gene- 
rally understood  if  there  were  proper  schools  to  practise  as 
well  as  learn  it  in.  But  a  school  must  have  laws,  and  this 
does  not  please  the  young  radicals  of  manners,  who  say,  that 
where  there  is  not  perfect  liberty  and  equality,  there  is  nothing, 
-—above  all,  no  conversation. 

For  my  individual  part,  I  hate  republican  manners,  as  an  at- 
tempt to  establish  what  cannot  be — a  perfect  equality  among 
mankind.  In  spite  of  law  and  generalizing  appellations,  one 
man  will  out-top  another,  and' assume  the  tone  of  elevation  na- 
tural to  his  success.  If  this  be  acknowledged  and  recognised, 
it  becomes  a  matter  of  course,  an  insignificant  and  unthought-of 
distinction;  but  when  it  appears  of  itself,  unsanctioned  by  cus- 
tom and  authority,  (and  it  must  appear,)  the  proud  feelings  of 
others  are  awakened  and  fretted,  which^  in  the  open  and  natu- 
ral ordination  of  rank,  could  not  have  repined  at  the  general 
course  of  things.  Thus  by  avoiding  the  simple  inequality  of 
dress  and  ceremony,  the  insolent  one  of  bearing  and  behaviour 
becomes  necessarily  more  strongly  marked;  and  in  seeking  to 
destroy  all  envy  on  the  one  hand,  and  pride  on  the  other,  the 
bitterest  seeds  of  both  are  sown,  which'start  up  the  stronger,  the 
deeper  they  are  buried. 

As  there  are  no  two  sets  of  features  exactly  alike,  so  there 

*  Every  one  must  have  experienced,  on  perunng  the  coimnencement  of  that 
delightfnlbook  '<  Bfarmontel's  Memoirs,"  an  incredulity  of  the  existence  of  such 
a  simple  and  united  state  of  society  as  is  there  depicted.  The  incredulity  oc- 
casioned by  other  accounts  as  well  as  this,  has  often  been  corrected  by  expe- 
rience. 

"  In  reading  Madame  Roland's  curious  and  interesting  <  Memoirs,'  I  was  for- 
cibly struck  by  the  vivid  and  delightful  picture  drawn  of  the  innocent  recrea- 
tions which  were  taken  by  her  little  famuy  in  the  woods  of  Yincennes  and  tiie 
groves  of  St.  Cloud,  on  Sundays  and  holidays;  and  I  Uioughjt  them  descriptive 
of  manners  too  purely  primitive  to  belong,  at  the  present  day,  to  such  a  city  a^ 
Paris.  These  pictures,  however,  I  saw  a  hundred  times  repeated,  not  only  in 
the  public  gardens  of  the  metropolis,  but  in  all  the  environs  of  the  capitals" — 
"  France**  by  Lady  Morgan. 
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are  no  two  minds  equ^;  if  they  meet  and  become  intimate,  one 
must  put  a  yoke  upon  the  other  ;*-tht8  may  not  take  place  in  an 
evening,  but  in  the  end  it  is  inevitable.  No  thorough  indmacy, 
on  this  account,  can  take  place  between  men  of  first-rate  genius : 
each  roust  have  a  sphere  and  orbit  to  himself,  and  of  this  it  b 
likely  that  they  have  an  intuitive  knowledge— an  apprehension 
of  coming  together.  All  this  must  be  but  conjecture  on  my 
part;  but  since  the  truth  of  the  inequality  of  genius,  and  the  ne* 
cessity  of  one's  overshadowing  the  other,  struck  me,  I  have 
always  found  it  corroborated  by  example.  In  intellect,  as  in 
every  thing  else,  there  are  gradations  of  rank,  not  only  acquired 
by  nature,  but  from  peculiar  pursuit,  assiduity,  and  experience. 
The  tact  by  which  this  is  immediately,  ai^rehended,  is  the  true 
key  to  conversation,  as  well  aa  to  more  general  politeness— to 
act  with  real  deference,  at  the  same  time  preserving  indepen- 
dence, in  one  situation,  and  to  assume  the  lead,  when  necessary, 
without  shocking  the  self-loves  of  the  company,  in  another. 
AU  this  is  included  in  that  most  useful  part  of  learning^  cormei* 
tre  bien  ees  ^ «n«"— -to  know  your  man.  This  superior  good 
sense,  to  use  a  vulgar  comparison,  is  Uke  the  constable^s  little 
truncheon  of  power,  which,  insignificant  in  appearance,  all  peo- 
ple are  compelled  to  reverence  and  obey. 

The  acute  hermit  of  the  Chaussee  IXAntin  well  understood 
this,  when,  accounting  for  the  diminished  agreeability  of  sode- 
ty,  he  assigns  as  the  reason,  ^^  c^est  fue  les  vieillesfemmes  nmu 
manquenf^^^yit  have  no  old  ladies.  ^^  That  which  in  every 
country,"  continues  he,  ^^  composes  good  society-— women  yoong 
and  fascinating^—youths  polished  and  ^ptrituel^'-mak  distin- 
guished by  their  name,  rank,  or  talents*— adl  these  are  to  be  had 
to-day  as  easily  as  of  old.  Bat  the  bond  of  custom  that  con- 
nects these  different  elements,  the  link  that  holds  them  united, 
the  invisible  spring  that  sets  them  in  motion— -in  a  word,  ofiM- 
Ue  matrons,  are  scarcely  to  be  found  even  at  Paris.  I  coald 
nevertheless  cite  an  exam]de  or  two;  but  as  few  ladies,  who 
have  not  yet  attained  the  privilege  of  being  no  more,  would 
think  themselves  flattered  by  the  epithet  vieilie^  I  must  recur  to 
the  days  of  Madame  de  Lambert,  de  Tencin,  and  du  DeflBuit.^' 

We  might  echo  the  want  "  que  les  vieillesfemmes  nous  man- 
ipera/'^— these  amiable  rallying  points  are  not  often  enough  met 
with  amongst  us,  at  least  not  in  their  proper  stations,  at  the  head 
of  society.  That  union  of  years  with  the  tender  sex  is  not  ap- 
preciated as  it  should  be ;  for  time  does  not  act  on  the  male  and 
female  heart  alike— continually  busied  in  erasing  and  confound- 
ing the  impressions  on  one,  it  but  softens  and  hallows  the  feel- 
ings of  the  other.     Women 

"  Never  all  grow  old  ;*' 

and  there  is  that  even  about  their  grey  hairs  which  youth,  in  "  ilir 
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very  whirlwind  of  its  passion,'^  may  appeal  to  with  confidence. 
The  chords  of  feeling  vibrate  in  them  to  the  last,  and  they  thus 
possess  a  clue  to  all  the  little  motives  and  errings  of  the  ^^  giddy 
young,"  which,  to  the  sterner  parent  or  friend,  seem  inexplica- 
ble obstinacy.  Few  will  repent  of  following  the  maxim,  "  iiti 
y^etm  l«f|»#i,"— trust  an  old  woman.  Y. 
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Stud  to  have  been  never  before  publithed. 

The  Gauls  teach  Liberty !— let  Britain  first 

Teach  slavery,  Spain  humbleness — ^the  Swiss 

Be  teachers  first  of  craven  cowardice, 
And  barren  Thrace  in  efflorescence  burst.^* 
O !  sooner  shall  the  Laplander  i>e  versed 

In  dulcet  accents,  and  harsh  notes  dismiss ; 
And  Thais  be  by  virtuous  Dames  rehearsed 

As  a  chaste  pattern  of  domestic  bliss. — 
y\\e  Gauls  teach  Liberty!  to  us  the  fVee, 
Ardent,  and  lofty  minds  of  Italv, 

From  whom  the  nations  all  their  knowledge  learn  ! 

Slaves  we  may  be,  but  slaves  untamed  and  stem, 
While  ye,  as  ye  have  always  been,  shall  be 

The  supple  slaves  of  every  power  in  turn.  H. 
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*  Di  Liberti  maestri  i  Qalli  l^-insegni 

Pria  aervasgio  il  Britanno,  iosegni  pria 
Umititade  rispano,  e  codardia 

L'^EIveto,  e  1*  Trace  a  porre  in  fior*  i  regni. — 

Pria  dall*  irto  Lappon  acenti  pregni 
Sortano  di  soave  melodia, 
£  Taide  eseropio  alle  donzelle  sfa 

Di  verecondi  atti  ^udici  e  degni. — 

Di  Liberta  maestri  i  Galli !  a  nui 
Libere,  ardite,  lUliane  menti, 

D'ogni  altra  cosa  insegnatori  ahrui ! 

Servi  noi  siamo,  ma  servl  og^or  frementi, 

Non  quai  foate,  e  quali  or  siete  vui, 

Servi  al  poter  qualunque  ei  sia  plaudenti. 
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Seville, 1801, 

My  resideDce  in  this  town,  after  visiting  Olbera,  was  short  and 
unpleasant  The  yellow -fever,  which  had,  some  months  before*  ap- 
peared at  Cadiz,  liegan  io  show  itself  in  our  large  suburb  of  iTriana, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Guadalquivir.  As  no  measures  were  taken  to 
prevent  communication  with  Cadiz,  it  is  supposed  that  the  infection 
was  brought  by  some  of  the  numerous  seafaring  people  that  inhabit 
the  vicinity  of  the  river.  The  progress  of  the  malady  was  slow  at 
first,  and  confined  to  one  side  of  the  street  where  it  be^n.  Meetings 
of  all  the  physicians  were  convened  by  the  chief  magistrates,  wIm, 
though  extremely  arbitrary  in  matters  of  daily  occurrence,  are,  in 
Spain,  very  timid  and  dilatory  on  any  extraordinary  emergency. 
Unconscious  of  the  impending  danger,  the  people  flocked  to  these 
meetings  to  amuse  themselves  at  the  expense  of  our  doctors,  who  are 
notoriously  quarrelsome  and  abusive  when  pitted  against  eadi  other. 
A  few  of  the  more  enlightened  among  them  ventured  to  declare  <heir 
conviction  that  the  fever  was  infectious ;  but  their  voice  was  drowned 
in  the  clamour  of  a  lar^e  majority  who  wished  to  indnl^  the  stupid 
confidence  of  the  inhabitants.  The  disease,  in  the  mean  time,  crossed 
the  river ;  and  following  the  direction  of  the  street  where  it  originaUy 
appeared  at  Triana— now  quite  overrun  by  the  infection — began  its 
ravages  within  the  ancient  walls  of  our  town.  It  was  atreadj  fai^ 
time  to  take  alarm,  and  symptoms  of  it  were  shown  by  the  chief  au- 
thorities. Their  measures,  however,  cannot  fail  to  strike  jm  as 
perfectly  original.  No  separation  of  the  infected  from  the  healthy 
part  of  the  town :  no  arrangement  for  confining  and  relieving  the  nek 
poor.  The  governor  who,  by  such  means,  had  succeeded  in  8top]Hng 
the  progress  of  the  fever  would  have  been  called  to  acconnt  for  Ae 
severity  of  his  measures ;  and  his  success  against  the  infection,  tnm- 
ed  into  a  demonstration  that  it  never  existed.  Anxious,  therefore,  to 
avoid  every  questionable  step  in  circumstances  of  such  magiiitade, 
the  civil  authorities  wisely  resolved  to  make  an  application  to  the 
archbishop  and  chapter  for  the  solemn  prayers  called  B»gativms, 
which  are  used  in  times  of  public  afiliction.  This  reauest  was  grant- 
ed without  delay.  The  Rogativa  was  performed  at  Uie  cathedral  for 
nine  consecutive  days,  after  sunset 

The  gloom  of  that  magnificent  temple,  scarcely  broken  by  the 
li^ht  of  the  six  candles  on  the  high  altar,  which  are  of  yellow  wax  on 
all  occasions  of  grief,  and  the  glimmering  of  the  lamps  along  the 
aisles,  combined  with  the  deep  and  plaintive  tones  of  forty  singers 
chanting  the  penitential  psalms,  impressed  the  throng  of  supplicants 
with  the  strongest  feelings  which  superstition  can  raise  upon  fear 
vttid  distress. 

When  the  people  observed  the  infection  making  a  rapid  progress 
in  many  parts  ot  the  town,  notwithstanding  the  due  performance 
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of  the  usual  prayers,  they  began  to  cast  about  bit  a  more  efectoal 
method  of  obteimiigsupeniatitfai  assistance.  It  was  early  suggested 
by  many  of  the  eldmy  inhabitants,  that  a  fragment  of  the  true  cross » 
or  LigtWM  CrucUt  one  of  the  most  yaluable  relics  possessed  by  the 
cathedral  of  Seville,  should  be  exhibited  from  the  lofty  tower  called 
Oiralda;  for  they  still  remembered  when,  at  the  riew  of  that  miracu^- 
lous  splinter,  myriads  of  locusts  which  threatened  destruction  to  the 
neighbonrine  fields  rose  like  a  thick  cloud,  and  conveyed  themselves 
away,  nrobably  to  some  infidel  country.  The  Lignum  CrueU,  it  was 
firmly  oelieved,  would,  in  like  manner,  purify  the  atmosphere,  and 

Sat  an  end  to  the  infection.  Others*  however,  without  meanins  any 
isparagement  to  the  holy  relic,  had  turned  their  eyes  to  a  large 
wooden  crucifix,  formerly  in  creat  repute,  and  now  shamefully  ne- 
glected, on  one  of  the  minor  dtars  of  the  Austin  Friars  without  the 
gates  of  the  town*  The  effectual  aid  eiven  by  that  crucifiix  in  the 
plague  of  1561,  was  upon  record.  This  wonderful  image  had,  it 
seems,  finally  stopped  the  infection,  just  when  one  half  of  the  popu- 
lation of  Seville  had  been  swept  away ;  thus  evidently  savii^;  the 
other  half  from  the  same  fate.  On  this  cround,  and  by  a  most  naturd 
analocy,  the  hope  was  very  general,  that  a  timely  exhibition  of  the 
crucifix  through  the  streets  would  give  instant  relief  to  the  town. 

Both  these  schemes  were  so  sound  and  rational,  that  the  chief  au- 
thorities, unwilling  to  show  an  undue  partiality  to  either,  wisely  de- 
termined to  combine  them  into  one  great  lusirmon.  A  day  was,  ac- 
cordingly, fixed  for  a  solemn  procession  to  condfuct  the  crucifix  from 
the  convent  to  the  cathedral,  and  to  ascend  the  tower  for  the  purpose 
of  MessfiiEr  the  four  cardinal  winds  with  the  Idgnum  Cruets.  On  that 
day,  the  diapter  of  the  cathedral,  attended  by  the  civil  governor,  the 
judges,  the  mquiaitiNV,  and  the  town  corporation,  repured  to  the 
convent  of  8t  Augustin,  and,  havine  placed  the  crucifix  upon  a 
moveable  stage  covered  with  a  magnificent  canopy,  walked  befwe  it 
with  lighted  candles  in  their  hands,  while  the.  singers,  in  a  mournful 
strain,  repeated  the  names  of  the  saints  contained  in  the  Catholic 
litany,  innumerable  voices  joininc,  after  every  invocation,  in  the 
accustomed  response— Ora  fronMs.  Arrived  at  the  cathedral,  the 
image  was  exposed  to  public  adoration  within  the  presbytery,  or 

re  reservea  fm*  the  ministering  clergy,  near  the  hi^  altar.  After 
the  dean,  attended  by  the  chapter,  the  inferior  ministers  of  the 
church,  and  the  singers,  moved  in  solemn  procession  towards  the 
entrance  of  the  tower,  and,  in  the  same  order,  ascended  the  five  and 
twenty  inclined  planes,  widch  afford  a  broad  and  commodious  access 
to  the  open  belfiy  of  tlmt  magnificent  structure.  The  worship  paid 
to  any  fragment  of  the  true  cross  is  next  in  degree  to  that  which  is 
due  to  the  consecrated  host.  On  the  view  of  tire  priest  in  his  robes 
at  one  of  the  four  central  arches  of  the  migestic  steeple,  the  multi- 
tude who  had  crowded  to  the  neighbourhood  of  the  cathedral  from 
all  parts  of  the  city,  fell  upon  tbenr  knees,  their  eyef  streaming  with 
tears:  tears,  indeed,  which  this  unusual  sight  would  have  drawn 
from  the  weak  and  superstitions  on  any  other  occasion,  but  which, 
tn  the  present  affliction,  flie  stentest  heart  could  hardly  repress.  An 
Vol.  a  No.  12.— 1821.  41  "^ 
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Mrctdental  eifcurodtancelietriitened  tiietin|ire88iv«iittM  of  fliewene* 
The  day,  one  of  the  hottest  of  an  Andalnsian  gammer,  had  been  over- 
cast with  electric  clouds.  The  Driest  had  scarcely  begon  to  mdka 
tfa6  siffD  of  the  cross  with  the  golaen  vase  which  contuned  the  lA^ 
filtm  Crttcts,  when  one  of  the  tremendoiis  diunder-storms  soawftil  m 
southern  climates,  burst  opon  the  trembline  multitiuie.  A  few  con- 
sidered this  phenomenon  as  a  proof  that  Uie  pnUic  pra^r^n  wora 
heard,  and  looked  upon  Ae  lightningas  the  inatrament  wmch  was  to 
disperse  the  caase  of  the  infection.  But  the  f[;reatest  number  readm 
the  frowns  of  the  sky  the  onappeased  ancer  of  heaven,  which  doomei 
them  to  drain  the  bitter  cup  that  was  uready  at  their  lips.  Alas! 
Aey  were  not  deceiyed.  That.doom  had  been  sealed  when  Provi- 
dence allowed  ignorance  and  superstition  to  ix  their  dwelling  amov 
us ;  and  the  eyiU  which  my  countrymen  feared  from  a  pretematanS 
interposition  of  the  aveiwing  powers  above,  were  ready  to  arise  as  the 
natural  consequences  otthe  means  they  had  employed  toavert  them* 
The  immense  concourse  from  all  parts  of  the  town  had,  prabdbly* 
condensed  into  a  focus  the  scattered  seeds  of  the  infectioB.  Ise 
heat,  the  fattfl;ue,  the  anxiety  of  a  whole  day  spent  in  this  8trilun|^ 
though  absurd,  relisious  ceremony,  had  the  most  viMUe  and  fttal 
effect  on  the  public  health.  Bight  and  forty  hours  after  the  procea- 
-sion,  the  complaint  had  left  but  few  houses  unvisited.  The  deaths 
increased  in  a  ten -fold  proportion,  and  at  the  end  of  two  or  three 
weeks  the  daily  number  was  from  two  to  three  hundred. 

Providence  spared  me  and  my  brat  friend  by  the  most  unforeseen 
combination  of  circumstances.  Though  suffenng  under  an  obstinate 
ague,  Lemulro-HM  he  is  called  at  our  private  club—had  determined 
not  to  ouit  his  college,  at  the  head  of  which  he  was  placed  for  dmt 
year,  tlis  family,  on  the  other  hand,  had  for  some  time  resided  at 
Alcalade  Ouadaira,  a  village  beaatifoUy  situated  within  twelve  miles 
of  Seville.  Alarmed  at  the  state  of  the  town,  and  unwUling  to  leaive 
my  friend  to  perish,  eiAer  by  the  infection,  or  the  neq^eet  to  whidi 
the  general  consternation  exposed  an  invalid,  I  prevailed  upon  him 
to  join  his  family,  and  attended  him  thither,  'fhis  was  but  a  few 
days  before  the  religious  ceremony;  whack  I  have  described  from  the 
narrative  of  eye-witnesses.  It  was  my  intention  to  have  retamed  to 
Seville ;  but  the  danger  was  now  so  imminent,  that  it  would  have  been 
madness  to  encounter  it  without  necessity.  Thus  a  visit  which  I 
meant  for  a  week,  was  inevitably  prolonged  to  six  months. 

For  you,  however,  who  love  detail  in  the  description  of  Ais  hi- 
therto little  known  country,  my  time  was  not  spent  in  vain.  Yet  I 
must  b^n  by  a  foct  which  will  be  of  more  interest  to  my  oM 
friend  Iroctor  —  than  yourself. 

Alcala  de  Ouadaira  is  a  town  containing  a  population  of  two 
thousand  inhabitants,  and  standing  on  a  highhiUy  spot  to  the  north* 
east  of  Seville.  The  greatest  part  of  the  bread  consumed  in  this  city 
comes  daily  from  Alcala,  where  the  abundant  and  placid  stream 
of  the  Ouadaira  invites  to  the  construction  of  water-mills.  Many 
of  the  inhabitants  bein^  bakers,  and  having  no  market  but  Sevillot 
were  under  the  necessity  of  repairing  thither  during  tiie  infection. 
It  is  not  with  us  as  in  England,  where  everf  tradesman  practicallf 
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Itnoim  th«  advmtages  of  the  dmsion  of  labour,  and  is  at  libei^  t» 
consult  hU  own  convenience  in  the  sale  of  his  articles*  The  baken, 
ibe  butchers,  the  gardeners,  and  the  farmers,  are  here  obliged  to 
sell  in  separate  markets,  where  the j  eenerall  j  s]>end  the  whole  daj 
waiting  tor  customers*  Owins;  to  Siis  regulation  of  the  police, 
about  one. hundred  men,  and  double  that  number  of  mules,  leave 
Alexia  every  day  with  the  dawn,  and  stand  till  the  evenine  in  two 
lows,  inclosed  with  iron  railings,  at  the  Plaza  del  Pan.  The  con»* 
stant  communication  widi  people  from  all  parts  of  th^  town,  and  so 
long  an  exposure  to  the  atmosphere  of  an  infected  place,  might 
have  been  sujppoeed  powerful  enough  tocbmmunicate  the  disease. 
We,  certainly,  were  in  daily  apprehension  of  its  appearance  at 
Alcala;  So  little,  however,  can  we  calculate  the  emcts  of  un^ 
known  causes,  that  of  the  people  that  thus  braved  the  contagion, 
only  one,  who  passed  a  night  in  Seville,  caught  the  disease  and  died. 
All  the  others,  no  less  than  the  rest  of  the  village,  continued  to  en- 
joy the  usual  degree  of  health,  which,  probabfy  owing  to  itii  airy 
aituatiiMi,  is  eicellent  at  all  times. 

The  daily  accounts  we  received  from  our  city,  independent  of 
the  danger  to  which  we  believed  ourselves  exposed,  were  such  as 
would  casta  gloom  over  the  most  selfish  and  unfeeling.  Supersti- 
tion, however,  as  if  the  prospect  had  not  been  sufficiently  dark  and 
dismal,  was  busy  among  us,  increaung  the  terrors  which  weighed 
down  the  minds  of  the  people.  Two  brothers,  bof&i  clergymen, 
wealthy,  proud,  conceitea  of  the  jargon  they  mistook  for  learning, 
and  amlntious  of  power  under  the  cloak  of  zeal,  had,  upon  the  first 
appearance  of  the  fever,  retreated  to  Alcala,  where  they  kept  n 
country-house*  Two  more  odious  specimens  of  the  pampered, 
thorough-bred,  fttll^;rown  Spanish  Ingot,  never  appeared  m  the 
ranks  of  the  clergy.  The  eldest,  a  dignilary  of  the  church,  was  a 
selfish  devotee,  whose  decided  taste  for  good  living,  and  mortal 
aversion  to- discomfort,  had  made  him  cid<mlate  with  great  nice^ 
hew,  by  an  economy  of  jdeasure  in  this  world,  he  might  secure  a 
veasonable  share  of  it  in  the  next.  But  whatever  degree  of  self- 
denial  was  necessary  to  keep  him  from  gross  misconduct,  he  amply 
repaid  himself  in  the  enjoyment  of  control  over  the  consciences  and 
conduct  of  others. 

From  the  comparative  poverty  of  the  parish  prieste,  and  the  shade 
into  which  they  are  thrown  by  the  upper  clerg]r»  the  power  of  the 
first  is  so  limited,  that  the  most  bieoted  and  violent  among  them 
can  give  but  little  trouble  to  the  laity.  The  true  priest  of  old 
times  is  onljr  to  be  found  among  those  ecclesiastics,  who  to  a  digni- 
fied office  join  that  degree  of  fanaticism  which  makes  men  conceive 
themselves  commissioned  by  heaven  to  weed  the  world  of  evil,  and 
tear  up  by  the  roote  whatever  ofiends  their  privileged  and  infallible 
eves.  Thus  it  was,  for  instance,  that  the  holy  personage  at  Alcala, 
Claimed  and  exercised  a  rigjit  to  exclude  firom  church  such  females 
as,  by  a  showy  dress,  were  apt  to  distorb  the  abstracted  yet  suscepr 
.  tible  minds  of  the  clergy.  The  lady  of  a  judge  was«  within  my  re- 
collection, tomed  by  this  proud  b^t  out  of  the  cathedral  of  Se.-^ 
ville,  in  the  presence  of  a  nuiltitum  assembled  for  ths  ceremonit^ 
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«f  the  P»s8ioB-wetk.  The  husband,  whose  dispieif «re  wouM  have 
IntMi^t  mia  on  a  moie  humble  individual/ wis  oUiged  to  devour 
•this  losult  in  silencei  It  should  be  observed,  by  the  way,  that  as 
the  walkina*dress  of  the  Sptnish  fenales  absolutely  predndes  vm*- 
modesty,  the  conduct  of  this  religious  madman  admits  no  excuse  or 
palliation.  Yet  this  is  so  fiu*  from  being  a  singular  instance,  tiia^ 
what  sumptuary  laws  would  never  be  ame  to  accomplish,  the  rude 
and  insolent  zeal  of  a  few  priests  has  fully  obtained  iu  every  part 
of  Spain.  Our  females,  especially  those  ot  the  better  classes,  never 
venture  to  church  in  any  dress  but  such  as  habit  has  made  fiuniliar 
to  the  eyes  of  the  zealots. 

Whatever  be  the  feelings  that  produce  it,  there  is,  in  Spain,  a 
sort  of  standing  crusade  against  the  fair  sex,  which  our  priests*  ex- 
€e|>t  such  as  have  been  secretly  gained  over  to  the  enemy,  carry 
4m  incessantly,  though  not  with  the  same  vigour,  at  all  times.  Hw 
main  subject  of  contention  is  a  right  claims  by  the  clmgy  to  regu- 
late the  areas  of  the  ladies^  and  prevent  the  giwwdi  of  such  arti  ef 
charming  as  might  endanger  the  peace  of  the  church.  Upon  the  i^ 
pearance  of  a  new  fiMhion  the  <*drum  ecolesiaslie"  never  fails  to 
sound  the  war^note.  Innumerable  are  the  sermons  I  heard  in  my 
younger  days  against  silk  shoes*-^or  the  Spanish  females  have  th!e 
extravagance  to  use  them  out  of  doors  the  weaving  of  which,  espe> 
•cially  embroidered  with  silk  or  gold,  was  declared  by  the  soodesl 
divines  tobeamortalsiii.  Patience,  however,  and  that  watchfol  per- 
severance with  which  nature  has  armed  the  weaker  sex  ag^unst  the 
tyranny  of  the  stronger,  have  gradually  obtxitted  a  toleration  fer  sSk 
SMMM,  while  taste  1ms  extenuated  the  sin  by  banishiag  the  eaabroi- 
dery.  Yet  the  Demon  of  Millinery  had  lately  set  up  .another  stUH% 
bling4>lock,  by  slily  suggesting  to  the  ladies  .that  their  petticeals 
were  monstrous  long*  and  conpealed  those  fairy  feet*  and  ankles 
which  are  the  pride  of  Andalusia.  This  evil  was  the  more  danger- 
ous, as  its  progress  was  gradual  and  imperceptible.  The  petticoats 
shrunk  at  nrst  by  barley •-ooms;  half  an  inch  was  then  pnred  off  by 
some  bolder  sempstress,  till  at  length  the  around,  the  former  place 
of  safety  for  consecrated  eves,  was  found  uiick  set  with  snares.  In 
vain  have  the  most  powernil  preachers  thundered  acainst  Ais  abo- 
minalion :  nor  did  it  avail  that  some  of  our  bishops,  deeming  the  oc- 
casion worthy  of  their  interference,  grasped  the  longHMj^ected  pen 
to  enter  a  nmst  solemn  protAt  aaainst  the  profansnem  of  the  fesaale 
•dress.  But  the  case  seemed  hopeless.  A  p«ntgain«i  upon  petticeals 
was  sore  to  be  lost  on  top-knots ;  and  when  the  pwus  wme  trimnpk- 
ing  on  the  final  subjection  of  projecting  stays,  a  pin  threw  them  into 
utter  confusion  by  altering  its  position  on  the  orthodox  neck-ker- 
chief. 

Often  had  some  Kreat  calamity  been-  foretold  from  tiie  pulpit  as 
the  punishment  of  me  incorrinble  perverseness  of  our  females ;  and, 
on  the  first  appearance  of  dieTever,  there  waa  but  little  doubt  among 
the  chosen  few  as  to  its  real  cause.  Many  a  stitch  was  undone  at 
Seville,  and  many  a  flounce  torn  off  by  the  same  pretty  hand  that, 
but  a  few  days  before,  had  distributed  its  foldings  with  aconscioas 
feeling  of  its  future  airiness  and  ii|^t  fluMsrings.    The  pin  which. 


in  Spain,  forces  the  eambric  kerchief  to  do»  both  monring  and  eren^ 
ing,  the  trftorient  morning  datj  of  yoarraSs  and  spencera-^thiit 
Biysterioits  pin  which  Tibnitea  daily  at  the  toilette  under  the  con- 
tending  inflaence  of  vanity  and  deiicacy-— the  pin,  in  riiort,  which, 
on  our  females,  acta  aa  tne  infallible  barometer  of  deyotion,  hi^ 
risen  to  the  highest  point  of  dirymss,  withont,  alas !  checking  the 
prmess  of  the  disease. 

(nir  two  diyines,  fearful  of  bring  8W«^awaj  with  the  guilty, 
were,  at  this  time,  perfectly  outrageous  in  their  ^al  to  bring  the 
bakers'  wiyes  at  Alcala  to  a  due  sense  of  the  evil  influence  of  their 
glaring,  bushy  t6p-knots  and  short  petticoats*  Haying,  therefore^ 
with  little  ceremony  to  the  yicar,  taken  possession  of  the  parish 
church,  they  began  a  course  of  preaching  tor  nine  days,  known  by 
the  name  otMniem^  a  definite  number  iniich,  with  many  other  su* 
fieystitions,  has  been^  applbd  to  religioas  rites  among  the  Catholies 
since  the  times  of  Roman,  paganiam. 

Most  of  the  Spanish  yiUages  poosess  some  miraculous  imag^— 
generally  of  the  Viigin  Mary—- >which  is  the  pMadium  of  the  inha- 
bitants. These  tutelar  deities  are  of  a  very  rude  and  ancient  woHl- 
manship,  as  it  seems  to  have  been  the  case  with  their  heathen  pro*- 
Retypes.  The  **  Great  Diana"  of  the  JUealaioMsiA  a  small,  ugly, 
woodm  %ttre,  nearly  black  with  age  and  the  smoke  of  the  lamp 
which  burns  incessantly  before  it,  dressed  up  in  a  tunic  and  mantle 
of  silver  or  gold  ttasqe,  and  bearing*  a  silver  crown«  It  is  distin- 
gnished  from  the  innomerable  host  of  wooden  virgbis  by  the  title  of 
Vhy^  del  «6tgittiii*-^the  Virgin  of  the  Eagle,  and  is  worshipped  on 
a  high,  romantic  spot,  where  stood  O'Strong  fortress  of  ^e  Moors, 
of  which  iftrw  ruins  are  still  visible.  A  church  was«rected,  pro- 
boftdy  soon  after  the  conquest  of  Andalusia,  on  the  area  of  the  cita- 
del. A  qning-well  of  the  most  delicioas  water  is  seen'  within  Ae 
precincts  of  the  temple,  to  which  the  natives  resort  for  relief  in  all 
«orts  of  distempers.  The  extreme  purity  of  both  air  and  water,  on 
that  elevated  spot,  may  indeed  greatly  contributertothe  recovery 
of  invalids,  for  which  the  Virgin  gets  all  the  credit. 

The  JVbmui,  which  was  to  avert  the  infection  from  the  village, 
would  have  been  ineAdent  without  the  presence  of  the  Eagle  pa- 
troness, to  whom  it  was  dedicated.  The  image  was,  accordingly, 
brought  down  to  the  parish  churoh  in  a  solemn  procession.  The 
eldest  Jfiseumary'^tor  such  priests  as  preach,  not  for  a  display  of 
eloquence,  but  tlie  conversion  of  sinners,  aasume  that  title  among  its 
*— having  a  shrill,  disagreeable  voice,  and  being  apt,  when  he  ad- 
dressed the  people,  to  work  himself  into  a  feverish  excitement  ap- 
proaching to  madness,  eenerally  devolved  that  duty  on  ht»brother, 
while  he  devoted  himsdf  to  the  confessional.  The  brother  was,  in- 
deed, cast  in  the  true  mould  of  a  popular  preacher,  such  as  can  make 
a  powerful  impression  on  the  lower  classes  of  Spain.  His  make  was 
^tron^,  his  countenance,  almost  handsome,  his  voice  more  loud  than 
pleasing^  He  had^  in  fact,  all  the  characteristics  of  an  Andalusian 
Majo :  jet  black  fiassionate  eves,  a  shining  bluish  beard  darkening 
his  cheeks  from  within  an  inch  of  his  long  eye-washes,  and  a  swag- 
goring  gait  whichj^inthe  expressive  idioatof  the  country,  gives  suvh 
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M  more  with  it  the  name  of  Ftrdnmamiw  Life«tparMr>-- as  if 
other  F«^l^  owed  their  lives  to  the  merc^,  or  contempt  of  tiieae 
heroes.  The  effects  of  his  preaching  were  just  what  people  expect 
on  similar  occasions.  A  Misnonarg  feels  baffled  and  disappointeil 
when  he  is  not  interrupted  bj  groans,  and  some  part  of  the  female 
audience  will  not  go  into  hysterics.  If  he  has  a  gnin  of  spirit  aboat 
him,  such  a  perverse  indifierence  nettles  him  into  a  funoos  passioD, 
and  he  turns  the  insensibility  of  his  hearers  into  a  visible  piwrfof 
their  reprobate  state.  Thus  it  often  happens,  that  the  people  measnr* 
ine  their  spiritual  danger  by  the  original  dulness  or  incomprehenai* 
binty  of  the  sermon,  the  final  triumph  of  the  missionary  is  in  exact 
proportion  to  his  absurdity.  To  make  these  wild  discourses  more 
impressive,  as  well  as  to  suit  the  convenience  of  the  laboorii^  classea, 
they  are  commonly  delivered  after  sunset.  Our  orator,  it  is  true, 
omitted  the  exhibition  of  a  soul  in  hell-flames,  which  a  few  years  wo 
was  reffularly  made  from  the  pulpit  in  a  transparent  picture ;  but  be 
workea  up  the  feelings  of  the  audience  by  contrivances  less  disgust- 
ing and  snockins  to  common  sense.  Among  others  he  fixed  a  day 
for  collecting  all  the  children  of  the  town  under  seven  years  of  age, 
before  the  image  of  the  Virgin.  The  parents,  as  well  as  all  othm 
who  had  attained  the  a|;e  of  moral  responsibility,  were  declared  to 
be  unworthy  of  addressing  themselves  in  supplication,  aiid  therefore 
excluded  from  the  centre  of  ^e  church,  whidi  was  reserved  for  the 
throng  of  innocent  suppliants.  But  I  shall  probably  find  a  fitler 
place  to  enter  at  lei^^th  on  the  tricks  of  our  popular  preachers. 

When  the  first  period  of  nine  days  had  been  spent  in  this  mockery 
of  common  sense  and  religion,  the  fertile  minds  of  our  missioaaries 
were  not  at  a  loes  to  find  a  second  course  of  the  same  pious  mum* 
mery,  and  so  on  till  the  infection  had  ceased  at  Seville.  The  pre* 
servation  of  the  village  from  the  fever  which,  more  or  less,  had  exr 
isted  for  three  or  four  months  in  the  neighbouring  towns,  yon  will 
easily  believe  was  attributed  by  the  preachers  to  their  own  exer- 
tions. The  only  good  effect,  however,  which  I  observed  in  conse- 
quence of  their  sermons,  was  the  increased  attendance  of  the  male 
part  of  the  population  at  the  iiosario  de  Madrugadm — the  Dawn 
Itosary-- -one  of  the  few  useful  and  pleasing  customs  whidi  religion 
has  introduced  in  Spain. 

It  is  an  established  practice  in  our  country-towns  to  awake  the 
labouring  population  before  the  break  of  day,  that  they  may  be 
early  in  readiness  to  begin  their  work,  especially  in  the  corn-fields, 
which  are  often  at  the  distance  of  six  or  eight  miles  from  the 
labourers'  dwellings.  Nothing  but  religion,  however,  could  give  a 
permanency  to  this  practice.  Consequently  a  rosary,  or  processiMi* 
to  sing  praises  to  the  Virgin  Mary  before  the  dawn,  has  been  estab* 
lished  among  us  from  time  immemorial.  A  man  with  a  good  voice^ 
active,  sober,  and  fond  of  early  rising,  is  either  paid,  or  volunteers 
his  services,  to  perambulate  the  streets  an  hour  before  day4irea^ 
knocking  at  the  doors  of  such,  as  wish  to  attend  the  procession^ 
and  inviting  all  to  quit  their  beds  and  joiq  in  the  worship  of  the 
Mother  of  God.  Tnis  invitation  is  made  in  short  couplets,  set 
to  a  very  simple  melody,  and  accompanied  by  the  pcetty  msA 
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varied  tihUUig  of  a  hftod-bellbeatiBg  time  to  the  tune.  TheetSsct 
ef  the  bell  and  voice,  eapeciaily  after  a  Icme  winter^nigbt,  has  al* 
ways  been  very  pleasing  to  me.  Nor  is  the  fuller  chorus  of  the  sub* 
sequent  procession  less  so.  The  chant,  by  being  somewhat  monoto- 
nous, harmonizes  with  the  stillness  of  the  hour ;  and  without  chasing 
away  the  soft  slumbers  of  the  morning,  relieves  the  mind  from  the 
ideas  of  solitude  and  silence^  and  whispers  Ufe  and  activity  return- 
ingwith  the  approaching  day* 

The  fever  having  stopped  its  ravages  about  the  end  of  autumn^ 
and  nearly  disappeared  a  few  weeks  before  Christmas,  my  friend 
and  myself  prepare  to  return  home*  1  shall  never  forget  our  me« 
lancholy  arrival  in  this  town  on  the  last  evening  of  December.  Be* 
sides  the  still  existing  danger  of  infection  to  those  who  had  been  ab- 
sent, there  was  a  visible  change  in  the  aspect  of  the  town,  no  less 
than  in  the  looks  and  manner  of  the  inhabitants,  which  could  not 
but  strike  the  most  thoughtless  on  the  first  approach  to  that  recent 
scene  of  wo  and  misery.  An  unusual  stillness  reigned  in  every 
street;  and  the  few  pale  faces  which  moved  in  them,  cojmured  up 
in  the  mind  a  vivid  representation  of  the  late  distress.  The  heart 
seemed  to  recoil  from  the  meeting  of  old  acquaintances,  and  the 

5*  ^s  of  mourning  were  every  where  ready  to  check  the  first  risings 
ky  at  the  approach  of  friends  that  had  been  spared, 
rhe  Sunday  after  our  arrival,  we  went,  according  to  custom,  to 
the  public  walk  on  the  banks  of  the  river.  But  the  thousands  who 
i»ade  it  their  resort  before  the  late  calamity  had  now  absolutely  de«> 
sorted  it.  At  the  end  of  the  walk  was  the  bnrying-eround,  which, 
during  the  great  mortality,  had  been  appmnteu  for  that  quarter  of 
the  city.  The  prevalent  custom  of  buryii^  in  vaults  within  the 
churches  kept  tne  town  unprovided  with  an  appropriate  place  for 
,  interment  outside  the  walls:  and  a  portion  of  waste  land,  or  com- 
mon, now  contained  the  remains  of  ten  thousand  inhabitants,  who 
in  their  holiday  rambles  had,  not  long  before,  been  sporting  uncon- 
sciously over  their  graves.  As  we  approached  the  large  mounds, 
which,  with  the  lofty  cross  erected  on  the  turf,  were  yet  the  only 
marks  which  distinguished  the  consecrated  from  tne  common 
mund,  we  saw  one  of  the  Mosario^y  or  processions  in  honour  of  the 
virgin,  slowly  advancing  along  the  avenue  of  the  public  walk. 
Man^  who  formerly  frequented  that  place  for  recreation  had,  under 
the  impression  of  grief  and  superstitious  terror,  renounced  every 
epecies  of  amusement,  and  marshalling  themselves  in  two  files,  pre- 
ceded by  a  cross,  and  closed  by  the  picture  of  the  Vimn  on  a  stand- 
ard, repaired  every  Sunday  to  the  principal  place  of  burial,  where 
they  said  prayers  for  the  dead.  Four  or  five  of  these  processions,, 
consisting  eitner  of  males  or  females,  passed  towards  the  cemetery 
as  we  were  returning.  The  melancholy  tone  in  which  tiiey  inces* 
santly  sang  the  Ave  Maria  and  the  Lord's  Prayer,  introducing  the 
last  after  every  ten  successive  repetitions  of  the  first— as  they 
glided  along  a  former  scene  of  life  and  animation«-and  the  studied 
plainness  of  the  dresses,  contrasted  with  the  gay  apparel  which  the 
^une  persons  used  to  display  on  that  very  spot,  lelt  us  no  wish  to 
oontinue  our  walk.    Among  the  ladies,  whose  penitent  dress  was 
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most  striking,  wt  obseired  manj  whO|  not  satisfied  with  mere  phin- 
ness  of  attire,  had,  probably  under  a  private  vow,  clothed  themselves 
in  a  stoflf  peculiar  to  some  of  the  religious  orders.  The  grey  mix* 
tore  used  by  the  Franciscans  was  most  prevalent  Such  vows  are 
indeed  very  common  in  cases  of  danger  from  illness;  bat  the  um- 
ber and  class  of  the  females  whom  we  found  submitting  to  this  spe- 
cies of  penance,  showed  the  extent  and  pressure  of  pa^  dictum. 

So  transient,  however,  are  the  impressions  of  superstitious  fear 
when  unsupported  by  the  presence  of  its  object,  that  a  few  months 
have  sufficea  nearly  to  obliterate  the  signs  of  the  past  terror.  The 
term  of  the  vows  havinj;  expired  with  most,  our  females  have  reco- 
vered  their  wonted  sjnrits,  and  put  aside  the  dull  weeds  of  their 
holy  patrons.  Many,  it  is  probable,  have  obtained  from  their  con- 
feasors  a  commutation  of  the  rash  engagement,  by  means  of  jl  few 
pence  paid  towards  the  expenses  of  any  war  that  may  arise  between 
nis  Catholic  Majesty  and  Turks  or  infidels-— a  Crusade  in  petto^  for 
which  government  collects  k  vast  yearly  sum,  in  exchange  for  vari- 
ous ehostly  privileges  and  indulgences,  which  the  King  buys  from 
the  Pope  at  a  much  cheaper  rate  than  he  retails  them  to  his  lovii^ 
subjects. 

One  loss  alone  will,  I  fear,  be  permanent,  or  of  long  daration  to 
the  gay  part  of  this  town.  The  theatrical  representation's,  which, 
.  on  l£e  first  appeanince  of  the  epidemic  fever,  were  stopped,  more 
by  the  clamour  of  the  preachers  than  the  apprehensions  of  the  in- 
habitants, will  not  be  resumed  for  years.  Tne  opinion  formerly  en- 
tertained by  a  comparatively  small  number,  that  the  opening  of  tiie 
theatre  at  ^ville  had  never  failed  to  draw  the  vengeance  of  Imven 
sometimes  on  its  chief  supporters,  sometimes  on  the  whole  town, 
has  been  wonderfully  spread  under  die  influence  of  the  last  visita- 
tion; and  government  itself,  arbitrary  and  despotic  as  it  is  among 
us,  would  have  to  pause  before  any  attempt  to  involve  this  most  re- 
ligious city  in  the  unpardonable  guilt  of  allowing  u  company  of  co« 
medians  within  its  walls.  L.  D. 


TO  LELIA. 

Vrom  the  rude  tummit  of  an  Alpine  height, 

I  view'd  tlie  bosom  of  the  vule  below. 
Clad  in  its  wintry  robe  of  stainless  white, 

A  virgin  vest  of  deep  and  dazzling  snow. 
And  o'er  its  surface  shone  room's  crinson  lajrs, 

Shedding  soft  roae-tinta  on  its  purity. 
Like  beauty's  fiur  cheek  blushing  in  man's  gaze, 

Seeming  as  lovely,  that  I  thought  on  thee. 
But  when  a  wild-roe,  bounding  in  its  lightness, 

Essay'd  with  silvery  feet  to  traverse  o'er 
The  smooth  expanse,  not  deeming  soch  cahn  brigfatneas 

Could  e'er  deceive,— yet  sunk  to  rise  no  more— 
A  quench 'd  sigh  chiU'd  my  heart,  for,  Lelia!  then 
1  turn'd  frum  U)e  false  snow,  and  thought  on  thee  again ! 

C.  L 
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In  a  Series  of  Letters  from  America. 

LETTER  I. 

SIR  BALAAM  BARROW  TO  HR.,JRREMIAH  DAWSON. 


TAtf  Watpt  Captain  Waiert-^Yankee  Porter  at  AVar  Torh-^Reaaon^for  qtdtting 
England — Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Mammoman  Empire  at  JJoyd^t^^Chradation 
from  private  Carriage  to  public  Stage  *^  irksome" — Calamity  at  Kennington — 
Heme  Hill  and  Madame  Storace — Diogenee  in  Ma  Tub— ^Tirade  agtdnei  Jle- 
aetaed  Teueea,  TitheOf  and  Paraona — Fox  without  a  Tail. 

Dkak  Sir,  the  American  Brig,  Captain  Waters, 
Having  Isuided  me  safe  with  my  son  and  two  dau^ters 
On  the  Pier  at  New  York ;  and  a  porter,  half  drunk. 
Having  trotted  off  **  slick  right  away"  with  my  trunk, 
*  In  trowsers,  black  cravat,  and  yellow  straw  hat  awry. 

To  one  Mrs.  Bradish's,  fronting  the  Battery; 
(I  paid  half  a  dollar,  for  which  the  gaunt  Yankee 
Retum'd  me  the  devil  the  ghost  ofa  Thsuikye) ; 
I  dip  a  bad  pen  in  an  inkstand  of  pewter. 
To  con  o'er  the  past,  and  descant  on  the  future. 

You  know — ^who  does  not?  what  commercial  voids 
The  Peace  has  produced  in  the  squadron  at  Lloyd's ; 
Tune  was,  when  my  own  coach  (widi  biscuits  the  boot  in)  * 
Conveyed  me,  at  three,  from  the  'Chanffe-«ate  to  Tooting, 
And  when  Tooting  clock  had  toU'd  haSatter  ten, 
Convey'd  me,  next  morning,  to  London  again, 
Where  brokers  pronounced  me,  in  speciu  committee. 
The  most  well-to^  sort  of  man  in  the  City. 

Well !  finding  trade  shy,  and  the  taxes  encroach, 
I  sold  oif  my  horses  and  liud  down  my  coach : 
My  nrls,  for  their  parts,  preferred  walking;  and  Dick 
Could  never  ride  backwstfd  without  being  sick. 
So  I  now,  with  a  visage  as  sour  as  Judge  Page's, 
Took  a  small  house  at  Qlapham,  and  rode  in  the  stages. 

Descending  '*  a  grade,"  I  ascended  to  ride 
,  As  one  of  the  nx  who  were  licensed  inside ; 
And  met  the  mishaps  that  occur,  in  wet  w^eather 
When  a  jury  of  legs  are  impanneU'd  together. 
I  wanted  to  let  down  the  glass,  but  a  youth 
On  the  opponte  side  had  a  pain  in  his  tooth : 
I  wanted  to  pull  up  the  glara,  but  was  chid 
By  a  widow,  whose  brat  would  be  sick  if  I  did : 
I  wanted  to-  sleep,  but  a  giri  in  a  shawl 
Kept  asking  how  &r  we  were  oiFfrom  Vauxhall ; 
And,  nine  tmfies  in  ten,  some  tremendous  fat  woman. 
Who  wanted  to  get  out  at  Kennington  Common, 
With  a  kick,  on  alighting,  that  set  the  coach  rocking. 
Left  the  mud  of  her  clog  on  my  white  cotton  stocking ! 
<<  Why,  Sir,"  even  you  must  admit  that  a  Nation 
That  tolerates  this  must  expect  emigration. 
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**Bat  why"— in  your  lut  you  interrogate^— "  roun 
Abroad,  when  you  might  sport  the  savage  at  home .' 
If  MUure  attract  you,  you're  mighty  unmcky 
Indeed  not  to  find  her  on  this  siae  Kentucky. 
I'm  apt  to  suspect  that  the  dame  lurks  beneath 
The  brushwood  of  Finchley,  and  Wimbledon  Heath, 
And  proiFers,  unfettered  by  Custom-house  law% 
Abundance  cf  hips  and  whole  hedges  of  haws. 
Nay,  more"-— thus  you  argue — ^"my  worthy  friend  Banow, 
You  need  not  go  even  so  far  off  as  Harrow : 
At  Dulwich  I'll  point  out  a  glen,  wild  and  patchy, 
"Not  a  mile  from  the  mansion  of  Madame  Storace, 
Where  Nature,  not  shackled  by  Townsend  or  Sayen^ 
Has  scoop'd  out,  to  shelter  the  *  Slick  right  awajr-er>,' 
A  snug  hollow  tree,  where  a  patriot  may  lodge  m  his 
Cdoiy,  nor  envy  the  Tub  of  Diogenes!" 

All  this,  Jeiry  Dawson,  's  undoubtedly  true. 
But  with  the  main  question  has  nothing  to  do. 

In  all  the  crdss-grains  of  us  mortals  below, 
Tis  not  what  ourselves,  but  what  other  folks  know. 
What  a  kicking  would  many  a  hectoring  elf 
Bear  with,  oouM  he  but  keep  the  fact  to  himself! 
To  be  jilted  is  nothing,  mere  pastime  and  revel. 
But  then  to  be  knnon  to  be  Jilted 's  the  devU. 
Kind  husbands  oft  wink  at  faux-poi  of  co-sleepers ; 
But,  if  the  town  knows  it,  they  can't  close  theur  peepers : 
And  traders  are  loth  **their  aflairs'*  to  disclose 
To  the  pity  of  fnenda  and  the  malice  of  foes. 

Impress'd  with  these  truths^  my  two  daughters^  my  8on» 
And  myself,  soon  determined  to  cut  and  to  nm ; 
Resolved  to  invest  idl  our  spare  love  and  monc^ 
In  the  land  tiiat  is  flowing  with  milk  and  with  honey. 
**  Why,  Shr !"  Job  himself  could  not  pany  the  wony 
I  constantly  felt  in  the  county  of  Surrey. 
At  the  bare  word  **  assessment"  my  diaphragm  writhes^ 
I  faint  at  the  vile  monosylUble  **  tithes  ;** 
I  don't  care  a  ftrthing  for  gibbets  and  axes. 
But  I  can't  bear  the  plural  of  tax,  namely,  taxes. 
Some  folks  hate  a  spider,  but  I  hate  a  parson. 
As  much  as  an  Albion  Director  hates  arson ! 

They  hey !  for  the  West,— 4iow  I  grudge  eveiy  hour  I 
Expend,  ere  I  cross  Uisnsnppi,  Missouri, 
With  woods  where  the  view  of  an  Englishmaa  rare  ii^ 
And  squat  myself  down  in  the  UUnois  Prairies. 
If  I  hit,  well  and  good;  if  I  miss,  well  and  good  too; 
ni  sink  what  it  does,  and  proclaim  what  k  should  do. 
rU  change  the  brown  Wabash  to  yellow  Pactolua; 
If  I  tumble,  like  Wildgoose,  111  not  tumble  solus. 
My  taken4n  friends  may  reproach  me— who  cares  ? 
The  trap  that  dimiiush'd  my  tail  shall  dock  theirs. 

B.  B. 
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LETTBBa 
MISS  8ABUNA  BARROW  TO  MISS  FANNT  f  ADS, 


Opening  aUutimt^'JEneiu  and  the  Sikyl-^OradaHmi^fi^m  a  Jkauiif  to  a  Blue 
-^otft  of  Eighteen — Bond  Sireet-^The  Optnk^Tootmg  ^ooemMy — Qvadrilko 
— Sioter  l^dia  coming  out — Sioter  SoMna  going  in~^Ap  and  Peri4teHort^ 
Waltxeo^Terptichore  oeUo  of  her  otud—La  PomOe-^Pilpay  and  JSLoop^Duge^ 
CatOf  and  Birda-^EnamreUctU  Biuei-^Anti'partimeni-'Evano^o  SecU — moat- 
ing Arh^'Hebrewo  at  Sadmey'-^Belxom — Wotnen  in  Egyptian  HaU  and  Lon- 
don Tatvm— wliu/vAy— TV  strangle  Two  Serpent^-^beUsrdandEloita-^Sa- 
hrina*$  Retuonofor  going  to  America, 

Nat,  Fanny t  yon  wrong  m^ :  I  aaiiiot  *<  quite  frantic," 
Even  thou^  I  have  Teatured  to  aom  the  Atlantic. 
Hie  thing,  unezplam'd,  may  excite  your  aurprise. 
But  when  you  consider  the  wherefores  and  whjrs, 
(This  Letter  thaU  paint  them)  I  hope  to  awaken 
Your  hearty  appkiise  at  the  atep  I  have  taken. 

Hy  age^  mr  dear  Friend^  ^  >n*y  say,  entre  nmio^ 
Is  not  what  the  public  suppose — ^thirty-two; 
For,  if  they  the  oaptismal  net  would  divine. 
Let  them  strike  out  the  •*  Two^"  and  interpolate  ^  Nine.?' 

We  Blues  love  a  classic  allusion,  so  I  seize 
The  SibyPs,  who  walk'd  with  the  Son  of  Anchises, 
And  scatter  my  leaves,  per  the  Lynx,  Captain  Wade, 
To  paint  all  my  woes  to  my  dear  Fanny  Fade. 

At  lively  eighteen,  when  the  oien  prtised  my  hnr. 
And  Papa  lived  at  Tootimf  and  Fkisbuiy-aqoave^ 
Too  proud  of  my  title^SMina  the  Pretty,  ^ 

I  tum'd  up  my  noae  at  a  match  in  the  Citjr  i  ^l 

Drove  shopping  to  Bond-street,'  where  few  people  knew  mr 
Saw  beaux,  three  by  three,  raise  their  giaases  to  view  me; 
Went  off  to  the  Opera    sat  in  the  pit- 
Took  nughty  eooa  care  not  to  speak  to  a  Cit : 
And  hoped,  wnen  my  suitors  began  to  importune, 
At  the  end  of  the  season  to  many  a  fortune ; 
Yet  spring  followed  winter,  and  still  &ilM  to  bring 
The  thing  that  I  wanted— a  Man  with  jt  Ring. 

Descending  a  pes^  with  a  mercantile  beau 
At  Tooting  Assembly  I  sported  a  toe : 
Had  stUl  many  partners,  each  fortunate  man, 
Mark'd,  one  after  one,  on  my  white  spangled  fan. 
Wherever  they  came  from,  I  aim'd  to  entTap%m, 
As  far  down  as  Mitcham,  as  far  up  as  Clapham : 
In  private  rehearsals,  I  practisecf  my  heels 
To  open  the  very  first  set  of  Quadrilles : 
Set  right,  by  mere  pusliing,  each  blundering  fool; 
And  knowing  that  Lydia  would  soon  come  from  school, 
It  struck  me,  while  eyeing  the  mole  on  my  chin. 
That  he^  coming  out  might  be  my  going  in ; 
For  Shakspeare  has  open'd  that  truth  to  mankind. 
If  two  men  ride  one  horse,  one  must  ride  behind. 
I  therefore  redoubled  my  ogles  and  freaks. 
Drew  a  hare's  foot  of  rouge  o'er  the  bones  of  my  cheeks, 
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Whizz'd  round  in  a  waltz,  with  a  neck  rod  as  copper. 
And  whisper'd,  "  I  hope  that  it  is  no^  improper." 
Yet  still,  as  old  Hme  kept  expanding  his  wii^. 
He  never  brought  forward  the  Man  with  the  &ng. 

Past  thirty — ^turned  out  of  Terpachore's  stud, 
'  **  Lamed,  spavin'd,  and  wind-gall'd,  yet  still  with  some  blood,*' 
Now  and  then  overhearing  the  men  ciy — **  Poor  Sabby," 
And  the  girls—"  Eicht  and  thirty-4  know  it— Old  Tabby,** 
Condemn'd,  wliile  the  whirl  of  La  Poulle  made  me  giddy, 
To  pin  up  the  train  of  the  titterine  Lyddy, 
Ana  set  her  a-going  on  that  very  floor 
That  often  had  echo'd  my  footsteps  before, 
I  gave  o*er  the  chase  $  let  the  fount  of  Love  freeze  up ; 
And  woo'd  the  dumb  heroes  of  Pilpay  and  iEsop : — 
Kept  a  pug  in  a  collar,  a  dormouse,  a  kitten, 
A  squiirel,  a  Poodle  more  biting  than  bitten, 
A  panot  who  swung  in  eternal  see-saw. 
Two  murmuring  doves,  and  a  screaming  Macaw : — 
In  blue  book-societies  loitered  to  chat 
With  the  Reverend  this,  and  the  Reverend  that : 
Join'd  the  tribe  who,  forbidden  by  hard4iearted  men 
To  dandle  an  innocent — dandle  a  pen. 
Pert  Poets  with  mouths  by  the  Quarterly  curb  hurt. 
Lank  wives  who  have  never  called  in  Dr.  Herbert : 
Prim  maids,  like  myself,  with  an  eye  that  detects 
All  the  thin  subdivimons  in  Evans's  Sects, 
And  knows  to  a  hair  every  cross  in  the  breed. 
From  the  Jumpers  in  Wues  to  the  lunatic  Swede. 
Tlien  came  the  thick  shoes,  on  two  feet  void  of  graces : 
Decided  objection  to  sXLpubHc  places : 
Yet  running,  by  hundreoB,  to  Belzoni's  cavern. 
The  Manaon-house  Hall,  and*  the  New  London  Tavern : 
The  Bible  in  Sanscrit,  for  Copts  and  Lascars : 
Arks  floating  ofi"  Wappin?  for  soul-founder'd  tars : 
With  all  the  devices  that  Keep  in  subjection 
Our  sex's  two  enemies-Time  and  Reflection. 
Yet  still  even  these  were  unable  to  bring 
Id  4feajdb*aftif»— the  Man  with  the  Ring. 

Thus  she  whom  the  poet  of  Twickenham  paints, 
Bade  Paraclete's  echoes  repeat  her  complaints. 
Lay  wn4>t,  in  her  cell,  in  ecstatical  heavmgs. 
And  gave  to  Saint  Peter  Saint  Abelard's  leavings* 

Thus  tied  to  the  stake  in  Sa  Balaam's  dull  domus, 
As  cold  and  austere  as  my  namesake  in  Comus, 
Condemn'd,  when  my  sister  should  wed,  to  rehearse, 
Hereai^er,  for  Lydia,  the  part  of  the  nurse, 
Peiforming  whit  many  a  aster  has  done. 
The  work  of  three  maids  for  the  wae^es  of  one. 
Sore  sick  of  the  world,  from  the  Old  I  withdrew. 
And  gladly  set  sail  with  Papa  for  die  New ; 
Of  whioh  more  hereafter.— -Dear  Fanny,  adieu ! 

S.  B. 
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HINTS  TO  TOUNG  AUTHORS. 

■'  It  may  do/'  said  a  publisher  at  the  west  end  to  a  YOung  Sorib- 
lerus,  who  had  submitted  to  him  his  MS.  for  perusal,  *'  provided 
the  beginning  were  a  little  more  sparkling:  but  manj  ladies  calling 
at  my  shop*  take  up  a  publication,  and  if,  after  turning  over  a  page 
or  two,  they  do  not  meet  any  striking  passage,  throw  it  down,  and 
the  work  is  forgotten." — After  hearing  this  monition  from  Mr.  ■ 
I  have  been  always  careful  to  give  a  sparkling  commencement  to 
my  productions,  generally  introducing  them  with  a  flourish  of  trum- 
pets. In  these  emulous  times,  when  the  press  is  teeming  with  no- 
velties almost  every  hour,  a  writer's  greatest  difficulty  is  in  finding 
persons  with  leisure  to  read  his  productions :  when  this  point  is 
sained,  like  an  audience  from  fnen  in  office,  the  chief  obstacle  in 
literature  is  surmounted ;  and  it  is  with  a  view  of  assisting  begin- 
ners in  this  important  branch  of  the  profession  that  I  propose  sub- 
mitting to  them  a  few  hints  on  the  most  successful  mode  of  com- 
mencing their  works,  so  as  to  attract  public  attention.  I  am  well 
aware  what  an  ungrateful  task  I  undertake,  for  no  class  is  more 
averse  from  receiving  instruction;  but  when  I  inform  them  that  I 
have  become  rich  and  prosperous,  cfiiefly  from  a  dexterous  manaee-  , 
ment  of  the  first  six  or  seven  lines  of  my  performances,  they  will,  I 
suspect,  listen  with  more  lively  interest  to  the  results  of  my  expe- 
rience. 

Between  men  and  books  there  is  this  in  common,  that  an  affection 
for  them  may  grow  out  of  mere  length  of  intercourse :  thus  one  often 
feels  a  reluctance  in  parting  with  a  voluminous  author,  and  probably 
from  no  other  cause  tnan  the  lehgtli  of  his  work,  and  the  time  we  had 
been  yoked  toother.  On  this  pnnciple  I  apprehend  is  partly  found- 
ed our  admiration  of  the  old  writers ;  whom  we  love  not  so  much  for 
the  beauties  of  their  style,  the  scenes  of  tenderness  and  passion  and 
nature  they  exhibit,  as  their  prolixity.  This  may  appear  a  little 
paradoxical,  but  it  is  certain  that  many  of  our  attachments,  both 
personal  and  literarj,  have  no  better  foundation,  and  derive  all  their 
interest  from  the  circumstances  under  which  they  are  formed.  A 
roan  shut  in  a  dupgeon,  with  no  other  resource  than  the  reveries  of 
Jacob  Behmen,  or  Baker's  Chronicle,  for  example,  might  be  brought 
to  entertain  very  extravagant  opinions  of  their  merits,  and  ascribe 
to  them  excellencies  which  were  solely  dne  to  the  peculiarities  of 
his  situation.  He  would  naturally  value  them  in  proportion  as  they 
had  relieved  the  tiedium  of  confinement :  the  numberless  associa- 
tions with  which  the  repeated  perusal  of  them  had  been  accompa- 
nied, would  convert  everj  page  into  a  volume,  to  which  he  could 
never  revert  without  reviving  all  the  recollections  of  his  solitude. 
To  him  they  would  be  a  library  of  thought  and  feeling,  with  which 
his  intellectual  existence  would  be  associated ;  but  it  is  obvious  that 
the  charm  would  not  be  in  the  works,  but  in  his  mind.  He  might, 
however,  easily  mistake  the  cause  of  his  admiration,  and  ascribe 
the  interest  he  felt  to  fancied  beauties  in  the  style  and  thought  of 
the  writers,  while  the  real  source  of  the  enchantment  would  be  in 
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his  situation,  and  the  feelings  and  ideas  with  which  thejhad  acci- 
dentally  become  connected. 

A  good  deal  of  philosophical  criticism  depends  on  this  principle, 
but  I  onlj  advert  to  it  to  show  how  even  dnll  books  maj  become  in- 
teresting merelj  from  reading  9— «nd  hence  arises  the  importanoe 
of  our  subject,  and  the  deep- interest  anthors  have  in  commeDciBg 
their  works,  so  as  to  procure  them  a  perusal.  To  this  end  nothing 
will  more  effectually  contribute  than  a  dashine,  spirited,  or  what 
Mr.  ■  calls  a  sparkling  commencement.  If  you  begin  with  a 
preamble,  patience  is  exhausted,  suspicion  excited — it  does  not  an- 
swer the  question/— who  or  what  are  you  ?  Bat  if  yoa  start  with 
an  anecdote,  or  exclamation,  or  quotation,  the  ice  is  broken,  atten- 
tion arrested,  the  peculiarities  of  your  style  and  character  mam- 
fieated,  and  you  are  at  once  bodied  forth  to  the  imagination  as  an  in- 
dividual with  whom  we  are  sufficiently  familiar  to  begin  conversation. 

Though  you  cannot  in  writine,  as  in  speaking,  hold  the  reader  by 
the  button-Dole,  you  may  assault  his  uaderstandinr  by  a  literary 
coup  de  main.  That  your  enterprise  may  succeed,  ne  careftil  that 
the  first  sentences  are  of  such  a  rare  and  uncommon  kind  ^t  they 
cannot  by  any  possibility  have  entered  aay  one's  mind  but  jour  own. 
If  you  are  anticipated,  you  will  be  assuredly  thrown  aside  at  tte 
irst  glance  as  common-place;  bat  if  you  astonish  widi  some  novel- 
ty, tm>ugh  foreign  to  the  sul^eet,  yon  will  be  considered  a  man  of 
mnitts,  and  your  performance  perused  though  it  be  ever  so  dnlL  To 
illustrate  this  precent  more  particularly,  suopose  you  widi  to  pat 
jfbrth  a  sermon  or  etnical  diocourse.  It  is  eviaent  that  maar  persons 
will  venture  on  such  topics  with  the  same  feelings  of  clull  and  hor- 
ror with  which  they  would  traverse  a  Gothic  ruin  at  midnight;  but 
suppose  you  lead  them  on  with  a  liil^  from  Butler,  or  oboervalaoa 
from  Montaigne,  or  an  humorous  sally  from  FalstaC  they  will  W- 
low  you  to  the  end,  were  it  from  mere  ourionty,  to  see  how  snligocti, 
so  oddly  begun,  will  terminate^  If  yon  wish  to  introduce  a  meta* 
physical  or  astronomical  disquisition,  let  year  beginning  be,  **  As 
the  clown  said  to  the  philosopher  viewing  the  heavens  thronab  a 
telescope."  If  an  essay  on  tne  belles  lettres:  '*  Pope  beaatindly 
expresses  it,"  or  *<  There  is  an  observation  in  tiiat  volominoas 
wnter  Lope  de  Vega,"  is  very  appropriate.  Should  yoar  theme  be 
a  piece  of  humour:  **  Newton  inien  walking  in  his  garden,"  or 
"  Bacon  profoundly  remarks,"  or  **The  sagacious  Hume  obsot  f  CS|** 
or  *<  There  is  an  eloquent  passage  in  Jeremy  Taylor"— or  **  an  in- 
genious remark  in  Barrow"-«-«re  all  excellent,  and  sanctioiied  by 
high  authority.  I  have  already  remarked  on  the  beaat^r  of  an  ex* 
\slamation ;  tliere  is  no  better  taring  to  an  article,  especially  a  re- 
view of  twenty  volumes  of  divinity:  thas^  **  Twenty  volumes !  says 
the  reader."— Such  a  fillip  I  have  known  carry  one  briskly  dirouch 
fifty  or  sixty  pa^s  of  very  elaborate  criticism.  Indeed  tne  ^whwe 
secret  consists  in  exciting  surprise,  so  as  to  arrest  the  attentaoa: 
conceal,  therefore,  your  banning  as  carefully  as  a  dramatist  con- 
ceals the  denouement  of  his  plot.  Mind,  however,  it  is  not  surprise 
alone,  but  an  agreeable  surprise^  which  is  essential ;  if  yon  drop  on 
your  reader  wiSi  something  extremely  mat  d  prapas,  ot  coarse  tiw 


JBfiti  to  Fouug  AUhorSn  623 

effisct  ivill  be  the  reverse.  In  all  respects,  consider  the  commence* 
ment  in  the  nature  of  a  first  impression,  and  consequent!  j  prepare  it 
with  the  same  care  and  circumspection  that  jou  prepare  to  meet 
your  mistress  for  tiie  first  time.  In  this  case  the  public  is  the  ob« 
ject  of  your  suit;  and,  in  the  opinion  of  an  old  admirer,  she  is  far 
more  capricious  in  her  attachments  than  any  idol  to  whom  you  can 
pay  your  addresses. 

As  this  branch  of  authorship  is  the  most  perilous,  so  it  is  the  most 
difficult  When  a  writer  sits  down  to  his  task,  after  reyolving  his 
ideas,  he  generally  discovers  several  ways  by  which  he  may  enter 
on  his  sufageet  He  is  like  a  person  at  the  crossing  of  different  roads 
leading  to  the  same  place,  each  route  possessing  peculiar  advantages 
for  the  development  of  his  thouehts.  The  more  he  meditates,  uie 
greater  is  the  number  of  outlets  Ke  discovers,  till  at  length  he  is  be«> 
wildered  by  the  diversity.  Thus  he  is  exposed  to  two  evils,  one  of 
meditating  too  much,  and  the  other  of  meditating  too  little ;  and  it 
is  not  easy  to  determine  the  greater.  In  the  former  case,  his  ideas 
multiply  to  such  an  exteni^  he  sees  his  undertaking  in  so  many  dif- 
ferent lights,  that  he  is  perplexed  in  which  point  of  view  it  will  ap- 
pear to  most  advantage;  in  the  latter' he  is  in  danger  of  commen* 
cin^  at  the  wrong  end,  of  pursuiw  his  subject  a  considerable  way, 
and  then  discovering  tiiat  the  paSi  he  has  tdien  excludes  many 
beauties  which  another  route  wul  embrace.  No  useful  advice  can 
be  given  to  him  on  this  |Bart  of  his  functions.  He  must  be  left  to 
his  own  judgment  and  discretion,  qualities  as  easily  attained  by 
faith  and  prayer  as  written  instructions.  Lest,  however,  I  be  deemed 
quite  impotent  on  this  part  of  the  subject,  I  shall  say,  as  a  general 
rule,  that  he  ought  not  to  think  too  much,  nor  too  little,  mit  just 
enough !  • 

Headers  are  not  aware  of  the  toil  we  undergo  in  their  service ;  of 
the  fliasses  of  tkoi^ht  and  feelinc  wasted  in  providing  a  few  pages 
for  their  amusement!  how  many  bright  ideas,  touching  sentiments, 
and  brilliant  images,  are  rejected  by  the  fastidiousness  of  the  au- 
thor i  When  I  see  a  neat  essay,  the  quintessence  probably  of  vo« 
lumes  of  thought,  I  cannot  help  comparing  the  writer  to  the  sculp- 
tor, who  cuts  a  small  statue  from  an  huge  block  of  marble :  or  his 
labours  may  be  likened  to  those  of  the  assajrist,  when  the  pure  metal 
bears  only  a  small  proportion  to  the  ore  from  whieh  it  is  extracted. 
He  is  the  intellectual  machine,  the  mental  laboratory  of  societr, 
whose  office  saves  the  mass  of  mankind  the  trouble  of  linking,  lie 
takes  up  the  diflferent  questions  which  agitate  the  world  in  the  gross 
state,  clears  them  of  impurities,  disperses  the  shadows  by  which  they 
are  obscured,  and  condfucts  the  rei^der  in  a  clear  and  direct  path  to 
the  few>  ultimate  truths  into  which  all  disputes  are  resolvable. 

There  are  those,  no  doubt,  who  act  diflrerently, — ^writers  who 
darken  instead  of  enlightening  the  path  of  knowledge, — who,  in- 
stead of  clearing  the  avenues  of  truth,  choke  them  up  with  the  rub- 
bish of  their  own  thoughts ;  but  these  are  bunglers  in  the  profession, 
made  by  **  Nature's  journeymen.''  There  are  others  too,  a  species 
of  literary  gossips,  full  of  conceit  and  affectation,  who  use  their  pens 
with  as  httle  ceremony  as  their  tongues,— scribes,  who  no  sooner 
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8it  down  than  they  b^in  to  blot  their  paper — ^the  first  thought  oc^ 
curring  is  recorded — ^no  previous  reconnoissance  of  their  subject — 
they  are  never  a  step  in  advance^  and  the  unfortunate  reader,  after 
being  dragged  a  long  and  weary  way  through  every  turning  and 
winding  of  their  thoughts,  finds  at  length  he  is  pursuing  an  ignis 
fatuus,  or  perhaps  in  the  end  obtains  some  faint  glimpse  of  what  he 
ought  to  have  seen  clearly  at  the  beginning.  Such  talkine-writers 
serve  up  the  froth  with  tne  liquor ;  when  we  want  only  uie  prime 
meat,  they  give  us  the  whole  carcase.  Were  I  their  employer,  I 
should  deduct  them  for  waste  and  offal. 

The  process  by  which  the  mind  arrives  at  truth,  in  morals  and 
criticism,  is  the  same  as  in  the  exact  sciences.  In  both,  the  inves- 
tigation proceeds  from  truths  that  are  obvious  and  admitted,  to 
others  more  remote,  till,  by  a  kind  of  mental  ladder,  we  reach  the 
ultimate  proposition  to  be  demonstrated.  Neither  is  there  any  dif- 
ference in  the  certainty  of  the  results ;  a  question  of  taste  or  feeling 
being  as  susceptible  of  demonstration  as  a  mathematical  theorem. 
The  former,  indeed,  appears  less  certain,  because  the  elements  on 
which  it  depends  are  less  palpable  to  the  understanding.  In  the 
demonstration  of  a  problem  in  geometry,  for  example,  our  footing 
is  sure,  and  we  see  tne  ground  on  which  we  rest;  the  language  em* 
ployed  is  precise,  and  lias  always  some  real  prototype.  But  in 
questions  m  the  abstract  sciences,  so  many  quantities  enter  into 
the  solution,  some  evanescent,  others  which  language  only  vaguely 
expresses,  that  the  writer  is  not  always  sure  he  understands  him- 
seUT,  much  less  is  he  capable  of  communicating  his  ideas  to  othiers ; 
the  subtlety  of  his  subject  escapes  throu^  the  imperfection  of  his 
instruments.  But  though  they  tdus  differ,  it  is  not  in  their  certainty, 
but  our  means  of  investigation.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the 
foundation  of  moral  distinctions  and  of  our  iudgment  in  matters  of 
taste,  depends  as  much  on  the  immutable  relations  of  natnre  as  the 
properties  of  a  triangle ;  and  the  only  reason  why  mankind  are  not 
so  unanimous  in  one  case  as  the  other,  arises  from  the  imperfection 
of  language,  and  our  consequent  inability  to  communicate  our  ideas 
with  equal  precision. 

But  these  are  too  grave  matters  for  us,  and,  besides,  it  is  time  to 
conclude.  Some,  indeed,  may  think  we  are  here  giving  a  practical 
illustration  of  our  own  precepts,  and  showing  how,  by  commencing 
with  a  sparkling  anecdote,  the  reader  maj  be  drawn  into  a  dull 
metaphysical  disquisition.  Others  may  think,  under  the  pretext  of 
giving  hiilts  to  young  authors,  we  have  really  been  exposing  the 
tricks  of  old  ones.  The  latter  opinion,  however,  we  disclaim ;  for 
though  we  know  that  every  calling  has  its  artifices  for  catching  the 
unwary,  we  have  too  much  of  the  esprit  de  corps  to  expose  those  of 
our  own. 

W. 
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**  Work  with  aU  tke  ease  and  speed  you  can,  without  breaking  yoiu*  heads,  and 
be  not  so  industrious  in  starting  scruples."  DftTDXir. 

Heads !  a  truly  momentous  name  for  the  ^^  front"  of  an  article 
in  the  New  Monthly!  Oh,  thou  ambiguous  word,  in  which  so 
many  ideas  are  comprehended !  thou  on  which  the  greatest  phi* 
losophers  have  philosophized,  from  whom  all  the  philosophy  has 
proceeded,  and  in  whom  all  the  philosophy  is  concentrated.  Oh, 
thou  box  of  knowledge !  thou  emporium  of  reason !  thou  bazaar 
of  understanding !  thou  magazine  of  intellectuality !  thou  con- 
glomeration of  heterogeneous  concoctions !  how  much  is  compre- 
hended in  thy  trifling  four  letters !  Thou  art  as  deceitful  as  every 
thing  else,  because  thou  sometimes  art  large  and  fair-propor- 
tioned, and  truly  thou  art  worth  nothing;  and  again,  thou  art 
small,  and  truly  thou  art  great  in  value.  How  multifarious  are 
thy  shapes !  how  wonderful  are  thy  organizations ! — and  how 
many  more  miraculous  things  could  be  said  about  thee !  But  as 
I  hope  my  paper  will  appear  in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine, 
here  must  I  pause,  or  I  undoubtedly  shall  be  pronounced  to- have 
thee  peculiarly  thick. 

Truly  these  reflections  have  been  called  to  my  mind  by  lately 
hearing  of  nothing  but  thee;  and  it  was  only  the  other  day  that  I 
wished  from  my  heart  that  men  had  been  bom  without  thee, 
for  which  wickedness  I  afterwards  was  much  grieved ;  never- 
theless I  have  some  reason  for  that  wish,  inconsiderate  as-it  was. 

It  was  only  last  Friday  when,  stretched  upon  a  delightful  sofa 
after  dinner,  having  placed  the  fooutool  also  upon  it,  I  was  en- 
deavouring to  take  a  siesta ;  and  when  I  had  flattered  myself  I 
had  just  lost  my  recollection,  the  door  was  hastily  flung  open,  and 
in  rushed  a  friend,  (but  who  was  any  thing  but  one  at  that  mo- 
ment,) and  Somnus,  who  had  only  paid  me  a  visit  on  my  most 
earnest  entreaty,  hastily  snatched  up  his  hat,  and  walked  off  with- 
out even  bidding  me  good-bye.  I  certainly  did  not  view  Mr. 
R  with  complacency,  nor  was  it  regained  by  his  vociferous 
addresSk  ^^  Ah,  ha !"  roared  he  with  the  voice  of  a  fisherman, 
^^  C  ■  ,  I  have  it!  I  have  it!  as  plain  as  that  Alexander  had  a 
nose;  it's  certain!  (applying  his  hand  to  the  back  of  his  head, 
and  pushing  off  his  bat) — feel  it  yourself.  Didn't  I,  on  our  jour- 
ney to  Wales^  walk  off  from  the  '  Cat  and  Tinderbox'  without 
paying  a  farthing,  because  the  landlord  would  charge  for  those 
pickles  ?  Didn't  I  send  back  six  pairs  of  hessians,  and  kick  the 
man  down  stairs  with  the  last, because  the  bootmaker  did  not  give 
me  sufficient  room  for  my  excruciating  com  ?  Didn't  I  --— " 
**  For  God's  sake,"  said  I,  amazingly  put  of  humour,  "  tell  me 
what  you  are  talking  about,  R  ."  "  Talking  about?"  cried 
he,  ^^  haven't  I  been  almost  sure  these  two  days,  and  an't  I  sure 
now  ?  I "    "  What  the  devil  is  it?"  roared  I,  half  rising  up, 
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and  idpking  the  footstool  from  the  sofa.  However,  nothing  could 
disturb  his  good  humour.     "  What  is  it  ?"  he  said ;  "  why  I'm 

convinced  I  have  the  organ  of  firmness.     Dr. "  **  The 

what  ?" — ^^  Only  feel  yourself;  just  put  your  hand  there  to  the 
back  of  my  head,  and  there — do  you  feel  that  bump  ? — no,  not 
that  one,  that  was  given  to  me  by  the  watchman  that  night,  you 
know — another  proof  of  my  firmness,  by  the  by;  no  it's  this  one 
—-that  Sir— that's  the  organ  of  firmness,  as  much  developed  in 
me  as  in  any  man.  You  may  smile,  but  I  have  iu  I  could  give 
you  a  thousand  proofs ;  witness,  when  a  child,  my  constant  ad- 
herence to  ffreen  apples  and  gooseberries,  and  my  never  tasting 
meat,  merely  because  my  nursery -maid  told  me  it  was  good  for 
me — <b11  firmness.  Sir.  Then  again,  didn't  I  at  school  get  beat 
till  I  was  blind,  and  get  flogged  till  I  was  flayed,  before  Vd  learn 
my  Caesar  ?  Didn't  I  fall  m  love  with  Miss  T— ,  and  break 
off  the  match  because  she  let  Simperton  hand  her  to  her  car- 
riage instead  of  me  ?  and  have  I  ever  seen  her  more?  Didn't  I 
the  other  night  get  pummelled  by  pickpockets,  because,  after 
they'd, taken  all  the  rest,  I  wouldn't  give  them  the  remaining 
shilling  which  I  held  in  my  hand  i  Didn't  I  the  other  day—* 
hum ! — and  isn't  this  firmness  ?  isn't  this  Alexandrian  ?  Isn't 
— "  *'  Really,"  said  I,  now  completely  up,  and  getting  into 
good-humour,  ^^  you  have  the  organ  of  insanity  very  strong^ 
developed.  Drs.  Gall  and  Spurzheim  seem  to  have  turned  your 
braiii !  ^^  Ah,"  cried  he,  ^^  you've  no  firmness,  depend  upos 
it.  But  good  night ;  I'm  afraid  I've  interrupted  your  nap."  S« 
sapng,  he  took  his  hat,  and  was  off  like  an  arrow. 

My  sleep  was  interrupted — I  must  pass  my  time  in  some  other 
way.  I  determined  on  a  visit  to  a  young  physician,  who  was 
entirely  engrossed  by  the  new  theory  of  physiognomy.  I  knocked 
at  his  door — ^he  was  at  home.  I  would  not  trouble  the  servant  tB 
announce  me.  I  opened  the  parlour-door,  but  the  occupant  of  the 
room  was  too  busy  to  hear  it.  He  was  looking  earnestly  into  die 
chimney-glass,  with  his  hand  on  his  forehead,  and  his  finger  and 
thumb  on  his  temples.    Just  as  I  entered,  he  soliloquized  thus : 

"  It  won't  do  !  No,  I  have  it  not.     Dr.  Spurzheim "  He 

turned  round — ^he  saw  me — he  looked  rather  foolish.     ^'  Pray, 

Doctor,"  said  I,  ^  what  were  you  doing?"  "Doing?  why ^ 

— ^he  stopped.  "  What!"  said  I,  casting  my  eye  on  a  book  with 
.the  engraving  of  the  heads  of  Sterne  and  Shakspeare,  "  still  at 
physiognomy?"  "Yes,"  said  he ;  "  and  if  you  must  know,  I  was 
trying  to  develop  my  organ  of  imagination  a  litde  more  than  it  is. 
It  is  not"  (with  a  sigh)  "  sufliciently  large ;  but  I  am  stiU  young 
—only  twenty -three  last  December.  I  must  have  it ;  only  wit- 
ness my  puns.  I'll  give  you  a  few  of  them.  The  other  day " 

I  assured  him,  I  had  heard  and  admired  them.  "  Ah !"  said  he, 
evidently  pleased,  **  you,  C— -,  you  know  what  a  good  pun  is: 
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positively  I  havVt  seen  you, — You  must  dine  with  n^e*  You 
hav'n't  tasted  my  Muscadelle,  I  think.  Zooks,  your  friendship 
is  extraordinarily  developed,  upon  my  soul,  too;  and  the  organ 
of  amativeness  is  confoundedly  large.  I  see  you're  a  sad  dog. 
What  a  cerebellum!"  (J  suppose  diis  was  intended  for  a  com- 
pliment.) *'  But,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  he,  "did your  ever  see 
my  wrinkles  of  thought!"  (making  his  eyebrows  meet,  and  put- 
ting on  the  most  formidable  frown  I  ever  saw.)  "There,  do- 
you  see  those  ?  Feel  that.^  there,  those  going  up  to  the  forehead 
— they  say  that  Byron  has  been  screwing  up  his  forehead  these 
five  years,  but  can't  get  th^m.  No,  they  don't  belong  to  every 
one.  Sir. — Very  strong  in  me!  are  they  not?" — I  could  bear  it 
no  longer.  I  shook  hands  with  him,  and  departed,  in  spite  of 
his  begging  me  to  let  him  examine  my  cranium,  and  declaring, 
as  I  ran  to  the  door,  that  "  I'd  as  much  veneratioft  as  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury." 

I  hastened  home ;  I  had  to  take  my  tea  with  a  family*  I 
dressed  myself,  and  proceeded  to  the  house.  Most  of  my  read- 
ers will  know  what  sort  of  party  I  mean,  when  I  say  that  I  was 
asked  to  take  a  quiet  cup  of  tea.  "  Quiet,"  in  that  way,  is  ge-^ 
nerally  s3nionymous  with  "  dull."  Two  T>r  three  fathers  and 
mothers  bring  their  "  3roung  folks,"  drink  tea,  and  depart:  they 
are  things  that,  unluckily,  must  happen  in  the  best-ordered  fa- 
mily. It  was  too  early  in  the  season  to  dance  (for  these  parties 
are  as  formal  as  others),  and  the  only  resource  was  singing 
"  Canadian  boat-songs,"  and  , 

**  The  pleaang  whisper  of  a  lady's  tongue." 

The  party  consisted  of  five  old  gentlemen,  who  were  entirely 
taken  up  in  discussing  the  politics  of  the  day ;  as  many  old  la- 
dies, who  were  entirely  taken  up  in  discussing — ^any  body's 
business  but  their  own ;  four  young  men,  who  were  entirely 
taken  up  in  talking  about  themselves;  and  five  young  ladies 
(their  pardon  for  mentioning  them  last),  who  were  entirely 
taken  up  in  thinking  about  themselves. 

**  Come  now,  my  masters^  is  there  not  a  score  f  *' 

I  had  the  honour  of  being  placed  next  to  one  of  the  latter.  She 
was  what  is  called  a  sensible  young  lady,  i.  e»  she  now  and  then 
read  something  else  than  ^  the  last  new  novel."  I  found  it  so 
to  my  cost.  We  were  unintroduced ;  and,  according  to  English 
custom,  remained  silent.  But  on  a  sudden  she  turned  round  to 
me  with  a  "  Pray,  Sir,  don't  you  think  my  philo-progenitiveness 
very  strong?"  "  Your  what.  Madam!"  said  I,  with  rather  a 
rueful  face.  ^^  I  suppose  you  read  Gall  and  Spurzheim  ?"  re- 
joined she.  **  I  have  looked  over  it." — ^**  Well,  then,  I  think. 
I've  philo-progenitivcness  'verj'  ^ttpng.  ^  I  always  have  had  a 
love  for  children.  I'm  sure  I.  shaU  vg^itie  a  tender  mother!" 
This  was  accompanied  by  a  glance  of  the  tenderest  nature.    A 
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new  way,  thought  I,  of  getting  a  husband:  physiognomy  may 
be  useful  yet.  ^  A  ball  once  set  in  modon  would  go  on  for 
ever,  if  it  were  not  for  the  friction,"  says  Archimedes:  a  young 
lady's  tongue  once  set  in  motion,  will  go  on  for  ever  in  spite  of 
the  friction;  and  it  was  so.  ^^  Sure,  youVe  a  disciple,''  she  said, 
*♦  of  the  new  doctrine.  I'm  sure  — ."  I  begged  her  pardon,  I 
was  not  a  disciple.  She  continued,  ^  You  wiU  be  one,  I'm  sure, 
when  you  hear  me.  I  have  discovered  that  my  maid  has  cove- 
tiveness  most  horribly  developed.  The  poor  girl  has  the  most 
vehement  desire  to  steal!  Indeed,  she  says,  that  in  spite  of  all 
hei*  endeavours,  she  has  stolen  a  great  many  things  already." 
**  Has  she  robbed  you,  ma'am  ?"  said  I.  "  Oh  yes,  Sir,"  was 
the  reply.  "  Will  she  be  transported  or  hung,  ma'am?"  asked 
I.  "Neither,  Sir.  She  has  the  organ  of  covetiveness,  and 
steal  she  must — she  was  bom  to  steaL  The  arbitrary  laws  may 
punish  her,  but  it  is  not  her  fault."  "  Then,"  said  I,  **  we  ouglu 
to  be  blamed  for  no  crimes  ?"  "  Undoubtedly  not,  Sir,  our  cra- 
ft i  urns  are  in  fault;  thanks  to  physiognomy  and  Dr.  Spurzheim." 
— >*  A  delightful  doctrine,  ma'am,"  said  I ; — ^and  luckily,  one 
of  the  five  young  ladies  took  upon  herself  to  murder  "  Auld 
Robin  Gray."  I  pleaded  business,  and  hastened  home,  ex- 
claiming with  Burnet,  **  These  heads  are  of  a  mixed  order;*' 
and  I  wished  I  could  conclude  his  sentence,  by  saying,  that  I 
only  "  proposed  such  as  were  of  a  natural  order."  A.  A. 
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WvmK  kindling  ruby  in  the  gobkt  gianoes, 

Beneath  the  flash  of  joyous  eyes. 
And  the  heart  madly  in  me  bosom  dances 

To  mumc  of  mirth's  rcTehies; — 
When  wit  like  lightning  shoots,  and  peals  of  laughter 

Round  us  vith Jqyoua  thunders  roU» — 
Still,  stiU  a  fear  of  sorrows  to  come  afler 

Will  steal  within  and  sting  the  soul. 

By  trembling  silence  when  the  nymph  confesses 

A  mutual  joy  at  lore's  first  kiss  ;— 
When  with  her  blushing  timidness  she  blesses 

Our  arms,  and  steeps  the  soul  m  bliss ; — 
When  cherubs  fonn  around  their  angel  mother 

A  halo  of  domestic  joy, 
A  dread  still  lurks  that  some  dark  change  may  smtyther 

Love's  light,  and  all  our  hopes  destroy. 

When  the  rapt  miser  gloats  upon  his  treasure. 

Feasting  his  eyes  and  heart  with  gold ; 
When  on  the  hero's  ear  that  throbs  with  pleasure. 

The  shouts  of  victory  are  roU'd; — 
When  patriots  dare  a  tvnnif  s  frown  undaunted. 

And  nations,  freecL  their  saviours  bless, 
The  miser,  l^ei-6,  pavMot,  stiDare  haunted 

With  thougbii  Jf  Fdnune's  fickleness. 
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JUUR17AL  at  A  TOURIST. 

1  (  Cvndnuedfrom  p.  449.) 

July  2w— Reached  Abbeville  at  night,  passing  oyer  moats,  forti- 
ficatione,  and  drawbridges,  into  towns  of  a  most  desolate  and  ante- 
diluvian aspect,  stagnant  as  the  ditches  bjr  which  they  were  sur- 
rounded ;  tiirouph  whose  streets  the  lazy  stream  of  life^  hardly 
moved  with  sufficient  activity  to  keep  the  grass  from  resuming  pos- 
session of  the  soil.  Some  or  the  villages  £rough  which  we  passed, 
consisting  of  mud-built  cottages,  with  holes  in  the  roof  for  the  ad- 
mission of  light,  presented  a  miserable  and  disheartening  aspect, 
sufficiently  in  keeping,  however,  with  the  half-starved  lank  sneep 
and  gaunt  long-legged  nigs,  whom  we  occasionally  encountered  on 
the  road.  The  preponderance  of  weeds,  and  the  general  slovenly 
state  of  their  agriculture — ^the  late  hours  at  which  the  jiusbandmen 
were  labouring  in  the  fields — ^the  number  of  women  and  childreii 
whom  we  saw  leading  their  cows  by  a  string  to  pick  up  the  scanty 
pittance  of  grass  that  skirted  the  road,  all  tended,  on  a  superficial 
view,  to  impress  convictions  of  a  sterile  country  and  suffering  po- 

Julation,  of  which,  however,  a  little  inquiry  and  reflection  were  suf- 
cient  to  prove  the  fallacy.  In  point  of  agricultural  proficiency 
France  is  indeed  indisputably  beriind  England  ;  but  as  its  excel- 
lence in  the  latter  country  is  found  to  be  compatible  with  universal 
distress,  so  may  its  inferiority  in  France  co-exist  with  a  great  dif- 
fusion of  rural  comfort  and  competency.  As  to  the  sheep  and  pigs 
they  were  the  breed  of  the  country,  not  very  comely  indeed  to  the 
eye,  but  when  we  came  to  taste  them  they  upset  liavater's  theory 
at  once,  and  convinced  us  by  their  good  Qualities  how  wrong  we 
should  have  been  to  judge  them  from  their  looks.  Those  husband* 
men,  whom  we  had  pitied  for  working  in  the  fields  so  unseasonably 
late,  were  mostly  small  proprietors,  who  preferred  the  cool  of  the 
evenins  to  the  heat  of  the  day  for  cultivating  their  lands ;  and  we 
found  tnat  in  France  about  one-third  of  the  population  was  directly 
interested  in  the  soil,  while  in  Endand  the  same  class  scarcely 
constitutes  one-seventh  of  the  inhuritants.  The  vagabond  cows 
were  the  property  of  cottagers,  whose  children  were  providing  a 
comfortable  dinner  for  themselves  by  supplying  one  to  their  horned 
companions ;  and  if  it  has  been  truly  said  of  a  country,  not  very 
remote  from  England,  that  <*  man  is  the  only  plant  that  dwindles 
there,"  the  reverse  would  appear  to  be  applicable  to  this  part  of 
France,  whfte,  amid  many  marxs  of  meagre  vegetation  and  external 

tenury,  the  population  were  robust,  well  clothed  even  to  super- 
uity,  and  universally  cheerful  and  gay.  Even  the  beggar-girls  and 
boys  that  waltzed  up  the  hills,  by  the  side  of  our  carriage,  to  the 
music  of  their  own  sonss,  seemed  by  their  sleek  looks  and  lauding 
eyes  to  be  conscious  that  they  were  only  making  an  expenment 
upon  our  credulity ;  thoueh  they  were  capable  of  assuming  the  true 
mendicant  whine  and  studied  wo-begone  face,  if  they  failed  of  suc- 
cess in  their  more  lively  appeals;  and  cold  and  forbidding  as  the 
weather  was  at  this  perioa,  we  more  than  once  saw  the  villagers 


630  Journal  0fa  ftmruL 

assembled  in  the  evening,  and  dancing  on  the  damp  gronnd  with 
an  air  of  perfect  enjoyment  and  hilaritj. 

At  various  stages  of  our  journey  we  were  pestered  with  applica- 
tions from  commissUmaires^  as  tfiey  are  termed,  soliciting  a  pre- 
ference for  different  inns  on  the  road,  and  enforcing  their  respec- 
tive recommendations  with  all  the  eloauence  they  could  muster. 
One  thrust  a  printed  card  into  our  hanas,  which  kindly  reminded 
us  that  Abbeville  was  Sterne's  favourite  town :  another  claimed 
the  same  distinction  for  Montreuil,  adding,  with  a  g^cious  and 
self-satisfied  look,  that  he  had  had  the  pleasure  of  perusing  his  Sen- 
timental Journey ;  but  when  we  ventured  in  consequence  to  ad- 
dress him  in  English,  he  explained  to  us  that  he  had  read  it  in  a 
French  translation.  A  mounted  supplicant  of  this  sort  followed  us 
for  {wo  stages,  and  we  only  escapea  nim  at  last  by  knocking  up  his 
horse.  The  sight  of  an  English  carriage  entering  a  town  drew  half 
a  dozen  fresh  solicitants,  tossing  their  cards  in  at  the  window,  and 
we  wondered  what  could  be  the  cause  of  this  vehement  competition, 
till  we  had  paid  one  or  two  of  the  bills,  when  we  discovered  that 
the  chaises  for  the  most  trifling  refreshment  made  it  well  worth 
their  whue  to  employ  a  commissionaire. 

July  3. — Left  Abbeville,  after  being  detained  two  hours  for 
horses,  owing  to  our  having  omitted  to  order  them  the  night  before. 
This  is  one  of  the  evils  of  the  posting  being  a  royal  monopoly ;  and 
its  miserable  and  defective  appointmeot  is  another,  for  individual 
competition  would  soon  explode  all  the  antiquated  and  cumbersome 
apparatus  now  used,  resembling  the  appendages  of  a  Caffirarian 
w<^s;on,  and  substitute  somethins  less  unworthy  *'the  great  na- 
tion." Some  of  the  sta|;es  have  already  been  a  Ifttle  approximated 
to  the  English  style,  which  they  are  still  immeasurably  behind,  and 
nothing  can  be  conceived  more  unwieldy  and  barbarous  than  the 
vehicles  by  which  the  mail  is  conveyed.  The  clumsiness  of  the 
whole  contrivance,  added  to  the  jack-boots  and  fantastical  dress  of 
the  postillions,  and  the  wild  shaggy  look  of  the  horses  employed, 

J  present  a  tout-ensemhU  so  singularly  grotesque,  that  one  can  hard* 
y  believe  the  parties  to  be  in  earnest,  or  that  the  inscription  "  Ce- 
leriferes,"  ana  "  Carriage  for  the  expedition  of  the  royal  mails,*' 
can  be  any  thing  but  a  burlesque,  got  up  as  a  hoax  upon  travellers. 
The  wonder  is,  that  with  such  means  and  machines  they  should 
make  the  progress  they  do.  In  posting  we  averaged  about  five 
and  a  half  English  miles  an  hour,  including  stoppages,  which  were 
by  no  means  snort  when  we  changed  horses,  the  postillions  moving 
with  a  most  provoking  deliberation,  and  fre<iuently  delaying  to 
chat  together  before  they  started.  It  was  obvious  that  time  was  no 
longer  estimated  by  any  class  as  it  is  among  their  commercial  neigh- 
bours. It  is  stated  in  Espriella's  letters,  that  a  pastry-cook  in  one 
of  the  great  thoroughfares  of  London  obtained  an  aciditional  sale, 
to  a  considerable  extent,  by  leaving  a  window  open  to  the  street, 
which  instantly  ceased  when  it  was  shut ;  so  many  people  in  that 
busy  metropolis  would  toss  down  a  passing  penny,  who  would  not 
spare  themselves  a  minute  for  entering  the  shop.  No  difference 
would  ever  be  perceived  in  Paris. 
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Jitly  4.F— Arrived  at  Beauvais,  whose  houses,  still  more  grotesque 
and  antiquated  than  any  we  had  yet  encountered,  seemed  only  wait* 
ing  for  a  decent  excuse  to  fall  down  and  die  of  old  age.    ^o  new 
ones  appeared  to  be  building  in  any  direction ;  and  we  more  than 
once  contrasted  this  stagnation  with  the  perpetual  enlargement  and 
alteration  of  London,  but  we  must  not  too  hastily  receive  this  ac- 
tivity as  an  indication  of  prosperity  or  increasing  population.  From 
the  slightness  of  its  construction  an  English  house  soon  becomes 
superannuated,  and  must  of  necessity  be  rebuilt;  a  French  one  will 
outlast  half  a  dozen  generations  of  the  flimsy  edifices  that  spring 
up  around  our  suburbs  like  mushrooms,  and  shake  all  over  witn  ap- 
prehension if  a  heavy  carriage  drives  briskly  past  them.    There  is 
reason,  too,  to  believe  that  our  capital,  which  a  French  writer 
pronounces  to  be  no  longer  a  city,  but  a  province  covered  with 
nouses,  is  enlar^d  at  the  expense  of  the  country  towna:  its  dis- 
proportionjite  size  is   a  derangement  of  the  system — a  disease 
analogous  to  hydrocephalus  in  the  human  frame,  where  the  swelling 
*  of  the  head  only  indicates  the  disordered  and  weakened  state  of  the 
whole  body.    When  Rome  contained  seven  millions  of  inhabitants, 
she  already  began  to  totter  with  her  own  overgrown  weight;  and 
when  Athens  attained  the  summit  of  renown  in  arts  and  arms,  she 
did  not  enrol  above  thirty  thousand  free  citizens.  Desolation  seem- 
ed to  sit  brooding  over  the  few  chateaus  we  passed,  which  had  a 
most  forlorn  and  disconsolate  aspect,  presenting  here  and  there 
th^ir  plantations  of  underwood  and  young  consumptive-looking 
trees,  instead  of  the  noble  avenues  and  hoary  oaks  which  we  are 
accustomed  to  expect  in  England;  while  wild  meagre  grass  run- 
ning up  to  the  very  walls  was  substituted  for  green  velvet  lawns; 
and  the  ponderous  outside  wooden  blinds,  always  of  a  dirtj  white 
colour,  and  always  shut,  imparted  to  the  whole  an  uninhabited  air. 
Some  little  improvement  in  the  scenery  became  perceptible  as  we 
approached  Paris,  but  the  general  characteristics  remained  un- 
cnaneed ;  and  as  we  passed  through  tracks  of  com,  and  along  de- 
serted roads,  almost  up  to  the  barriers  of  the  capital,  we  looked 
round  in  vain  for  the  innumerable  sylvan  cottages  and  tasteful 
villas  generated  b^  the  wealth  of  London,  which,  like  a  mighty  and 
exhaustless  fountain  not  onlj  enriches  the  immediate  spot  where  it 
springs  up,  but  scattering  its  refreshing  dews  on  every  side,  fer- 
tilize^ and  beautifies  the  country  for  miles  round.    In  approaching 
Paris  we  saw  nothing  that  deserved  the  name  of  a  villa;— we 
stepped  at  once,  as  it  were,  out  of  the  silent  lonely  fields  into 
a  noisy  and  bustling  capital ;  and  if  the  aspect  of  Calais,  and  of  the 
provinces  through  whicn  we  had  hitherto  passed,  appeared  to  have 
carried  us  back  two  or  three  centuries,  we  seemed,  upon  our  en- 
trance into  Paris,  to  have  jumped  forward  at  least  as  much.    The 
rattline  wheels  of  equipages,  cabriolets,  and  hackney-coaches — the 
cries  of  numerous  hawkers  and  pedlars— the-denser  population— the 
.  rows  of  shops  with  their  hanasome  signs  and  fantastical  decora- 
tions, soon  convinced  us  that  we  were  traversing  a  great  and  busy 
city;  and  as  we  passed  under  the  noble  gate  of  St.  Denis,  to  the 
spacious  Boulevards,  flanked  with  double  rows  of  trees,  and  cross- 
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ed  the  Place  Vcndome  with  its  bronze  column  to  our  hotel  in  the 
Rue  St  Honors,  beholding  on  everj  side  loftj  edifices  of  fine  de- 
sign, and  stately  streets  of  stone,  we  felt  as  instant  a  conTiction 
that  it  was  a  gaj  and  magnificent  capital.  This  would  be  conceded 
under  anj  circumstances,  but  the  impression  is  rendered  more  vivid 
by  contrast,  and  the  imaginary  leap  of  time  to  which  I  have  alluded 
arises  from  comparing  the  antique,  Gothic,  battlemented,  project- 
ing wooden  and  brick  edifices  to  which  the  traveller  has  been  ac- 
customed, with  the  modern,  elegant,  lofty,  classical  mansions  of 
stone  which  he  encounters  at  every  turn  in  Paris.  ^ 

A  walk  on  the  mornine  after  our  arrival  delighted  us  with  the 
variety  of  grandeur  which  was  accessible  within  the  immediate  vi- 
cinity of  our  hotel.  As  a  piece  of  modem  architecture,  the  Louvre 
is  justly  rated  high,  and.  the  facade  which  looks  up  the  river,  with 
its  open  gallery  and  beautiful  colonnade,  is  truly  admirable,  ftoogh 
it  has  been  oljected  that  the  almost  Doric  plainness  of  the  lower 
hardly  accords  with  the  rich  Corinthian  of  me  upper  part.  In  the 
Place  Carousal  stands  the  arch  built  by  Napoleon,  tbrmeriy  sur- 
mounted by  the  celebrated  Venetian  horses ;  but  it  is  every  way  un- 
worthy the  majestic  objects  by  which  it  is  surrounded.  Here,  as 
else^nere,  our  eyes  were  offended  with  the  sombre  effect  produced 
by  the  closed  shutters  or  blinds  of  the  building;  but  they  were  not 
much  recreated  by  the  few  that  were  left  open,  for  the  coarse 
quality  and  dirty  colour  of  the  glass,  as  well  as  the  clumsy  con- 
struction of  the  frames,  seemed  totally  inconsistent  with  En^idi 
notions  of  a  palace.  In  this  species  of  finish  the  French  builoings 
are  universally  defective,  and  a  third  rate  tradesman  in  the  Bonw^ 
Road  would  be  utterly  ashamed  of  the  windows  with  which  Napo- 
leon and  the  Bourbons  have  contented  themselves.  So  much  do 
our  notions  of  luxury  depend  upon  habit  and  association.  For  the 
present  we  had  not  leisure  to  least  our  eyes  with  the  treasnres  of 
art  deposited  in  the  halls  and  saloons  of  the  Louvre,  but  passed 
througn  the  spacious  but  antiquated  Thuileries,  on  the  centre  of 
whose  lofty  roof  the  white  flag  was  flouting  the  sky,  into  the  front 
eardens,  with  their  numerous  marble  statues,  formal  parterres  of 
flowers,  circular  fountains  and  stone  basins  for  gold  ana  silver  fiudi 
and  swans,  clipped  avenues,  rectilinear  plantations  of  chesnut  and 
lime,  and  regularly  distributed  boxes  of  orange,  pomegranate,  olean- 
der, and  rose  laurel  trees,  all  trained  by  tonsure  into  a  circular 
fornur  This  I  found  less  offensive  to  the  eye  than  I  had  anticipated* 
and  though  I  would  never  defend  verdant  sculpture,  and  tbe  intro- 
duction of  peacocks,  pyramids,  and  griffins  of  evergreen,  yet  I  can- 
not help  thinking,  that,  with  certun  limitations,  the  French  s^le 
may  be  very  appropriate  in  the  immediate  precincts  of  such  a  palace 
as  this.  Statues  and  architectural  decorations  evince  that  we  arp 
still  within  the  verge  of  the  court ;-— it  would  be  too  sudden  a  transi- 
tion to  emerge  all  at  once  from  the  most  elaborate  triumphs  of  art 
to  the  blankness  of  unassisted  Nature.  The  hand  of  man  should 
still  be  rendered  perceptible,  until,  as  we  recede  from  the  scene  of 
its  exertion,  we  relapse  gradually  into  the  unadorned  scenery  of  the 
country.    As  far  as  was  practicable,  this  has  been  realized  at  die 
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Thuileries.  A  succession  of  noble  gateways,  entrances,  and  ter- 
races, surmounted  by  bold  statues  and  marble  horses  that  APP^itf 
to  be  leaping  into  the  air»  conduct  jou  through  the  beautiful  rlace 
Louis  Quinze,  affording  a  fine  view  of  the  Palace  of  the  Deputies 
and  other  handsome  buildings,  until  you  find  yourself  on  the  broad, 
far-extending,  and  well-planted  causeway,  which  leads  to  the 
Champs  Elys6es,  the  avenue  of  Neuilly,  and  the  triumphal  arch 
which  crowns  the  hill  and  closes  the  view.  This  is  assuredly  a  noble 
assemblage  of  objects,  to  which  the  clearness  of  the  sky,  and  fresh- 
ness of  the  vegetation,  eave  full  effect;  and  as  I  had  been  reading 
Ariosto  in  the  morning,  I  could  almost  imagine  that  I  beheld  a  re- 
alization of  some  of  his  descriptions. 

Retracing  our  steps,  we  crossed  over  to  the  Palais  Royal,  ano- 
ther vast  piece  of  architecture,  forming  an  oblong  square,  whose  en- 
closure, ot  about  six  acres,  is  laid  out  in  parterres,  and  formal  rows 
of  trees,  with  a  jet  d^eau  in  the  centre;  while  the  whole  of  its  lower 
arcade  is  divided  into  innumerable  shops,  and  its  upner  stories,  as 
well  as  subterranean  abodes,  devoted  to  all  imaginaole  purposes  of 
business,  amusement,  and  profligac;jr.  As  I  recalled  the  fate  of  its 
first  owner,  recollections  of  the  various  scenes  which  had  been  en- 
acted on  the  spot  where  I  was  standing  crowded  into  my  mind ;  but; 
we  had  no  time  to  indulge  them,  even  if  the  succession  of  new  ob- 
jects would  have  permitted  reflection,  for  we  proceeded  to  inspect 
the  brazen  column  in  the  Place  Vendome.  In  its  effect,  when  con- 
templated at  a  little  distance,  I  was  much  disappointed.  Its  propor- 
tions are  not  majestic ;  the  reliefs,  with  which  it  is  encrusted,  rough- 
en its  outline,  and  give  it  the  appearance  of  a  huge  trunk  of  a  tree; 
the  eagles  at  the  bottom  are  sparrows ;  the  gallery  at  the  top  is  a 
miseraole  tin-looking  affair,  and  the  summit,  which  is  conical,  but 
should  certainly  have  been  flat,  forms  a  very  unsatisfactory  finish, 
not  improved  by  the  dirty  white  flag  that  crowns  it.  Napoleon's 
statue,  fifteen  feet  high,  was  doubtless  a  handsomer  termination ; 
but  nothing;  could  ever  have  enabled  it  to  bear  a  comparison  with 
our  Monument,  the  most  beautiful  piece  of  architecture  in  London, 
thouffh  nearly  invisible  from  its  untbrtunate  position.  Columns  on 
this  large  scale  must  always  have  a  heavy  effect  if  they  be  not 
fluted,  and  the  dingy  colour  of  that  in  the  Place  Vendome  aggra- 
vates this  tendency.  I  am  aware  that  in  that  case  the  elaborate 
basso-relievo  must  nave  been  sacrificed,  (which,  however,  is  already 
unintelligible  except  in  the  circles  immediately  above  the  base  f) 
and  that  the  example  of  Trajan's  column  may  be  pleaded ;  but  this 
is  a  question  of  taste  and  opinion,  not  of  precedent  On  approaching 
it,  the  defects  become  less  obvious  and  the  merits  more  so ;  for,  in- 
dependently of  the  value  of  the  material  and  the  historical  associa- 
tions which  it  awakens,  the  workmanship  on  the  plinth,  and  as  far 
up  the  shaft  as  it  can  be  distinctly  followed,  is  exquisitely  delicate 
and  spirited,  though  we  may  doubt  the  good  taste  of  the  hussar- 
boots  and  jackets  which  have  been  so  liberally  introduced  upon  the 
former.  I  was  assured,  that,  in  order  to  prove  its  stability  at  the 
time  of  its  completion,  a  rope  was  carriea  from  its  summit  to  the 
Rue  de  la  Paix,  and  that  twelve  stout  horses  could  not  displace  a 
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fragirient  of  the  eougoUdated  mass.  It  is  impossible  not  to  attach  a 
profound  interest  to  this  monument,  when  we  reflect,  that  from  its 
durability  it  will  probably  carry  down  to  the  remotest  ages  the  name 
and  exploits  of  the  extraordinary  man  by  whom  it  was  erected,  and 
prore,  when  we  and  many  generations  to  succeed  us  shall  have  pe- 
rished and  become  forgotten,  the  same  source  of  inquiry  and  admi- 
ration to  races  yet  un£>rn,  that  Trajan's  pillar  now  is  to  us.  Nor 
is  it  easy  to  forget  the  terrific  scenes  in  which  the  materials  we  be- 
hold were  once  such  fatal  actors,  in  the  form  of  cannon;  but,  as  the 
representations  of  the  victories  in  which  they  were  taken,  are  seen 
winding  spirally  up  the  thickly-embossed  shaft  before  us,  we  can 
almost  fancy  that  we  hear  the  roar  of  their  brazen  mouths,  vomiting 
out  fire  and  thunder;  while  through  the  dust  and  smoke  we  disco- 
ver waving  banners  and  gleaming  swords,  and  catch  the  neighing  of 
steeds,  the  groans  of  the  wounded,  and  the  deafening  shouts  of  vic- 
tory. Such  are  the  associations  this  trophy  appears  to  awaken  in 
the  minds  of  the  French,  and  they  are  proud  of  it,  in  proportion  as 
ihey  are  blind  votaries  o^T  the  false  glory  which  it  illustrates.  The 
most  common  engraving  exhibited  on  the  Boulevards  and  the  dif- 
ferent walls  of  Paris,  is  a  representation  of  this  pillar,  with  the  in- 
scription—'^' Ah !  who  is  not  proud  of  beins  a  Frenchman,  when  he 
beholds  this  column  P"— while  a  youth  is  delineated  in  a  heroic  at- 
titude swearing  to  conquer  or  die  at  its  foot  Vfiih  a  self-satisfied 
Inconsistency  peculiar  to  this  country,  one  of  the  warriors  is  hold- 
ing the  white  flag  at  the  baSe,  and  the  same  irrefragable^evidence  of 
the  futility  of  all  their  conquests  is  seen  waving  at  top^ — ^A  ramUe 
on  the  Boulevards  afforded  us  the  same  subject  of  delignt  witk  which 
we  had  been  struck  in  the  gardens  of  the  Thnileries, — fresh  and 
verdant  vegetation,  as  well  as  beautiful  flowers,  in  the  very  heart 
pf  the  city,  forming  a  pleasing  contrast  to  the  dingy  leaves  and 
sickly  aspect  of  theXondon  gardens:  and  wherever  we  could  get  a 
view  of  any  extent,  sharp  and  distinctly-defined  masses  of  stone- 
buildings  stood  out  in  the  clear  atmosphere,  with  a  lucid  effect  never 
to  be  o&erved  in  our  smoky  metropolis*  Having  seen  in  the  course 
of  a  short  morning's  walk  a  richer  assemblace  of  palaces,  gardens, 
statues,  magnificent  hotels,  noble  streets  of  stone,  and  extensive 
avenues  of  trees,  than  we  could  have  viewed  in  the  whole  circuit  of 
London,  we  returned  to  our  hotel  profoundly  impressed  with  the 
mndeur  of  what  we  had  witnessed,  and  anticipating  not  less  de- 
Bght  from  the  vast  portion  of  the  city  which  yet  remained  unex- 
plored. 


SONG. 

Love,  like  the  butterfly,  takes  wing, 

He  courts  tbe  rose  but  to  forsake ; 
Ah !  then  beware  his  treacherous  sting*, 

Whicb  leaves  the  fester'd  heart  to  break  \ 

But  friendship  has  the  ivy's  truth. 

And  closer  twines  when  tempests  lour: 
It  takes  its  root  in  early  youth. 

And  blossoms  in  life's  latest  hour.  F.  H. 


(     655     ) 
THANKS  FOB  ▲  PLAC£ ! 


An  old  Boroufl;fa-reeye  served  a  politic  Duke, 

And  provecC  by  so  doin^,  a  wise  man ; 
For  the  oolitic  Duke  opportunity  took 

To  make  his  friend's  son  an  exciseman. 

Dick,  led  by  his  father,  the  Nobleman  saw, 

And  certainly  weU  to  behave  meant; 
With  many  a  bow  he  put  out  his  fore  paw» 

And  scraped  his  hind  leg  on  the  pavement. 

''I'm  come,  Sir^  to  thank  you,  but  feel  here  a  buir; 

At  speaking  I  be  but  a  fre^  un :" 
The  Borough*reeve  whisper'd — •*  Boy,  don't  call  him  Sir, 

Your  Grace  is  the  proper  expression." 

"  When  fe3rther.  Sir,  told  me  I'd  gotten  the  place, 
I  skipt  luce  a  colt  in  a  paddock  ;"— 

<*  Sir,  again  ?"  cried  the  father,—**  You  fool !  say  Your  Grace- 
Say  Your  (kace— you're  as  deaf  as  a  haddock !" 

Thus  tutor'd,  the  son  of  the  old  Borough-reeve 

Cried  out  with  a  pious  endeavour,— 
"  For  what  we  are  going  this  day  to  receive. 

The  Lord  make  us  tlmnkful  for  ever !" 


ON  AFFBCTATION  IK  PpBTaAlTUBE. 

Theke  is  no  one  branch  of  the  Fine  Arts  in  which  there  is 
SO  much  of  barefaced  affectation  and  bad  taste  as  in  nortraiture. 
Whether  this  arises  from  the  vulgar  inclinations  ana  perverted 
tastes  of  the  painted,  or  from  the  want  qf  capacity  and  inven- 
tion of  the  painter,  it  is  notour  purpose  to  inquire.  That  these 
errors  are  tnick  as  the  leaves  in  spring,  no  one  can  doubt  who 
glances  his  eye  round  the  walls  of  an  exhibition-room,  or  an 
amateur's  c^allery — ^through  the  portfolios  of  our  illustrators,  or 
at  the  windows  of  Colnaghi  or  Molteno* 

There  are  several  eras,  or  rather  schools,  in  the  affectation 
alluded  to.  The  first  is  the  Lely,  or  wig-and-armour  affecta- 
tion. Hogarth  has  ridiculed  this  humorously  enough  in  his 
**  Marriage  ii  la  Mode,"  where  you  may  perceive  the  portrait 
of  an  officer  of  rank  in  a  flowing  wig  and  armour,  grasping  in 
his  lady-like  hand  the  lightning  of  Jupiter:  it  looks  for  all  the 
world  like  an  embodied  imagination  of  the 

**  Brave  Dalhouae,  that  great  god  of  war. 
Lieutenant-colonel  to  the  Eaii  of  Mar." 

There  is  a  portrait  extant  of  Cotton,  which  makes  Hogarth's 
exaggeration  hardly  a  caricature,  a  man  celebrated  only  for  be- 
ing an  angler  of  Isaac  Walton's  school,  and  a  writer  of  piscatory, 
eclogues  Tor,  as  a  punning  friend  calls  them,  water-fo^*),  dress- 
ed most  impregnably  in  armour,  and  inundated  witli  a  heavy 
fall  of  wig,  or,  as  the  same  friend  observes,  wearing  his  fine 
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horse-hair  fishing-lines  about  his  head  and  shoulders^  to  the 
great  terror  of  all  young  jacks  in  the  water  who  hope  to  become 
pikes.  The  second  is  the  lady,  or  cherry-and-parrot  affectadosu 
The  third,  the  Reynolds,  or  lamb-and-shepherdess  affectatioo. 
The  fourth,  the  Jervas,  or  wig,  or  night-cap  and  bed-room  af- 
fectation. Some  portraits  in  this  style  are  indisputably  vulgar^ 
ill-looking,  and  almost  disgusting.  No  man  appears  like  a  hero 
to  his  valet ;  nor  does  a  man  look  much  like  a  poet  or  a  philoso- 
pher in  his  night-shirt.  Franklin  himself  must  have  looked  like 
an  ostler  to  the  night-mare,  in  his  white  shirt  and  republican  red 
night-cap;  or  a  surly  landlord,  disturbed  by  his  first-floor  lodger 
ringing  to  get  in.  We  remarked  that  these  portraits  were  al- 
most disgusting;  there  is  one  that  is  so:  it  is  that  of  Phillips, 
the  cider-celebrater.  His  filthy  cap  is  falling  flashily  on  one 
side  of  an  entirely  bald  head;  he  has  too  a  low,  ccdlarless,  skin- 
fitting  jerk;n,  opening  the  bare  breast  to  the  eye;  and  if,  reader^ 
thou  knowest  him  from  his  butcher,  why  then  his  ^^  stlemRd 
shilltng*'*  was  a  Brummagem  ballad-halfpenny.  Even  tne  fine- 
tasted  Addison  could  not  keep  himself  out  of  the  hands  of  this 
affectation.  There  is  a  portrait  of  him  by  Jervas;  the  counte- 
nance looks  modest,  and  unambitious  of  effect;  but  look  at  the 
externals:  the  wig  is  white,  flowing,  and  profuse,  and  has  a 
more  daring  lengtti  of  curls  than  ruined  Absalom.  You  would 
surmise,  if  you  look  no  farther,  that  he  has  just  slipped  away 
from  Queen  Anne's  dull  drawing-room  to  unloose  his  brilliant 
mind;  but  you  see  that  he  has  only  unloosed  his  waistcoat  with 
sleeves,  and  altogether  it  is  a  very  half-drest  and  half-disagreeaUe 
portrait.  The  fifth  is  the  Kneller,  or  wry-wigged  affectation; 
for  which  sec  the  heads  and  perukes  of  Swift,  Sterne,  Gay,  and 
Pope  with  his  finger  thrust  under  one.  The  sixth  is  the  Rom- 
ney,  or  white-cap  affectation;  for  which  see  Thomson^  wha 
looks  as  glum  and  surly  as  Mr.  Giblet  in  fly-blowing  weather; 
Cowper,  who  seems  as  if  he  had  just  got  out  of  bed^to  avoid  his 
physician;  Dil worth,  the  awfulness  of  whose  boy-compellmg 
brow,  that  looks  big  and  burly  with  the  threatening  terrors  of 
whole  brooms  of  birch,  is  softened  off  into  something  like  a  safe 
consciousness  that  he  is  nothing  higher  than  human,  or  else 
men  and  gods  might  tremble  as  much  as  "  apple-munching'^ 
boys;  and  Fatrance,  whose  white  wonder  (on  a  cook's  head) 
assures  us  of  cleanly  patties  and  savoury,  and  might  almost  have 
quieted  the  cook-shaving  apprehensions  of  his  late  Majesty. 
The  seventh  is  the  modem,  or  the  most  superlative  affectation; 
but  this  we  shall  leave  untouched  for  some  future  paper;  and 
as  the  Academy  is  now  likely  to  become  a  gallery  for  the  exhi- 
bition of  portraits  only,  we  shall  not  want  matter  for  remark. 

There  are  several  other  affectations,  but  not  of  any  particular 
Bchool:  there  is  one,  however,  which  must  not  be  forgotten^ 
ramely,  that  of  painters,  in  their  personal  portraits,  not  seeming 
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what  they  are.    This  is  the  very  Mount  Ossa  of  affectatiqn. 
What  should  we  have  thought  if  the  glorious  images  of  the  imagi- 
nary and  the  real  great  of  old  had  come  down  in  equivocal  ac- 
tions and  appearances—Hercules  resting  on  a  tumpike*gate  in- 
stead of  on  his  club;  Homer  stringing  a  kite  instead  of  a  lyft; 
Demosthenes  ducking  and  draking  the  pebbles  he  cured  his  im- 
pediment with,  instead  of  standing  like  a  god,  with  outstretched 
arms,  commanding  the  waves  to  sUence;  Apollo  jarring  a  pestle 
and  mortar,  instead  of  reining-in  the  glorious  strength  of  his 
pawing  steeds;  Scipio  dusting  his  sandals,  like  a  Bond-street 
beau,  with  the  walking-stick  he  was  named  after,  instead  of 
showing  an  arm  that  was  the  stay  and  young  strength  of  his 
father's  old  age?   It  is  too  silly  to  be  thought  seriously  of;  and 
an  ingenious  friend  of  ours,  thinking  as  we  do,  and  holding  it 
in  the  like  humorous  contempt,  has  ridiculed  it  very  pleassuit- 
ly :  he  is  modest  enough  (a  rare  virtue  among  artists)  to  think 
that  he  has  a  fine  hand  m  nothing  so  much  as  in  drawing  a  cork, 
and  has  made  a  sketch  of  himself,  where  he  is  very  sedentarily 
seated  before  his  easel,  with  a  botde  of  champagne  between  his 
knees,  screwing  in  a  corkscrew,  and  screwing  up  his  mouth, 
with  a  most  intense  look  of  blended  expectation  and  perseverance. 
You  can  see  in  it  that  he  has  either  a  noble  thirst  for  glory,  or 
for  champagne;  and  that  nothing  short  of  the  attainment  of  his 
ambition  wUl  satisfy  his  soul.   In  the  back-ground,  on  the  right, 
Gerard  Dow  is  touching  his  viol  de  gamba  with  great  compla- 
cency, and  without  even  a  latent  suspicion,  or  the  slightest  be- 
traying, of  his  real  profession ;— and  on  the  left,  Rubens  is  seen 
carrying  home  his  own  venison,  with  a  most  porter-like  per- 
plexity of  personal  doubt  as  to  his  own  identity,  leaving  you  to 
decide  whether  he  looks  most  like  a  porter  or  a  painter;  and 
seems  to  be  going  off  before  you  can  give  your  opinion,  sucking 
either  his  own  thumb  or  the  toe  of  Uie  dead  deer  by  the  way. 
This  is  a  pleasant  mode  of  satirizing  absurdity,  and  absolutdy 
tells  better  than  the  critic's  thong,  or  the  connoisseur's  table-talk. 
But  you  ask,  what  is  affectation  in  portraiture  f  Whatever  is 
forced,  uneasy,  out  of  nature  in  action  or  expression,  or  foreign 
to  the  picture,  is  affectation.  Here  is  an  illustration  of  it,  though 
not  so  extravagant  a  one  as  many  which  we  have  met.wiUi. 
Look  at  this  portrait  of  Hamlet  Winstanley,  an  engraver,  ^'  who 
learned  to  draw  under  the  Knellers,  being  designed  for  a  paint- 
er," a  very  bad  design  not  well  executed,  for  what  designs  might 
not  have  tortured  the  eye  of  taste  from  a  man  who  could  at  the 
outset  write  himself  down  an  ass  f     Such  a  man  could  not  be 
safely  trusted  to  illustrate  an  Old  Bailey  execution,  for  his  vanity 
would  make  him  play  the  principal  figure  in  it.     Tou  can  see 
in  his  face  and  body  that  he  cares  not  for  his  art;  the  only  art 
that  is  in  his  mind  is  that  of  showing  himself  off  to  the  most 
connoisseur-killing  advantage.    He  is  at  his  easel;  his  pallet  is 
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duly  displayed,  and  there  is  all  the  usual  cant-attitude  which 
no  arust  in  that  act  falls  into;  consequendy  it  is  an  affectation. 
But  we  will  pass  this ;  and  now  let  us  look  at  this  rich  lengthy 
scarf  that  passes  over  the  left  arm,  and  falls  gracefully  in  folds 
from  the  shoulder.  What  has  an  Englishman  in  his  morning- 
gown  and  velvet  cap  to  do  with  a  scarf?  He  might  as  well 
have  had  his  clothes-bag  slung  there.  It  may  be  said  that  It 
is  not  so  agreeable  an  object;  but  it  is  quite  as  necessazy  to  the 
man  and  tl^e  picture.  What  would  be  thought  of  a  man^s  grand- 
mother, if,  upon  being  introduced  to  her  for  the  first  time,  she 
were  found  in  a  studied  attitude  stirring  a  premeditated  pud- 
ding (the  thing  she  had  most  reputation  for  designing),  and^  the 
more  to  strike  with  admiration  of  her  taste  or  of  her  extravagance, 
having  her  shoulders  arrayed  in  a  bear-skin,  whose  inmate  had 
been  taught  to  dance  by  her  father?  Why  it  would  be  thought 
that  she  looked  ver}'  fierce  and  foolish;  and  this  scarf-weanng 
young  gendeman  painter  is  equally  false-tasted,  fantastical,  and 
loppish. 

Three  or  four  seasons  back  there  was  a  large  picture  exhibit- 
ed in  the  Academy,  in  which  affectation  was  portrayed  to  the 
life.  A  middle-aged,  ugly-looking,  be-spectaded  gentleman, 
was  seen  seated  in  what  appeared  to  be  the  foreground  of  a 
forest  with  a  black  sky  in  the  distance,  and  every  indication  of 
an  approaching  coacMess  shower,  playing  his  bass-viol  with  a 
Tommy-and-Harry-don't-careishness  of  manner,  that  was  very 
distressing  to  one  who  had  read  the  pathetic  narration  of  the 
shirt-rendmg  consequences  connected  with  such  a  spirt  of  sanff- 
froid*  The  first  sensation  we  felt  on  seeing  this  gendeman  was 
one  of  humanity,  the  second  of  politeness;  and  we  were  veiy 
unconsciously  sA)out  to  offer  him  the  loan  of  our  best  water- 
proof hat,  till  an  elbowing  gentleman  jogged  us  out  of  the  illa- 
sion,  by  asking  us  who  Mr.  Tomkins  was,  the  multiplied  por- 
trait of  whom  appeared  in  all  comers  of  the  great  room,  widi  a 
most  Protean  variety  of  visage,  and  perplexity  of  person. 

But  you  ask,  what  is  bad  taste  in  portraiture  ?  Any  expres- 
sion, irrelevant  object,  exaggeration  in  dress,  or  harsh  and  violent 
action  which  is  not  affectation  and  yet  is  not  natural,  that  is 
displeasing  to  the  eye,  or  that  disagrees  with  sensible  notions  of 
propriety,  or  that  mars  the  harmony  and  grand  tone  of  the  de- 
sign, is  bad  taste.  There  is  a  Scylla  and  Charybdis  (affectation 
and  bad  taste)  which  our  artists  have  to  steer  between;  and 
tiiough  there  is  sea-room  enough  in  the  middle  current  for  even 
the  great  Leviathans  of  the  art  to  work  their  way  safely  through, 
yet  they  are  usually  to  be  found  floundering  on  the  one  or  the 
other. 

To  say  truly,  this  is  the  age  of  affectation.  A  man  will  not 
write  an  apology  to  his  tailor,  unless  you  allow  him  to  sit  in  the 
attitude  of  the  latest  portrait  of  Lord  Byron;  or  sing  a  manlr 
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English  8opg  without  mincing  it  Tuscanly;  or  wear  hia  shirt- 
collar,  unless  it  hangs  by  hia  cheeks  like  a  white  greyhound's 
ears;  or  comb  his  hair,  unless  it  be  with  the  Milton  division 
running  up  the  middle ;  or  bow  to  a  bailiff  on  Sunday,  or  the 
parish-beadle  out  of  church,  unless  it  be  in  imitation  of  a  high 
personage;  or  eat  a  bunch  of  currants  without  contrasting  them 
for  an  hour  with  the  whiteness  of  his  fingers,  and  the  redness 
of  his  ruby  ring;  or  blow  his  flute  or  his  fire,  but  with  an  air; 
or  be  disappointed  of  his  clean  linen,  without  venting  his  spleen 
in  satire.  In  good  truth,  the  wholesome  manliness  of  England 
is  gone  or  going;  its  hair  of  strength  (like  Sampson's)  is  shorn; 
it  has  lolled  so  long  in  the  lap  of  pleasure  (its  mistress  Dalilah) 
that  the  Philistines  have  at  last  bound  it  hand  and  foot;  not  that 
such  restrictions  are  necessary,  for  it  has  no  strength  left  but 
what  shows  itself  in  burly  words  and  no-meaning  bluster.  The 
age  is  in  its  dotage.  Imbecility  of  body,  effeminacy  of  man- 
ners,  affectation,  and  great-girlishness,  are  perceivable  in  all  ita 
limbs  and  motions.  It  is  a  starched-collared,  man-stayed, 
French-dancing,  Italian-squalling,  sight-seeing,  splendour-lov- 
ing, over-excited,  and  sated  age.  And  it  is  with  nations,  as 
with  individuals,  who  are  intense  in  their  love  of  pleasure;  they 
at  last  grow  over-exquisite,  effeminate,  and  careless  of  every 
thing  that  is  not  momentary  and  pleasurable.     But  to  return. 

To  do  our  modem  portrait-painters  justice,  they  have  not  the 
fine  originals  to  paint  from  which  their  more  fortunate  precur- 
sors had;  and  this  they  are  either  conscious  of,  and  make  up  by 
affectation  what  is  deficient  in  nature ;  or  the  originals  them- 
selves make  up  for  them,  by  assuming  what  is  not  their's,  and 
running  out  into  all  sorts  of  extravagances  of  body  and  feature, 
making  a  youth  of  age,  and  passing  flattery  for  the  sterling 
truth*  When  we  look  at  the  fine  unadulterated  Saxon  faces  of 
Gower,  Lydgate,  Occleve,  Chaucer,  and  their  contemporaries; 
at  the  more  mixed,  or  half  Saxon,  half  native,  heads  of  the  Eli- 
zabethan age;  or  at  the  decidedly  English  ones  of  the  Crom- 
well period,  (the  Sydneys,  Miltons,  Hampdens,  Fairfaxes,  and 
Vanes,)  our  modem  heads  are  left  far  in  the  shade.  The  un- 
tawdry  splendour  or  plain  elegance  of  their  costume,  the  unstu- 
died expressiveness  of  their  high-minded  faces,  and  their  na- 
tive ease,  grace,  and  manly  unaffectedness  of  attitude  and  ap- 
pearance, look  our  living  faces  clean  out  of  countenance.  The 
first  show  like  men  of  intellect  and  greatness  caught  uncon- 
sciously and  by  chance  glancing  out  of  their  open  windows ;  and 
the  latter,  like  beaux^  literarj'  and  finical,  barefacedly  gloating 
on  themselves  in  their  looking-glasses. 

To  say,  however,  that  there  are  no  modem  fine  heads,  would 
be  like  denying  that  the  heavens  have  no  superior  stars  sprinkled 
about  them ;  but  how  few  there  are  of  them !  These  we  should 
be  thought  invidious  by  enumerating ;  but  we  still  think  that 
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the  present  age  does  not  abound  in  fine  subjects  for  portraiture. 
If  we  look  back  to  Shakspeare's  time,  or  the  nearer  day  of  Mil- 
ton, we  shall  find  that  there  is  a  decided  superiori^  in  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  portraits  of  that  time.  They  were  such  as  we 
shall  not  find  in  the  ride  on  Sundays ;  nor  at  the  levee  at  St. 
James's;  nor  on  one  of  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence's  canvasses.  Fe- 
male beauty  we  Ykzy^  in  as  great  perfection  as  ever;  but  manly, 
intellectual,  and  expressive  faces,  in  the  male  sex,  are  rare. 
There  is  a  great  absurdity  in  introducing  any  thing  which  is 
defective,  or  that  gives  pain,  in  a  portrait.  There  is  an  amusing 
anecdote  of  l)r.  Johnson  on  this  subject.  Re3Fnolds,  in  his 
celebrated  portrait,  had  painted  him  closely  appl}ring  his  eyes 
to  a  book,  as  was  his  manner  in  reading ;  but  the  surly  Doctor 
remonstrated  against  having  his  personal  defects  exposed  in  so 
evidenf  a  manner :  to  soothe  him,  it  was  told  that  Sir  Joshua, 
in  a  portrait  of  himself,  had  introduced  the  ear-trumpet,  which 
he  was  from  another  infirmity  in  the  habit  of  using;  but  this 
would  not  satisfy  the  fretted  Colossus  of  learning:  ^^  He  mi^it, 
if  he  liked  it,  be  called  Deaf  Reynolds,  but  no  one  should  call 
him  Blinking  Sam.^^    The  Doctor  was  in  the  right. 

We  have  thus  laid  down  some  principles  of  taste,  and  have 
shown  what  is  affected  in  portraiture :  these  may  be  of  a  flimsy 
structure,  but  they  are  our  own ;  for  we  confess,  without  rack- 
ing, that  we  have  never  read  Mr.  Alison  on  Taste,  nor  do  we 
intend  it  till  we  have  done  with  taste :  we  have  preferred  to  fabri- 
cate a  new  code  (we  should  prefer  to  say  coat)  of  our  own, 
though  of  coarse  and  rude  materials,  to  using  that  gentleman^s 
at  second-hand.  And  now  we  cannot  take  leave  better  than 
by  remarking,  in  the  manner  of  Lord  Chesterfield,--4hat  it  is 
much  easier  to  pick  a  hole  in  a  man's  coat  than  to  sew  a  button 
on  it.  C.  & 
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Is  yonder  grove  of  myrtle  stni^g, 

I  saw  a  damsel  and  a  child, 
Joy  on  his  frolic  brow  was  playing; 

Her  cheeks  were  pale,  her  looks  were  wild; 
0ft  as  he  cuU'd  the  dewy  flowers, 

His  playftil  gambols  she  •forbid. 
And  if  be  roved  to  (^tant  bowen, 

His  steps  controlled,  his  wand'rings  chid. 

Time  pass'd  away  on  airy  pinion,  « 

When  lo !  I  met  the  nymph  alone. 
The  child  had  fled  her  harsh  dominion, 

And  hopeless  she  was  left  to  moan : 
To  learn  the  damsel's  name  I  strove. 

And  his  who  shuim'd  her  piying  eye. 
The  truant  child  I  found  was  Leva, 

The  weeping  mourner  Jsaloust. 
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*'  Now  Hospitality,  to  cheer  the  gloom 
Of  winter,  invitation  sends  abroad : 
The  rural  housewife  lays  the  annual  block 
,  Of  Christmas  on  the  hearth  ;  and  bids  a  blaze 

Of  tenfold  brightness  glad  its  sable  spot; 
Then  sprucely  decks  the  windows  with  fresh  sprigs 
Of  ever-greens»  triumphant  o'er  the  storms 
Of  fading  time,  while  ever  social  mirth 
And  rival  kindness  load  the  smoking  board ; 
And  bpisterous  sport  and  heavy  dance  resound."— 7^  Year, 

Amidst  the  wintrj  desolation  of  the  present  month,  the  remem- 
brance of  a  season*  once  anticipated  in  ioyous  hope  bj  all  ranks 
of  people,  recurs  to  the  lovers  df  **  Auld  lanfi;  syne" — ^to  those  who 
remember  with  what  pleasure  thej  once  welcomed  its  chill  atmo- 
sphere and  snow  storms  with  the  vivid  rapture  of  youth.  Even  in 
this  huee  city,  the  memory  of  its  festivities  is  not  yet  wholly  extin- 

Siishea.  But  in  the  remote  parts  of  the  island  it  is  still  hailed  as 
e  period  of  enjo;^ment—- it  is  still  marked  by  g:enial  appearances ; 
and  round  tlie  social  hearth  on  Christmas -eve,  tne  less  artificial  in- 
habitants of  the  country  will  be  found  as  Burns  describes  them : 

The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat. 

More  braw  than  when  they're  fine ; 
Their  faces  blythe,  fti'  sweeti3r  kythe. 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin : 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-bab% 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten. 
Some  unco  blate,  an'  some  wi'  gabs. 

Gar  lasses  hearts  gang  startin. 

Whiles  fast  at  night. 

Christmas  is  supposed  by  some  to  be  founded  on  the  Saturnalia* 
of  the  Romans,  ana  was  distinguished  a  century  or  two  ago  by  its 
'*  festival  of  fools."  The  mummeries  practised  at  that  season  were 
performed  in  disguises  made  with  the  skins  of  animals ;  and  the 
lower  orders,  who  could  not  afford  masques  and  dresses,  daubed 
their  faces  with  soot,  the  sexes  changing  clothes.  The  Saturnalia 
were  celebrated  in  a  similar  manner.  Such  a  resemblance,  and  the 
obvious  policy  of  transmuting;  the  heathen  festivities  into  rejoicinss 
of  some  Kind,  after  the  introduction  of  Christianity,  that  the  people 
might  not  be  deprived  of  their  customary  pleasures,  gives  a  plausi- 
ble ground  for  supposing  that  the  early  Christians  availed  them- 
selves of  the  opportunity  to  establish  a/^te  in  honour  of  the  birth 
of  their  founder.  But  this  can  only  be  conjecture,  like  a  thousand 
other  opinions  we  read  of  the  same  nature,  and  must  for  ever  re- 
main so.  The  decision  of  the  question,  indeed,  might  gratify  curi- 
osity, but  could  be  of  no  utility  to  the  interests  of  mankind.  It  is 
a  more  pleasing  occupation  to  dwell  on  the  celebration  of  Christ- 
mas at  later  periods  among  ourselves,  to  go  over  ground  that  is  in- 
teresting from  its  proximity  to  our  own,  and  to  realize  the  agreeable 
feeling  always  excited  in  the  human  bosom  at  the  contemplation  of 

*  See  New  Month.  Hag.  vol.  i.  p.  105,  on  the  origin  of  the  celebration  of 
Christmas.  "^ 
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every  thing*  however  insignificant,  which  is  tinged  with  the  grey 
melancholy  of  age. 

In  London,  as  in  all  great  cities,  particularly  in  those  which  are 
commercial,  where  strangers  continually  arrive,  and  new  custoois 
are  daily  introduced,  observances  of  a  nature  similar  to  those  for- 
merly kept  at  Christmas  must  soon  be  lost  That  season  is  ac- 
cordingly marked  here  by  a  few  of  the  pleasantries  and  simple  en- 
joyments with  which  it  is  even  now  characterized  in  the  country. 
The  merchant  and  shop-keeper  are  absorbed  in  traffic  and  the 
closing  up  of  their  accounts ;  and  but  a  short  space  is  devoted  ts 
that  drunkenness  and  eluttony  among  the  lower  orders,  which  are 
the  besetting  sins  of  tne  time.  The  genuine  .cockney,  however, 
thoueh  on  we  verge  of  bankruptcy,  considers  it  a  moral  duty  to 
spend  his  creditors' guinea  for  a  fat  turkey  on  Chiistmas-day; 
which,  with  a  plenary  potation  of  some  kind  of  liquor,  a  minute 
fraction  within  the  quantity  necessary  to  produce  ebriety,  among 
the  more  sober  citizens,  and  a  fraction  beyond  it,  among  Uioae  less 
concerned  as  to  outward  deportment,  completes  the  annual  memo- 
rial of  the  time.  The  canatUe  may  be  seen,  as  usual  when  rejine- 
ing,  in  all  the  sty -grovelling  stupidity  of  the  most  inexcusable  sen- 
suality, reeling  from  lamp-post  to  lamp-post.  The  ^n*shop6  over- 
flow with  ragged  visitants  and  the  bloated  porter-dnnkers,  saturat- 
ing themselves  ^^th  doses  of  coeulus  indieuSt  and  divers  adulterating 
narcotics  which  muddle  the  brain  and  clog  the  circulation,  fill  e^verj 
pot-house.  Intoxicated  draymen,  dustmen,  and  butchers'  attend- 
ants, hie  to  the  suburbs  to  nsht  their  dogs ;  and,  finally»  to  fight 
among  themselves.  St.  Giles's  vomits  forth  its  mass  of  vice  and 
contamination,  mingled  with  the  filth  and  vociferations  of  drunken 
Irish  barrow-women  and  wretches  squalid  and  hectic  from  dram- 
drinkine. . 

Such  IS  a  London  Christmas-keeping.— Among  viands  once  com- 
mon there  at  this  season  plum-puddings  and  mince-pies  are  still 
found,  and  most  probably  will  long  remain,  on  the  score  of  their 
intrinsic  value  to  ^tronomists.    Pantomimic  representations  are 

firoflfered  at  that  time  in  theatrical  entertainments,  to  attract  such 
ittle  children  and  their  parents  as  can  afford  to  laugh  at  them  but 
once  a-year.  In  London,  no  yule-log  now  blazes  in  the  contracted 
chimneys  as  in  days  of  yore  on  its  once  ample  hearths,  no  yule- 
songs  are  sung,  and  the  wassail -bowl,  as  in  most  parts  of  the  coun- 
try, is  Quite  forgotten.  The  hearty,  but  natural  and  simple  merri- 
ment oi  the  rustic,  has  no  parallel  in  such  overgrown  congrega- 
tions of  men;  and  the  festive  activity  of  the  Christmas  hall -dance, 
where 

Jest  and  youthful  jollity. 

Quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles. 

Nods  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles, 
once  abounded,  has  taken  its  flight,  and  left  nothing  half  so  heart- 
cheering  behind.    Thus  mortal  customs  perish  like  those  who  were 
observers  of  them,  but  only  with  a  little  less  rapidity. 

But  the  celebration  of  Cnristmas  in  London  Vas  formerly  marked 
with 

■  pomp  and  feast,  and  revelry, 

With  masque  and  antique  pa^antiy. 
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The  Lord  of  Misrule,  a^rsonage  whose  origin  is  lost  in  the  ob« 
flcuritj  of  years,  superintended  the  sports  in  every  nobleman's  and 
gentleman^s  house.  Each  parish  had  also  a  ruler  of  sports  with  the 
same  title.  The  Lord  Major  of  London  and  the  Sheriffs  were^not 
behind-hand  in  these  jocularities,  and,  besides  a  fool,  they  had  each 
a  sovereign  of  mummeries  on  their  establishments.  His  reign  began 
on  All-hallows  eve.  Even  royal  authority  afterwards  sanctioned  the 
use  of  these  officers,  whose  post  always  continued  until  the  eve  of 
the  Purification.  During  the  entire  period  of  his  sway.  Stow  sayS, 
there  were  **  fine  and  subtle  disguisings,  masks,  and  mummeries.'' 

King  Edward  the  Sixth  appointed  one  George  Ferrers  to  hold  the 
office.  This  man  was  a  "poet,  lawyer,  and  historian,"  and  was  the 
first  styled  *<  Lord  of  the  Pastimes."  Even  the  grave  lawyers  of  Lin- 
V^oln's  I  nn  doffed  their  sober  habits  at  Christmas ;  they,  too,  had  a 
King  of  Christmas-day  witii  his  attendants,  who  presided  in  their 
hall;  and  so  earnest  were  they  in  these  matters,  that  on  Childer- 
mass-daj  they  elected  another  officer,  who  presided  with  attendants 
in  a  similar  manner,  and  was  styled  "Kingo&the  Cockneys."*  The 
gentlemen  of  the  gown  thus  kept  a  carnival  in  the  very  court  of 
gravity  itself.  How  edifying  would  it  now  be  for  the  augmented 
number  of  students  in  the  profession,  to  witness  the  bewigged  judges 
and  benchers  relaxing  from  that  dtiff  solemnity  of  physiognomy, 
which  so  often  passes  current  in  the  profession  tor  wisdom ;  to  see 
sheep-tails  and  periwigs  filling  die  atmosphere  of  the  legal  arena 
with  showers  of  perfumed  dustn-dissipatine  the  labours  of  Danby 
and  other  eminent  wig-architects,'  by  the  snaking  of  their  curls  at 
the  mummeries  of  the  Zany  and  his  followers  decked  with  fools' 
caps  and  bells,  and  the  keeper  of  the  kind's  conscience  himself 
**  holding  both  his  sides"  at  the  sight  of  Robin  Goodfellow  and  the 
bear's-itcin  man,  formerly  called  a  Wodehouse,  forgettine  even 
chancery  suits  and  fees,  ror  a  moment,  in  the  indulgence  of  unre- 
strai  uable  laughter. 

Tlie  Middle  Temple  lawyers,  not  to  be  outdone  by  their  **  learn- 
ed brethren"  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  elected  a  Prince  of  Christmas  so 
late  as  the  year  1635.  This  personage  dined  with  them  in  their 
hall,  having  eieht  attendants.  He  was  seated  under  a  cloth  of  state, 
and  served  with  fi;reat  attention.  To  complete  the  climax  of  foolery, 
this  Zany  was  afterwards  introduced  at  court,  and  actually  kawht- 
ed  at  Whitehall,  and  was  most  probably  not  the  first  of  his  elKic- 
ter  who  received  that  honour,  as  the  present  generation  can  testify 
he  was  not  the  last. 

But,  as  later  periods  have  also  shown,  the  lawyers  were  far  out- 
done by  the  clergy  in  matters  apnertaining  to  feasting  and  revelry. 
The  former  soon  relapsed  into  tneir  wonted  habits,  the  departure 
from  which  had  been  but  momentary;  for  very  few  chancellors  be- 
sides Sir  Thomas  More  would  have  admitted,  even  in  ancient  days, 
that  they  were  good  throwers  at  cocks,  though  even  Sir  Thomas 
does  not  say  he  practised  it  after  he  came  to  the  Lord  Chancellor- 
ship.   The  clergy,  however,  seem  to  have  had  no  scruples,  and  to 

•  See  Strutf  8  Sports^ 
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have  shared  Iairgel}r  in  Chriatmas  sports,  and  revels  of  all  sorts. 
Even  at  the  universities  they  electee  a  King  of  the  Bean  on  Chrbt- 
mas-daj.*  In  cathedral  churches  there  was  an  Archbishop  or  Bishop 
of  Fools  elected,  and  in  Catholic  times  a  Pope  of  Fools.  The  oiBce 
of  *'  Kin;  of  Fools*'  (Rex  Stultorum)  was  idKilished  in  1S91,  perhaps 
as  being  derogatory  to  the  dignity  of  kingship.  These  uunimers  at- 
tended divine  service  in  pantomimical  dresses,  and  were  followed  by 
crowds  of  the  laity  in  masks  of  different  forms.  Abroad  some  assumed 
the  habit  of  females,  and  displayed  the  most  wanton  gestures.t  One 
ceremony  consisted  in  shaving  a  '*  Precentor  of  Fools''  before  the 
church -door,  in  presence  of  the  populace,  who  were  amused  by  a 
vulgar  sermon.  In  England  a  Boy -Bishop  was  regularly  elected  in 
the  churches  at  Christmas,  who  mimicked  the  service  and  office  of 
bishop ;  and  the  clergy  even  enjoined  the  children  of  St.  Paul's  school 
to  attend  at  the  cathedral,  aod  give  the  boy -bishop  a  penny  each ! 

This  mockery  was  abolished  at  the  Reformation,  in  the  thirty* 
third  year  of  Henry  VIII.  4  sod  though  revived  by  Mary,  it  ceased 
entirely  at  her  death. 

The  exercise  of  quintain^  was  anciently  much  practised  in  Loo- 
don  at  Christmas:  a  quintain  was  set  up  at  that  season  in  Comhill 
near  Leadenhall.  Plays  were  also  exhibited  at  court;  but  they  only 
consisted  of  pantomime  and  buifbonery  until  the  reign  of  Edward 
III.  The  clergy  in  the  reign  of  Richara  II.  possesseclthe  exclusive 
right  of  getting  up  Christmas  plays  from  Scripture  snl^ects ;  and  in 
that  reign  a  petition  was  presented  to  the  crown  by  the  scholars  of 
Saint  Paul's,  complaining  that  secular  actors  infringed  on  this  right 
Cards  were  forbidden  to  apprentices  in  London  except  at  Christmas ; 
and  at  that  season  the  servant-girls  and  others  danced  every  even* 
ing  before  their  masters'  doors.  Honest  Stow  laments  the  diecay  of 
the' manner  of  keepine  festivities  in  his  time,  which  stems  to  Have 
become  unwarpke  and  effeminate*  ^  Oh,"  says  he,  ''  what  a  won- 
derful chance  is  this !  Our  wrestling  at  arms  is  turned  into  wallow- 
ing in  ladies'  laps ;  our  courage  to  cowardice,  our  running  into  royot ; 
our  bowes  into  bowies,  and  our  darts  into  dishes." 

The  English,  according  to  Polydore  Virgil,  "  celebrated  the  feast 
of  Christmas  with  playes,  masques,  and  magnificent  spectacles,  td- 
eether  with  games  and  dancing,  not  common  with  otner  nations.'' 
Camden  says,  ^  that  few  men  plaied  at  cards  in  England,  but  at 

♦  Bourne's  Antiq.  Vulg.  c.  17.  f  PliUip  de  B1«ms,  1444. 

i  *<  Whereas  heretofore  dyvers  and  many  superstitious  and  chyldish  obsenran- 
ces  have  been  used,  and  yet  to  this  day  are  observed  and  kept  in  many  and  sun- 
dry places  of  this  reahn,  upon  St.  Nicholas^  St.  Catherine's,  St.  Ckment'a^  and 
Holy  Innocents,  and  michliek  holy  daies;  children  be  strangeUe  decked  and  a|>- 
parayled  to  counterfeit  priests,  bishops,  and  women,  and  so  ledde  with  songs  and 
dances  from  house  to  house,  blesmng  the  people  and  gathering  of  money,  and 
hoyes  do  singe  masse  and  preache  in  the  pulpits,  with  such  other  unfittinge  and 
inconvenient  usages,  whicti  tend  rather  to  dei^syon  than  erne  true  glorie  to  God 
or  honor  of  his  sayntes." 

%  The  quintain  was  a  species  of  jousting  at  a  figtire  of  a  man,  or  at  a  ring,  used 
for  practice  in  arms. 
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Christmas."  But  it  is  to  the  coantrj,  at  present,  tha,t  we  must  look 
for  what  remains  of  the  customs  practised  by  our  ancestors  at  that 
season.  These  relics  of  old  and  ridicnlous  observances,  deprived 
of  all  their  objectionable  p&rts  by  the  improving  spirit  of  successive 
years,  are  hallowed  in  our  memories,  and  always  recall  the  vernal 
season  of  life  and  its  regretted  pleasures.  In  the  north  they  have 
yet  their  "  fools  plough,'^  and  in  born  wall  their  goose-dancers.  The 
latter  still  exhibit  an  old  hunchbacked  man  called  the  <<  King  of 
Christmas,"  and  sometimes  the  *<  Father:"  like  customs  maybe 
traced  in  other  counties.  The  yule-log  still  blazes  in  the  chimney 
of  the  rustic  at  Christmas-eve,  under  the  different  appellations  of 
Christmas  stock,  log,  block,  &c.  The  wassaiUbowl  was  regularly 
carried  from  door  to  door  in  Cornwall  forty  or  fifty  years  age ;  and 
even  now  a  measure  of  flip,  ale,  porter  and  sugar,  or  some  beverage* 
is  handed  round  while  the  yule-log  is  burning,  or  stock,  as  denomi* 
nated  in  the  western  counties*  The  wassail-Mwl  is  of  ^on  origin, 
and  merits  notice  on  an  historical  account.  Yortieern,  prince  of 
the  8ilures,  fell  in  love  with  Rowena,  the  niece  of  nengist  the  Sax- 
on warrior.  She  presented  the  prince  with  a  bowl  of  spiced  wine, 
saying  in  Saxon,  '<  Woes  Heal  HLiford  Cynimg,^*  which  signified 
'<  Be  of  health.  Lord  King."  Vortigern  married  her,  and  thus  his 
kingdom  fell  to  the  Saxons.  Robert  of  Gloucester  notices  this  in* 
cident : — 

"  Kuteshire  sod  sitte  hira  adoune,  and  fg]tA  drink  hire  heil, 

And  that  was  in  this  land  the  Yerst  *  Was  hail,' 

As  in  language  of  Saxoyne  that  we  might  evere  twite. 

And  so  well  he  paieth  the  fole  about,  tliat  he  is  not  Vet  vorgute." 

Waes-heil  thus  became  the  name  of  the  drinking-cup  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxons,  and  those  cups  were  afterwards  constaintly  used  at  public 
entertainments. 

In  parts  of  the  country  remote  from  the  metropolis,  the  singing 
of  Christmas -carols  yet  ushers  in  the  morninss.  After  break- 
fast the  busy  housewife  prepares  her  plum-pudaings,  mince-pies, 
and  confectionary,  which  she  decorates  with  the  emblems  oi  the 
time  :  a  scratch  in  the  doush  in  the  shape  of  a  hay -rack,  denoting 
the  manger  of  the  infant  Saviour,  is  one  of  those  eipblems  most 
commonly  in  use.  The  younger  part  of  the  household  hunt  the 
garden  for  evergreens  to  decorate  the  interior  of  the  apartments ; 
and  the  woods  are  sought  to  bring  home  the  miseltoe,  which  is  to  be 
suspended  in  the  room  where  the  pleasures  of  the  evening  are  to 
take  place;  and  beneath  which  the  **  sighing  lips,"  as  Moore  calls 
them,  of  many  a  lovely  girl  still  continue  to  be  pressed,  despite  of 
that  coy  resistance  and  those  blushes  that  so  much  heighten  the 
chairms  of  beauty.  They  also  paint  Q^ndles  of  different  colours  to 
be  lighted  up  in  the  evening,  a  custom  perhaps  borrowed  from  an- 
cient Romish  practice ;  though  some  imagine  tnat  lighting  up  houses 
formed  a  part  of  the  worship  of  the  Teutonic  god  Thor,  being  one  of 
tlie  ceremonies  observed  at  Juul-tide,  or  the  feast  of  Thor,  from 
which  it  was  introduced  into  the  Christian  feast  of  Christmas.  Thus 
if  some  part  of  our  Christmas  ceremonies  was  derived  from  the  Satur- 
nalia, another  was  evidently  of  northern  origin.   The  miseltoe  was.a 
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plant  held  sacred  by  the  Druids.  The  Christmad-carols  also  were, 
it  is  probable,  Juul  or  Ule -songs  first  sung  in  honour  of  the  heathen 
deit^ ;  and  the  use  of  ever^eens  may  be  ascribed  to  the  same 
origin.  In  the  evening  the  Ule-1(^  or  Christmas-stock,  as  at  pre- 
sent  denominated,  is  placed  on  the  fire  in  the  principal  apartment 
of  the  house.  The  company  seat  themselves  round  it,  and  the 
cheerful  cup  is  yet  hanaed  about,  which  often  contains  notfiing 
more  than  ale  in  the  cottages  of  the  peasantry. 

What  remains  to  modern  times  of  Christmas  gambols  then  com- 
mences, and  ancient  Christmas  plays  are  even  still  plainly  to  be 
traced  among  them.  Blindman's-buff,  hunt  the  slipper,  the  game 
of  the  goose,  snap-dragon,  or  push-pin,  and  dancing,  form  the 
amusements  of  the  younger  part  of  the  assemblage,  and  cards  of  the 
elder ;  though  among  the  mol*e  substantial  people,  as  they  are  de- 
nominated in  the  language  of  the  country-folks,  the  simpler  amuse- 
ments begin  to  lose  tfieir  value.  But  their  very  simplicity  recalls 
the  memory  of  past  times :  they  have  a  certain  diarm  about  them 
worth  all  tnat  is  artificial,  and  they  would  not  be  bereft  of  attrac- 
tion to  minds  of  sensibility,  if  they  were  wholly  abandoned  to  the 
lowly ;  for  they  have  that  in  them  which  is  far  more  endearing  tlum 
the  sordid  heartlessness  of  fashionable  entertainments,  and  the  for- 
mality of  high  life.  Bereft  of  superstition,  Christmas  is  thus  a  sea- 
son of  innocent  mirth — a  pleasing  interlude  to  lighten  and  beguile 
the  horrors  of  our  inclement  winters.  It  affords  a  period  for  the 
exhibition  of  hospitable  greetings,  and  the  pleasing  interchan&e  of 
good  offices,  of  wnich,  in  the  country,  opportunities  are  rare.  How 
many  innocent  hearts  rejoice  there  at  anticipating  the  season  and 
its  festivities,  whose  feelings  have  never  been  chilled  by  the  arti- 
ficial and  calculating  civilities  of  metropolitan  intercourse.  Bat 
the  humbler  ranks  have  been  accused  of  superstition  because  the 
stocking  is  still  thrown,  the  pod  with  nine  peas  hid  over  the  door, 
and  all  the  little  ceremonies  so  admirably  depicted  by  Burns  in  hb 
Hallowe'en  still  practised.  These,  however,  are  now  generally 
looked  upon  as  a  diversion,  and  few  have  faith  in  their  efficacy ; 
for  in  our  days  the  poor  have  as  good  common  sense  as  their  su- 
periors. These  diversions  come  to  them  but  once  a  year,  and  it  is 
to  be  hoped  they  may  long  continue  to  practise  them. 


-"  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 


The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  4ieart« 
One  native  charm  than  all  the  gloss  of  art." 

Before  concluding,  it  may  not  be  irrelevant  to  observe,  that 
Christmas  is  still  kept  as  a  festival  in  some  parts  of  America,  to- 
gether with  many  of  the  old  English  usages  wnich  are  no  more  sttu 
in  the  mother  country. 

This  affords  an  illustration  of  what  time  may  one  day  effect  re- 
specting the  language  and  literature  of  Britain,  which  America  is 
in  all  probability  destined  to  preserve  in  fall  bloom,  when  our 
greatness  of  population  and  wealth,  by  the  vicissitudes  of  time,  is 
no  more,  and  our  rich  fields  and  fertile  meadows  are  again  return- 
ed to  their  primitive  wildness,  covered  with  heath  and  dianged  int« 
a  waste  and  howling  wilderness.  ¥. 
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^  '  LBTTXB  ▼. 

I  HA v£  a  penchant  for  contemplating  the  faded  glorieft  of  the 
East  end  of  this  huge  metropolis.  At  present,  I  haunt  a  tene- 
ment in  Savage  Gardens.  The  street,  so  called,  forms  a  com- 
munication between  Crutched  Friars  and  Tower-hill.  I  am 
well  acquainted  with  all  its  extra-mundane  inhabitants;  and, 
presuming  upon  that  acquaintance,  I  might  descant  upon  the 
family  of  the  Woodhouses,  whose  door  is  ornamented  with  a 
lodger's  bell:  one  Mr.  Winter,  a  Dutch  merchant's  clerk.  I 
might  depict  the  Joneses,  a  very  large  family :  you  may  count 
ten  noses  at  a  time  flattened  against  as  many  window-panes. 
Furthermore,  I  might  give  the  history  of  the  Macintosh's,  whose 
mercantile  head  was  exhibited  eight  months  ago  with  the  ap- 
pendage of  a  "  Whereas,"  in  the  London  Gazette;  but  which 
family  now  ^  live  better  than  ever,"  to  the  grievous  annoyance 
of  Miss  Patterson,  their  maiden  neighbour,  who  "  wonders,  for 
her  part,  how  they  do  it."  Nay,  I  might  even  delineate  the 
birth,  parentage,  and  education,  of  the  slim  Mr,»  John  Money- 
penny,  a  clerk  in  the  neighbouring  Mint^  whose  envied  leather 
polisher,  by  some  occult  acquaintance  with  the  black  art,  turns 
out  **  boots  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are."  But  I  pass 
by  these  comparatively  lesser  objects,  to  move  a  greater  work ; 
to  show  the  alarming  spread,  eastward,  of  that  dreadful  influenza 
called  Fashion :  in  short,  to  paint  the  primitive  innocence,  and 
subsequent  fall  from,  Eden  of  the  Dixons  and  the  Culpeppers. 

Mr.  Andrew  Dixon  has  a  wife,  a  son,  and  a  daughter:  he 
is  moreover  a  cheesemonger  in  Fenchurch-street,  where  his 
partner  inhabits  the  upper  part  of  that  tenement,  of  which  the 
lower  floor  is  devoted  to  Cheshire  and  Stilton.  Mr.  Jonathan 
Culpepper  is  a  slopseller  in  Houndsditch :  he  too  has  a  partner, 
who  resides  over  the  warehouse;  and  he  too  has  a  wife,  a  son, 
and  a  daughter.  As  the  Culpeppers  and  the  Dixons  live  next 
door  to  each  other,  in  Savage  Gardens,  and  as  the  families  are 
equal  in  style,  servants,  number,  and  sex,  it  would  be  ^^  passing 
strange,"  did  an  intimacy  not  spring  up.  Civility  began  by 
swapping  newspapers,  the  Morning  Chronicle  for  the  Morning 
I^ost.  Not  quite  a  quid  pro  quo,  but  neighbours  should  be 
neighbourly.  Civility  the  second  consisted  in  a  loan  from 
Mrs.  Culpepper  to  Mrs.  Dixon,  upon  the  emergency  of  a  large 
dinner,  of  Mrs.  Rundell's  "  Art  of  Cookery"-— perhaps  I  should 
say  Mr.  Murray's — but  for  greater  certainty,  this  deponent 
craves  leave  to  refer  to  the  issue  at  law,  which  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor has  directed  to  be  tried.  Moreover,  old  Dixon  and  old 
Culpepper  were  wont  to  meet  thrice  a  week  at  the  Nag*8  Head 
in  Tower-street,  to  smoke  a  pipe  and  drink  a  tumbler  of  "  half- 
and-half  warm."  Things  could  not  long  go  on  so.  A  dinner, 
or  at  least  tea  and  cards,  must  be  the  result.    The  former  was 
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preferred.  The  feast  was  given  by  the  Culpeppers  to  the  Dixons : 
peas-soup,  a  surloin  of  beef,  and  an  apple-pie.  This  was  retort- 
ed by  the  Dixons  on  the  following  Friday :  a  cod's  head  and 
shoulders,  a  saddle  of  muuon,  and  a  rice-pudding.  Georg^ 
Culpepper,  the  son,  was  a  sucking  slopseller;  Edward  Dixon, 
the  son,  an  incipient  cheesemonger — ^thriving,  industrious  young 
men,  both  clad  in  gaiters;  the  one  whole-length  drab,  the  other 
half-length  black.  The  girls  occasionally  went,  in  lieu  of  their 
mothers,  to  Leaden-hall  market.  In  short,  things  went  on  pre- 
cisely as  they  should  do. 

The  centre  of  Tower-hill  is  railed  in,  planted  with  shrubs, 
and  accommodated  with  a  circular  gravel-walk  and  green  benches. 
It  is  called  Trinity-square,  from  the  house  of  that  name  which 
adjoins  it.  The  eye  of  the  weary  trader  roves  from  this  spot 
over  the  White  Tower,  the  forest  of  masts  in  the  river,  and  the 
majestic  building  denominated  the  Mint.  George  and  Clara 
Culpepper  often  walked  arm  in  arm,  on  a  summer  evening,  in 
this  verdant  enclosure;  so  did  Edward  and  Sally  Dixon.  In 
process  of  time,  the  arm-in-arm  affair  took  a  different  turn: 
Ned  Dixon  supported  Clara  Culpepper,  and  George  Culpepper 
Sally  Dixon.  Miss  Patterson,  the  before-mentioned  maiden, 
could  take,  and  of  course  did  take,  an  oblong  view  of  .what  was 
passing  from  her  bed-chamber  window.  It  was,  consequendy, 
set  down  for  two  matches.  About  this  period,  the  two  families 
proposed  an  evening^s  diversion  at  the  Royalty  (I  beg  its  par- 
don, the  East  London)  Theatre.  Old  Culpepper  agreed  with 
old  Dixon  that  John  Palmer  was  the  man,  after  alL  They 
descanted,  between  the  acts,  upon  the  merits  of  that  well-legged 
veteran  in  ^^  Don  Juan'^  and  the  ^^  Deserter,"  and  took  good 
care  to  remember  Mrs.  Gibbs  in  Columbine;  old  Culpepper 
even  remembered  Mrs.  Bland^s  first  appearance  on  those  very 
boards  as  Miss  Romanzini.  The  fact,  indeed,  was,  that  sudi 
first  appearance  took  place  at  the  Royal  Circus ;  but  no  matter : 
he  had  told  it  till  he  believed  it.     Pope  says  that 

Miu)»  pexiiaps,  the  moment  of  bis  breath 
ReceiYes  the  lurking  principle  of  death. 

**  The  lurking  principle  of  death"  to  all  well-doing,  or,  in  odker 
words,  the  first  hankering  after  haut-ton  that  smote  the  Dixons, 
may  be  traced  to  this  unlucky  visit  to  the  East  London  Theatre. 
An  understrapper  at  this  establishment  disposed  of  two  tickets, 
for  Kean^s  benefit  to  Ned  Dixon,  ^  considerably  under  prime 
cost."  Benefit  tickets,  wheat,  and  butcher's  meat  will  find  thor 
level  in  the  market.  Ned  and  George  went  to  see  that  celebrated 
actor  "  play  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven,"  in  imitating  the 
inimitable  Crichton.  His  reward  was  a  sprained  ankle;  but  Ned 
and  George  came  home  with  a  dislocation  of  mind  and  manners 
"  past  all  surgery"  to  cure.  The  west  end  of  the  town  was  hence- 
forth pronounced  to  be  the  one  thing  needful.   The  outward  and 
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visible  man  soon  bore  token  of  the  change,  Ned  sported  a 
Wellington  frock  and  a  glittering  brooch  in  his  bosom.  George 
saw  and  forthwith  mounted  a  pair  of  Cossack  trowsers,  of  an 
orange  tawny  hue,  with  an  immoveable  brass  spur  in  the  heel  of 
either  boot.  This  staggered  Ned,  but  in  a  short  time  he  rallied 
and  bore  down  upon  his  opponent  with  a  white  hat  and  a  black 
silk  cravat,  bow4ronted,  and  made  to  tie  on  behind  like  the 
silken  bag  appurtenant  to  the  pig-tail  of  former  generations. 
George  now  "  fell  upon  the  ropes,"  apparently  "  much  amazed,'' 
but  was  soon  ^^  up  to  the  scratch,''  arrayed  in  a  cravat  of  blue 
silk,  made  tight  by  a  galloping  golden  greyhound  enveloped  in 
an  *^  upper  benjamin*'  of  drab  cloth  with  fourteen  capes,  and 
vexing  the  bosom  of  innocent  zephyr  with  a  horsewhip  topped 
by  a  hare's-foot  handle.  The  girls  caught  the  contagion:  pet- 
ticoats, hitherto  plain,  were  hooped  by  innumerable  flounces ; 
and  bonnets,  hitherto  small,  expanded  into  swinging  machines 
of  a  magnitude  far  too  vast  to  allow  of  their  passing  through 
the  barred  entrance  of  Catherine  Court.  It  was  absolutely  ne- 
cessary either  to  throw  the  monster  over  the  spikes  that  topped 
the  gateway,  or  to  walk  round  through  the  Minories — a  street, 
providentially,  wide  enough  to  admit  two  bonnets  abreast.  As 
a  matter  of  course.  Trinity  Square  was  voted  a  bore.  The 
Green  Park,  on  a  Sunday  evening,  was  much  genteeler.  This 
too,  ere  long,  gave  place  to  Hyde  Park  from  three  to  five. 
Here,  however,  the  stomachs  of  the  two  patriarchs  made  a  stand. 
They  had  always  been  used  to  dine  on  Sunday  at  two  o'clock, 
and  dine  at  two  o'clock  they  still  would.  What  was  to  be  done  J 
Hyde  Park  against  roast-beef  and  Yorkshire-pudding.  Down 
went  Hyde  Park,  and  beef  and  pudding  kicked  the  beam.  The 
V^o  young  couples,  arm  in  arm,  as  last  aforesaid,  braved  all 
dangers  in  quest  of  ton,  and  resolutely  dined  upon  oyster-patties 
and  stale  raspberry-puiFs,  at  the  pastry-cook's  in  Piccadilly! 
Whence  at  about  half-past  five,  they  may  be  seen  toiling  home« 
ward,  humming  "  la  ci  darem^'*  or  "  Batti  batti^  Obel  MaesettOy^ 
from  the  anglicized  score  of  poor  mangled  Mozart. 

King  Ferdinand  of  Spain  has  recently  established  a  cordon 
of  troops,  to  check  a  contagious  fever  in  its  progress  from  Bar- 
celona to  Madrid.  If  King  George  of  England  would  post  his 
two  regiments  of  life-guards  transversely  from  Temple-Bar  to 
Fumival's  Inn,  and  thence  to  the  bottom  of  Gray's  Inn-lane, 
with  strict  injunctions  to  drive  back,  eastward,  every  dawning 
dandy,  whose  tender  years  might  render  him  liable  to  catch 
fashion  by  a  premature  exposure  to  the  mid-day  breeze  of  Bond- 
street,  or  the  night-air  of  the  Haymarket,  I  am  of  opinion  that 
Mr.  Alderm%n  Waithman  would  not  (he  certainly  should  not) 
express  any  future  jealousy  at  the  posting  of  ^  King's  troops 
within  a  stone's  throw  of  Hatton-garden." 
Vot,  n.  No.  12.— 1821,  4  O 
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This  is  in  some  respects  a  ungular  work,  and  in  many  points 
an  interesting  one-— though  we  must  add,  that  it  is  indebted  lor  the 
latter  quality,  rather  to  the  intrinsic  attractions  of  the  sutgeci,  and 
to  the  zeal  wluch  has  accumulated  the  mass  of  materials  ^some  quite 
original  ones)  that  compose  it,  than  to  the  style  or  the  intellectnai 
powers  of  the  biographer.  The  general  stjle  is  not  only  Ungaid 
and  diffuse,  and  the  disquisitions,  both  in  phrase  and  thought,  what 
are  germed  prosing,  but  in  offering  this  voluntary  tribute  to  Rons-' 
seau's  memory,  M.  de  Musset  has  displayed  an  appetite  for  prbfitr 
less  drudgery,  such  as  is  rarely  connected  with  a  yigorous  mind, 
and  which  often  reminded  us  of  the  patient  index-makers  of  former 
times,  composing  tables  of  reference  for  each  emphatic  word  that 
occurred  in  the  pages  of  their  favourite  authors.  Thus,  not  con- 
tent with  voluminous  details  of  Rousseau's  writingjs,  opinions,  and 
adventures,  he  presents  us  with  a  laborious  analysis  ot  his  corres* 
pondence  (956  letters)  and  biographical  notices  of  more  than  760 
of  his  contemporaries— the  two  portions  occupying  full  one  half  of 
the  entire  work.  Besides  this,  we  have  an  abridgment  of  the 
!•  Confessions,'' — ^"quij"  says  the  writer,  **m'ont  caus6,je  I'avone, 
un  mortel  embarras,''  and  frequent  notes  adjusting  the  datos  of  let- 
ters or  occurrences^-upon  tke  exactness  of  which  the  Inographer 
lays  as  much  stress  as  if  he  were  engaged  throughout  in  a  mathe- 
matical calculation.  Yet,  though  this  extreme  precision  be  often 
tedious  and  unnecessary,  it  turns  out  occasionally  to  be  very  mate- 
rial for  the  justification  of  Rousseau  against  the  charges  of  his  ene- 
mies, which  is  the  main  design  of  the  present  publication. 

When  we  spoke  of  the  singularity  of  this  work,  we  adverted  to 
the  uncommon  devotion  of  M.  de  Musset  to  the  cause  of  Roussean's 
fame,  which  could  alone  have  enabled  him  to  sacrifice  the  time  and 
labour  that  he  seems  to  have  expended  in  collecting  the  materials 
of  his  defence,  and  in  arranging  the  whole  with  the  rigorous  jnto- 
iixity  we  have  noticed.  At  an  early  a^,  he  tells  us  in  the  preiace, 
he  was  passionately  moved  by  the  writings  of  Jean-Jaquea,  and  the 
effect  not  diminishing  as  he  advanced  in  years,  he  became  anxious 
to  investigate  the  grounds  of  the  many  accusations  asainst  his  per- 
sonal character  and  conduct.  For  this  j>urpose  he  mane  it  a  point  to 
l^d  every  thing  that  had  been  written  on  me  subject  of  Rousseau  :*- 

**  Je  le  its  ftvec  counge.  Bien  n'^gahi  ma  surprise,  en  tnmmnt  de  1&  min- 
v«isefoi  dans  Iesune»---un  esprit  faux  Ml  pr^venu  dans  kftiHitzes;  danstoutei^ 
MOH*  escception,  le  langage  de  U  passion  ou  de  I'erreur — ici  de  I'uiexBCtitiide 
dans  lesfaits  exposi^s,  des  conjectures  gratuites;  1^  de  Taheration  dans  lea  cita- 
tions, des  suppositions  sans  fondement,  des  interpretations  ikusses ;  partout  des 
prftventioBs/'f 

.  *  Histcnre  de  la  vie,  et  des  oumf^s  de  J.  J.  Roussean-— compos^e  desdocu- 
ments  autkentiques,  et  dont  une  partie  est  reaUe  inconnue  jnsqu'^  ce  jour;  d'une 
biognwhie  de  ses  contempoT«ins,considere8  dans  leurs  npporta  avec  cet  hamr 
me  ceMbre ;  suivie  des  Lcttres  inedites.  pp.  lOTO.    Paris,  Ib^l. 

t  I  did  this  courageously.  Nothin^r  couid  equal  ray  astonishment  at  finding 
baa  fiuth  in  some,  a  fiUse  and  prejudiced  spirit  in  others,  and  in  aU,  wiikmti  ac^ 
eepiifh  the  language  of  passion  and  error.  Here,  inaccuracy  in  tiie  ftcts  al- 
legedr— there,  altered  quotatioiu^  unfounded  suppofttkms,  ftlse  intezisetatioas, 
and  eveiy  where  prejudice. 
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The  resttlt  of  these  researches  is  contained  in  the  present  to- 
lumesy  and  put  forth,  as  it  appears  to  us,  with  as  miich  im[>artialit7 
as  conld  well  be  compatible  with  the  enthusiasm  for  his  suoject,  and 
his  anxiety  to  discover  topics  of  justification,  which  he  candidly 
admits  were  his  incentives  to  the  task. 

Our  limits  do  not  permit  us  to  follow  the  biographer  of  Rousseau 
in  detail  through  his  disquisitions  upon  his  literary  and  philosophi- 
cal pretensions.  He,  perhaps,  overrates  tiiem.  Still,  after  makinji; 
every  deduction  that  severe  criticism,-^  or  even  the  malice  of  his 
enemies  and  rivals  may  exact,  the  decried  and  ridiculed,  and  very 
often  ridiculous  Jean-Jaques  will  stand  in  the  first  class  of  the  first 
thinkers  and  writers  of  hb  age. 

The  effects  that  Rousseau  produced,  and  the  extravagances,  both 
of  thought  and  conduct,  into  which  he  plunged — ^that  is,  his  genius 
and  hi3  inconsistencies  are — ^it  has  always  struck  us,  to  be  traced 
to  one  or  two  obvious  singularities  in  his  condition,  which  have  not 
been  sufficiently  observed  upon,  either  by  his  present  historian,  or 
by  any  of  the  preceding  writers,  whether  friends  or  foes,  who  have 
laboured  to  explain  or  to  expose  the  character  of  this  extraordinaiy 
roan.  The  most  striking  of  these  peculiarities  was  the  utter  want 
of  coincidence  between  his  theoretic  maxims  and  his  temperament 
and  habits.  His  education  was  irregular  and  vicious,  in  his  in- 
fancy he  was  turned  adrift  upon  the  world,  with  no  other  guides 
tiian  the  passions  of  his  age,  and  the  licentious  examples  that  sur- 
rounded him.  For  many  years  he  continued  a  vagabond  and  an 
adventurer,  sometimes  so  needy  as  to  pass  the  night  .without  house 
or  food— -inevitably  contracting  the  vices  of  each  successive  mode 
of  life  upon  which  he  chanced  to  be  flung,  ftut  ever,  as  he  has  stated 
it  hirao^elf,  finding  consolation,  under  the  severest  privations,  in  the 
ideal  anticipations  of  a  sensual  ima^nation.  Before  his  twentiedi 
year,  he  haa  been  successively  <'  apprenti  fi;reffier,  graveur,  laquais, 
^et  de  chambre,  s^minariste,  interprdte  d'un  archimandrite,  secre- 
taire du  cadastre,  maitre  de  musique."  (i.  p.  41.)  At  that  age  he 
found  a  restins-place ;  but,  as  if  it  were  fated  that  his  morals  wefe 
to  be  benefited  by  no  change  of  fortune,  the  residence  of  his  pro- 
tectress became  the  scene  where  the  last  remnant  of  virtuous  res- 
traint, that  had  survived  his  wanderings,  was  to  be  sacrificed  to  her 
example  and  deliberate  invitation.  Such  was  the  commencement 
and  consummation  of  Rousseau's  moral  education ;  and  it  is  little 
to  be  wondered  at,  if,  in  the  result,  he  became,  to  every  practical 
purpose,  irretrievably  enervated  by  the  corrupt  manners  and  habits 
amidst  which  his  youth  was  passed.  But  his  intellectual  character 
was  not  so  quickly  decided.  The  growth  of  his  faculties,  it  appears, 
was  unusuaUy  slow;  up  to  the  age  of  thirty-nine  his  talents  were 
unknown  to  his  friends,  and  almost  to  himself.  He  had  previously^ 
it  is  true,  obscure  intimations  of  his  strength  from  visitations  of 
ambitious  reverie^the  inquietude  of  genius  was  about  him ;  but  up 
to  the  very  moment  of  the  explosion  of  his  mind,  neither  Rousseau 
himself,  nor  any  who  had  known  him,  ever  anticipated  the  career 
that  was  before  him.  At  last  he  became  an  author,  being  now  on  the 
verge  of  forty.  By  this  time  his  experience  of  life,  in  all  its  forms, 
had  been  great    He  had  been  an  acute,  though  a  silent  observer  tf 
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the  varied  scenes  he  had  witnessed.  He  had,  for  the  last  ten  years, 
been  initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  Parisian  society,  then  at  its  most 
profligate  period ;  and-nis  auick  and  comprehensive  nnderstanding 
nad  seized  the  complicateu  system  of  vices,  in  ail  their  disastroas 
consequences,  with  which  it  teemed.  He  saw  that  system,  and, 
with  the  help  of  his  imagination,  in  all  its  deformity.  But  Rous- 
seau's aversion  to  the  disorders  that  he  afterwards  signalized  him- 
self in  denouncing,  had  this  singularity,  that  it  appears,  in  the  first 
instance,  to  have  oeen  almost  entirely  an  intellectual  repugnance. 
Perhaps  to  assert  that  it  was  not  a  moral  sentiment,  may  seem 
either  a  perversion. of  language,  or  at  best  a  pedantic  distinction; 
but  when  we  remember  tiie  nistory  and  the  habits,  both  previous 
and  subseauent,  of  the  man,  it  appears  clearly  to  have  belonged 
rather  to  tnat  class  of  moral  sentiments  which  result  from  tiie  con* 
elusions  of  a  vigorous  understanding  (or  pore  correctly  speaking, 
perhaps,  may  be  called  those  conclusions  themselves),  than  to  the 
instinctive  movements  of  an  habitually  virtuous  mind*  Thus  by 
the  time  that  Rousseau's  philosophical  opinions  were  formed,  his 
personal  morals  were  gone;  and  it  was  his  fate  to  commence  his 
public  career,  inveterately  attached,  by  taste  and  temperament,  to 
many  of  the  licentious  indulgences  against  which  he  vehemently, 
and,  we  do  think,  very  sincerely  inveighed.  This  view,  we  imagine, 
will  go  pretty  far  towards  explaining  several  of  the  singnlarities  in 
his  works  and  his  demeanour.  The  first  question  upon  which  he 
employed  his  powers,  was  the  moral  efiects  of  refinement  upon  so- 
ciety. Struck  by  the  universal  profligacy  that  surrounded  him  in  a 
nation  cluming  to  be  the  most  refined,  and  vefy  probably  attracted 
by  the  novelty  of  his  own  speculations,  hecompmed  his  celebrated 
discourse  on  the  arts  and  sciences.  His  final  conclusions  are  un- 
questionably wrong,  but  great  truths  are  dispersed  throo^outit; 
and  though  neither  this  nor  his  subsequent  writings  will  m  them- 
selves form  a  wise  man,  a  wise  man  who  consults  them  will  find 
abundance  of  matter  to  suggest  the  profoundest  meditations  upon 
things  the  most  important  tohuman  happiness.  But,  whatever  may 
be  thought  of  his  general  views,  Rousseau  had  the  merit — and  it  re- 
quired no  ordinary  courage--of  **  speaking  out."  He  levelled  his 
opinions  at  the  corruption  and  frivolities  of  the  age  in  langnaee  of 
un^recedehted  boldness.  In  the  midst  of  a  luxurious  capitu,  to 
which  he  had  emigrated  in  search  of  bread,  and  in  defiance  of  philo- 
sophers, academies,  theatres,  saloons,  and  all  that  Paris  held  most 
dear,  this  darine  innovator  ventured  to  question  the  institutioiis 
upon  which  all  tneir  pretensions  rested,  and  to  eulogize*  in  terms 
that  his  bitterest  enemies  admitted  to  belong  to  the  highest  order  of 
eloquence,  a  system  of  morals  and  manners  which  both  he  and  they 
.  were  too  degenerate  to  adopt 

The  success  of  his  first  work,  and  the  immediate  celebritv  that 
it  brought  him,  proved  the  crisis  of  his  fate.  Had  it  been  allowed 
to  nass  off  as  a  clever  treatise,  abounding  with  glowing  passages 
ana  home-truths,  but,  as  far  as  the  main  argument  was  concerned, 
demanding  no  serious  refutation,  Jean-Jaques  might  have  gone  on  to 
live  like  ordinary  men.  But  the  cry  was  raised  tiiroogh  France,  that 
a  watchmaker's  son  from  Geneva  was  meditating  no  kss  than  a  sub- 
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version  of  that  venerable  system,  whidi  kept  up  a  continual  demand 
for  courts  and  courtiers;  for  tragedies,  opera-dancers,  fiddlers, 
bons-mots,  made^dishes,  academical  discourses;  for  the- Pompa- 
dours, du  Defiands,  Sophie  Amoulds,  and  the  other  legitimate  un- 
necessaries  of  life;  and  forthwith  ^e  vindication  of  those  sacred  su- 
perfluities was  gravelj  undertaken  bjr  nitie  stout  literati,*  (as  if 
each  Muse  had  sent  her  champion,)  having  in  fheir  ranks  the  anoint- 
ed Majesty  of  Poland  to  throw  in  a  stately  syllogism  for  the  endan- 
fered  rights  of  his  well-beloved  cousins,  and  his  priest  of  the  cham- 
er,  the  godly  Pere  Menou,  to  pledge  the  blessings  of  the  church 
upon  his  gracious  logic.  Jean-Jaques  intrepidly  went  forth  to  meet 
the  embodied  deputies  from  the  fine  arts,  the  King,  and  the  Jesuit*— 
and  he  beat  them  all.  But  the  victory,  if  not  the  very  contest,  turned 
his  brain.    He  not  only  contracted  an  affection  for  doctrines  that 
procured  him  so  much  renown,  but  he  took  it  into  his  head  that  (the 
eyes  of  Europe  being  now  upon  him)  it  was  incumbent  on  him,  as 
their  author,  to  demonstrate  oy  his  conduct  a  capacitj^  of  practising 
those  habits  of  simplicity,  independence,  and  ^eif-privation,  which 
he  had  been  fearless  enough  to  extol.  Accordingly  he  assumed  the 
stoic-^e  simplified  his  costume,  contracted  his  expenditure,  retired 
from  the  salouns,  renounced  civil  speeches,  and  became  a  "  citis&en 
of  Geneva"  and  a  copier  i>f  music.  In  all  this  there  may  have  been 
(what  his  rivals  and  enemies  insisted  upon  to  be  the  ruling  passion 
of  his  life)  an  affectation  of  singularity;  but  when  we  consider  the 
xwhole  of  his  extraordinary  character,  and  weigh  the  case  made  for 
him  by  his  present  biographer,  and  supported  throughout  by  strong 
documentary  evidence,  we  incline  to  the  opinion  ftat  there  was  a 
considerable  mixture  of  sincerity,  and  that  his  motives  were  pretty 
much  what  he  has  explained  them  to  have  been  in  his  Confessions. 
However,  from  whatever  motive  he  acted,  be  was  not  to  be  diverted 
from  prosecuting  his  plan;  and  neither  the  entreaties  of  his  friends, 
nor  the  allurements  oi  female  admirers,  nor  the  mockeries  of  Baron 
D'Holbach's  corps  of  sneerers,  could  tear  tiie  irrevocable  Jean- 
Jaquee  from  his  s^lf-inflicted  exile.  He  buried  himself  in  the  Hermi- 
tage ;  yet,  though  he  had  withdrawn  his  person  from  the  world,  his 
heart  and  imagination  still  lingered  amidst  its  scenes.   To  give  up, 
on  a  sudden,  the  habits  and  inoul^nces  of  forty  years,  proved  a  sa- 
crifice beyond  his  strength;  and  if  left  to  the  reaction  of  his  own 
feelings,  or  if  temperately  managed  by  his  advisers,  he  would  pro- 
bably have  seized  the  first  plausible  pretext  of  abandoning  his 
scheme  of  absurd  and  unnecessary  self-denial.    But  nothing  could 
have  been  more  inconsiderate  than  the  means  adopted  by  his  friends. 
At  one  time  they  implored  him  to  return  to  the  world,  as  if  human 
affairs  could  not  go  on  without  him ;  at  another,  they  assailed  him 
with  predictions  of  the  precise  day  upon  which  his  newfangled  sto- 
icism was  to  die  a  natural  death.  They  tormented  or  flattered  him 
by  weekly  reports  of  what  all  Paris  was  saying  in  wonder  at  his  un- 
natural desertion ;  and  (the  indiscreetest  course  of  alH  they  secretly 
carried  on  miserable  consultations  and  intrigues  witn  the  wretched 
woman,  to  whom,  in  every  vicissitude  of  his  fortune  and  humour,  he 

♦  MM.  Gautier,  Borde,  Le  Roi,  Boudet,  de  Bonneval,  Formey,  Le  P.  Menou, 
le  rm  Stanislas,  and  Lecat 
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seems  to  have  clung  with  a  strange  fidelity,  in  order  to  secure  her 
eo-operatioii,  and  ^t  is  also  said)  to  make  her  the  instrument  of  a 
plan  of  domestic  annoyances  that  might  the  sooner  disgust  him  with 
nis  retirement.  These  methods  were  little  calculated  to  succeed 
with  such  a  being  as  Rousseau— proud,  vain,  irritable,  and  suspt* 
cious.  They  only  riveted  him  in  his  absurdities.  He  was  deter- 
mined to  let  all  Farid  and  all  Europe  see,  that  he  possessed  more 
force  of  character  than  was  allowea  him;  while  the  discovery  that 
a  secret  committee  was  sitting  upon  him  gave  his  sensitive  ioiag;i- 
nation  the  alarm;  and  in  the  well-meaning,  though  imprudent  im- 
portunities of  his  friends,  or,  at  the  worst,  in  their  impertinent  in- 
terference, he  caught  the  first  germ  of  a  notion,  which,  fostered  by 
his  jealous  fancies,  and  afterwards  confirmed  by  real  calumny  and 
persecution,  became  matured  into  the  conviction  that  there  existed 
a  dark  and  extended  conspiracy  against  his  fame. 

Such  appears  to  us  to  be  the  fair  explanation  of  Rousseau's  feel- 
ing and  situation  at  the  outset  of  his  public  career;  and  such  the 
origin  of  those  contradictions  in  his  character,  in  which  partly  the 
shame  of  retracting,  and  partly  the  ur^due  importance  annexed  to 
them  by  others,  impelled  him  to  persevere.  Thus  he  was  for  ever  at 
variance  with  himself.  His  theories  and  his  habits  nevec  coalesced. 
He  had  been  spoiled  by  the  world,  before  he  comprehended  its 
vices  and  undertook  to  decry  them.  He  attempted  or  affected  to 
renounce  them  himself,  but  it  was  too  late.  His  reformation  was 
not  only  incomplete,  but  ridiculous.  The  philosophic  citiz^en  of 
Geneva  and  the  effeminate  Frenchman  could  never  assimilate.  In 
the  one  character,  he  accommodated  his  outward  garb  and  manners 
to  the  severity  of  his  theoretic  views ;  in  the  other,  he  dispensed  his 
senses  and  imagination  from  joining  in  the  sacrifice.  He  fled  from 
the  corruptions  and  frivolities  of  polished  life,  and  he  took  hb  mis- 
tress with  him.  The  same  inconsistency  pervades  his  writings. 
His  intellect,  having  attained  its  growth,  was  manly  and  compre* 
hensive,  but  by  this  time  his  fancy  and  moral  taste  were  depraved; 
and  hence  we  find  bold  truths  and  virtuous  lessons  incessantly 
counteracted  by  sensual  illustrations.  As  a  moral  teacher,  this  was 
his  great  intellectual  failing,  that  he  could  never  divest  his  imagi- 
nation of  the  licentious  associations  of  his  youth.  To  them,  with  all 
his  speculative  austerities,  he  clung  to  the  last — at  once  a  stoic 
and  a  voluptuary ;  in  the  same  breath  licentious  and  sublime,  he 
declaims  against  the  passions  in  language  that  inflames  them.  In 
his  most  animated  praises  of  virtue,  he  seems  inspired  by  the  in- 
toxications of  vice;  just  as  if  a  veteran  tippler  should  set  down  to 
compose  an  exhortation  against  carousing,  with  a  bottle  at  his  el- 
bow to  stimulate  his  powers. 

These  observations,  if  founded,  will  answer  one  of  the  most  popu- 
lar charges  against  the  memory  of  Rousseau ;  that  the  object  of  his 
writings,  more  especially  of  his  celebrated  romance,  was  to  corrupt 
his  readers.  We  believe,  as  we  have  stated  on  a  former  occasion,*  that 
his  object  in  the  "  Nouvelle  Heloise'^  was  to  move  his  readers  by  pic- 
tures of  ideal  virtue,  and  by  impassioned  descriptions  of  feelings  and 
situations  analogous  to  those  through  which  he  had  passed  himsclfi 
•  No.  IV.  p.  396. 
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but  th&t,  in  the  progress  of  the  work,  becoming  involved  in  new 
feelings  and  situations  incompatible  with  his  original  design,  he 
could  not  refrain  from  embodying  them  in  it;  and  feeling  bound  to 
justify  what  he  did,  he  resorted  to  paradoxes,  and  spoiled  the  whole. 
Or  perhaps  it  would  be  more  correct  to  sajr,  that  with  his  paradoxes 
and  the  inveterate  habits  of  his  imagination  on  the  one  nand,  and 
his  more  matured  and  legitimate  powers  on  the  other,  he  produced 
a  questionable  work  of  fascination,  of  which  the  inexperienced 
should  beware,  but  from  which  a  discerning  mind  may  collect  manj 
a  profound  reflection,  and  many  an  eloquent  and  elaborate  analysis 
of  human  passion.  This  last  remark  will  apply,  but  wiih  several 
favourable  qualifications,  to  his  greatest  production—- the  <<  Emile*'' 
The  unconquerable  predilections  of  the  writer  often  break  out  in 
the  indelicacy  of  the  details ;  but  both  the  object  and  the  tendency 
are  unquestionably  moral.  He  exhorted  mothers  not  to  put  ay^ay 
their  young,  and,  with  respect  to  them,  had  the  honour  of  bringing 
nature  into  fashion ;  and  for  the  first  stages  of  human  life  he  zea- 
lously pointed  out  a  mode  of  treatment,  which,  though,  the  objects 
might  not  ultimately  survive  to  reap  the  benefits  of  it,  would  still 
insure  to  parents  the  consolation  of  reflecting  that  the  days  of  their 
children,  nowever  few,  had  been  passed  in  happiness.  These  and 
the  other  writings  of  Rousseau  would  demand  a  more  extended  no- 
notice,  but  our  space  does  not  allow  it.  In  spite  of  their  defects, 
and  of  the  predictions  in  his  own  day  that  they  could  not  last,  they 
have  stood  their  ground.  With  many,  and  these  not  the  least  va* 
luable  depositaries,  his  fame  is  as  fresh  as  ever.  His  genius  has 
annexed  to  abstract  questions  a  popular  charm  unknown  before 
him ;  while  his  particular  descriptions  of  the  scenery  of  Switz.er- 
land,  and  of  the  romantic  beings  whom  his  fancy  placed  there, 
enter  largely  into  the  associations  that  daily  attract  the  traveller 
to  that  interesting  region. 

M.  de  Musset's  work,  taking  upRoudseau's  story  at  the  period  to 
which  the  Confessions  brought  it  down,  contains  the  fullest  and 
most  authentic  accounts  that  have  yet  appeared  of  his  remaining 
years.  There  is  a  long  and  rather  a  tedious  history  of  his  quarrel 
with  Hume.  The  writer  takes  part  with  Rousseau^  and  labours  hard 
to  prove  that  he  had  ample  grounds  to  justify  his  supicions  of 
Hume's  sincerity;  but  the  main  fact  on  which  he  relies  is,  that 
Hume,  before  setting  out  for  England  with  Jean-Jaques,  had  sup- 
plied a  passage  to  Horace  Walpole's  pretended  letter  from  the 
King  of  Prussia,  then  under  composition  in  the  Parisian  circles, 
and  that  Rousseau  Was  soon  made  acquainted  with  the  fact  of  his 
friend  and  protector  having  co-operated  in  the  sneer.*   That  Hume 

*  The  foUowing  was  Hume's  oontnbution  >-^  Si  vous  persistez  krous  creuaei 
Tesprit  pour  trouver  de  nouTcsux  malbeurs,  choiairaez-lea.  Je  suis  roi.  Je  puis 
V0U8  en  procurer  au  gt6  de  voe  souh'aits.  Je  cesserai  de  vous  pers^cuter,  quand 
vous  cesserez  de  mettre  votre  gloire  k  I'Stre."  [Since  you  permst  in  searching 
your  mind,  in  order  to  discover  new  misfortunes,  choose  them  for  yourself.  I 
am  a  king,  and  can  provide  you  with  them  according  to  yoiu*  wishes.  I  will 
cease  to  persecute  you,  when  you  cease  to  pride  younelf  in  being  persecuted.] 
M.  de  Musset  gives  us  to  understand  that  this  celebrated  mauviMe  plaitanterie 
was  the  joint  production  of  Walpole,  Hume,  Helvetius,  le  Due  de  Nivemois, 
D'Alerobeit,  and  Madame  du  Deifand.—- '<  Cette  lettre,"  he  adds,  **  qui  n'est 
pas  un  chef-d'«uvie  pour  £tre  Cenfant  de  tatU  de^eru  d^etprit.** 
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did  80,  is  admitted  bj  himself;  but  with  this  single  exceptioii  his 
conduct,  in  .the  first  instance,  was  in  the  highest  degree  generous 
and  considerate.    He  brought  Rousseau  to  England,  where  he  sup- 

Elied  him  with  friends,  had  him  comfortably  settled,  and  procured 
im  a  pension  from  the  crown — services  which  mi^t  surely  have 
cancelled  a  single  and  momentary  indiscretion,  out  in  the  pro- 
gress of  the  quarrel  the  historian  acted  below  himself— he  lost  his 
temper.  In  his  letters  to  Paris  he  heaoed  the  most  abusive  epithets 
upon  his  ex-proteg6,  and  finally  had  the  extraordinary  weakness  to 
publish  a  statement  of  his  wrongs,  written  with  so  much  vehemence 
that  Messieurs  D'Alembert  and  Suard,  who  translated  it  into  French 
and  superintended  the  publication,  found  it  prudent  to  soften  some 
of  the  expressions— an  act  of  friendship  for  which  Hume^  in  his 
cooler  moments,  thanked  them.  In  reading  the  details  of  this  af- 
fair, we  have  been  particularly  struck  by  one  curious  little  coinci- 
dence. The  great  charge  a^inst  Rousseau  was,  that  his  extravagant 
conduct  and  suspicions  originated  in  the  vaguest  rumours  and  sur- 
mises. Yet  the  grave  and  philosophic  David  Hume  appears  to  have 
been  insti^ted  on  no  better  grounds  to  the  chief  imprudence  he 
ever  committed.  He  took  it  ^or  it  was  put)  into  his  head,  that  the 
Confessions  (commenced  pending  this  quarrel)  were  expressly  di- 
rected against  him;  and  he  determined  to  anticipate  his  calumniator. 

*'  Le  mlence  a  ses  dangers  (he  says  in  a  letter  to  Madame  Boufflers) ;  Q  coni- 
pose  roaintenant  an  Kvre  dans  lequel  il  me  d68honoren  pir  sea  meiiaoi]|;es 
atroces.  II  toit  ses  m^moires.  Supposes  qu'ils  soient  publics  api^s  sa  mmt, 
ma  justification  perdra  beaucoup  de  son  authenticity."*  And  again,  **  Ce  qui 
m*a  d^termin^  a  ne  garder  aucune  mesure  avec  cet  horome,  c'est  la  cotitiide 
qu'il  ^crivait  ses  m^moires,  et  gu*il  nCyfaUaU  /aire  une  btUe  Jigtirt/*^  Ton. 
i.  pp.  129,  144. 

Now  it  so  happens  that  the  Confessions  break  off  precisely  at  die 
point  of  time  preceding  the  transaction,  which  it  was  presumed  was 
to  have  been  a.  leading  topic  Instead  of  venting  his  feelings  ujion 
recent  occurrences,  Jean-Jaques  was  at  that  moment  taking  refuge 
from  them  in  the  remembrance  of  more  pleasurable  scenes — in  re- 
calling the  adventures,  and  once  more  reanimating  (he  buried  hopes 
of  his  younger  and  better  days,  associated  as  they  were  with  his 
boyish  frolics,  his  glorious  illusions,  his  rambles  amidst  the  hills 
and  lakes  of  his  country,  and  with  the  still  glowing  images  of  the 
fair  beings  for  whom  his  heart  first  sighed— in  his  vivid  recollec- 
tions of  all  which,  he  has  contrived  to  throw  so  inexpressible  a 
charm  round  his  romantic  story. 

The  most  interesting  documents  connected  with  this  breach  are 
the  letters  of  Madame  de  BouiBers,  who,  having  originally  brougjht 
Hume  and  Rousseau  together,  and  being  now  appe^ed  to  by  them 
both,  found  herself  called  upon  to  interpose  her  triendly  offices  be- 
tween the  angry  philosophers.  Her  letter  to  Hume,  we  consider  to 

*  Silence  has  its  dangers.  He  is  now  writing  a  book  in  which  he  wiU  dis> 
grace  me  by  his  atrocious  falsehoods.  He  is  compoan^  his  memoires.  If  thej 
should  be  published  after  his  death,  my  justification  wiU,  in  a  considerable  de> 
gree,  lose  its  authenticity. 

f  What  made  me  resolve  to  keep  no  tenns  with  that  man,  was  the  certainty 
that  he  has  written  his  memoires,  and  that  he  has  repretented  me  in  a  fine  U^ht. 
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he,  in  point  of  tact,  exa^eration,  and  talent,  one  of  the  most  per* 
fectl  J  characteristic  we^ave  ever  met,  of  the  sex,  the  nation,  and 
the  era  of  the  writer.*  It  is  far  too  long  to  insert;  and  we  are  re- 
minded, that,  like  M*  de  Musset,  we  may  already  have  dwelt  too 
much  upon  this  obsolete  controversy. 

We  cannot,  however,  suppress  one  remark  in  answer  to  the  in- 
sinuation that  Rousseau  either  had  not  suffered  persecution,  or,  if 
he  had,  that  he  had  provoked,  that  he  mi^ht  glory  in  it  This  charge, 
which  is  more  roundly  asserted  by  Grimm  and  others,  is  utterly 
unfounded.    Jean-Jaques  was  a  real  and  unwilling  victim  of  his 
opinions.    Instead  ot  inviting  persecution  for  his  Emile  (the  first 
occasion  upon  which  the  vengeance  of  authority  was  levelled  at 
him),  he  had  taken  the  most  scrupulous  precautions  to  avert  it. 
The  lady  of  Marshal  Luxembourg  undertook  to  dispose  of  the 
manuscript,  but  the  authqr,  contrary  to  her  earnest  solicitations, 
insisted  Uiat  it  should  not  be  printed  in  France.    It  was  sent  to 
Holland.    A  copy  was  soon  after  transmitted  to  Paris,  to  be  there 
printed  and  published  under  the  eye  of  the  censor.    The  reasons 
for  this  do  not  appear :  all  that  we  can  collect  is,  that  there  was  in 
the  whole  affair  a  singular  mixture  of  trick  and  mystery^  but  there 
is  abundant  evidence  that  Rousseau  was  not  a  party  to  it.    When 
informed  of  it  by  M.  de  Malesherbes,  the  magistrate  under  whose 
authority  the  French  edition  was  preparing,  he  instantly  disavowed 
and  protested  against  the  proceeding.    These  facts,  which  had  ori-> 
ginaily  rested  on  Rousseau's  statement,  are  verified  by  the  certifi- 
cate of  M.  de  Malesherbes  appended  to  the  volumes  before  us;  yet 
in  disregard  of  all  this,  the  prerogatives  of  despotism  were  put  in 
force  against  Rousjseau :  a  warrant  to  imprison  him  issued.  He  was 
roused  from  his  bed  at  midnight  by  a  timely  warning  of  his  danger, 
And  to  escape  a  gaol,  precipitately  fled  from  France.    He  was  re- 
fused an  asylum  in  his  own  country,  where  his  book  was  excom- 
municated Before  a  copy  had  been  received.    Wherever  he  went, 
the  same  fate  attended  the  work  and  the  author.    He  was  succes- 
sively hunted  and  pelted  through  Switzerland  from  one  miserable 
canton  to  another,  till,  Frederick  of  Prussia  compassionating  him, 
he  at  length  found  a  temporary  shelter  in  the  territories  of  a  tolerant 

*  It  opens  thus :— **  Quelque  raison  que  vous  me  puissiez  dire,  pour  ne 
m'avoir  pas  instniite  la  premidxe  de  F^trange  ^y^nement  qui  occupe  i  cette 
heure  PAnglderre  et  la  France."  {Whatever  reason  you  may  allege  for  not  hav- 
ing infonned  me,  first  of  all,  of  the  strange  event  which  at  present  occupies  the 
attention  of  England  and  France.]  But  she  put  many  points  well  and  strongly. 
**  Vous  aurez  ici  un  parti  nombreux  compost  de  tous  ceux  qui  seront  charm^s 
de  votts  voir  agir  eomme  un  homme  ordinaire. — ^Mais  que  pr^tendez-vous  faire 
des  nouvelles  infonnations  dont  vous  cliargez  M.  d'Holbach  ?  vous  n'avez  pas 
desseui  apparemment  de  rien  ^crire  centre  ce  malheureuz  homme  qui  soit 
Stranger  a  votre  cause.  Vous  ne  serez  pas  son  d41ateur,  aprds  avoir  it6  son 
protecteur.  De  temblablet  exameno  doiveni  pr^c^der  lea  Haifone,  et  rum  ndvre 
let  rwWuret,**— Tom.  i.  pp.  137 — 8.  [You  have  here  a  numerous  party  consist- 
ing (» those  who  wiU  be  delighted  tb  see  you  .^ct  like  an  ordinary  man, — ^What 
do  you  propose  to  do  with  the  new  information  for  which  jrou  blame  M.  d'Hol- 
badi  ?  You  do  not,  apparently,  intend  to  vrrite  any  thing  against  that  unfortunate 
man,  who  is  no  party  in  your  dispute.  You  will  not  become  his  accuser  after 
being  his  protector.  Such  iwoettigatione  ohould  precede  connexione,  andnotfol' 
lovf  rupture*,'] 
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despot.  All  this  might  aeem  a  Terr  laughable  affair  for  tlie  heart* 
lass  coteries  of  Paris,  but  those'  who  have  an^  feeling  for  the  pri* 
viie^s  of  the  human  mind«  must  pronounce  it  to  have  been  an- 
equivocal  persecution. 

After  Rousseau's  return  from  England,  he  repaired  to  the  Chateau 
de  Trie,  where  the  Prince  of  Conti  afforded  him  an  asylum.  Here 
he  for  a  while  assumed  the  name  of  Renau,  and  announced  '*  that 
he  was  dead  to  literature,  and  should  never  more  read  npon  anj 
subject  that  could  re-excite  his  extin2|uished  ideas."  In  an  interest- 
ing private  letter  of  the  same  period,  now  first  published,  he  ex- 
presses a  similar  determination,  and  speaks  of  his  indifference  to 
'^cette  &ere  fum^e  de  gloire  qui  fait  pleurer."  Botanj,  and  the 
composition  of  his  Confessions,  were  nis  onlj  serious  occupations. 
His  friend  M.  du  Peyrau  coming  to  pass  some  time  with  him, 

.  ^  Jean-Jaques  le  prie  d'appoKer  des  volans,  voulant  partager  les  momensde 
la  journ^e  entre  ce  jeu,  lea  prooienades,  et  lea  ^checa.''    Tom.  L  162. 

He  soon  left  Trie,  the  reason  does  not  appear,  and  successively 
resided  at  Lyons,  Chamberry,  and  Bour^m  till  1770,  when  fale 
inally  returned  to  Paris,  where  the  anthonties  connived  at  his  pre- 
sence, on  the  condition  that  he  should  publish  nothing  mere.  He 
continued  in  Paris  till  1778,  living  in  a  mean  apartment  in  la  Rue 
Pl&tri^re,  upon  a  small  annuity  derived  from  the  profits  of  his 
works,  and  his  earnings  as  a  music-copier,  and  manfully  rejecting 
to  the  last  all  offers  of  loans  or  presents.  About  the  middle  <» 
1778,  be  yielded  to  the  importunities  of  M.  Girardin,  and  went  to 
Ermenonville  to  superintend  the  education  of  his  son«  His  death 
took  place  six  weeks  after. 

The  details  of  the  last  ten  years  of  Rousseau's  life,  collected  from 
ike  accounts  of  several  who  had  come  into  contact  with  him  during 
tliart  period,  have  struck  us  as  the  most  interesting  portion  of  M.de 
Musset's  work ;  probably  because  the  anecdotes  and  traits  of  chanc- 
ier introduced  in  them  had  more  novelty  to  us  than  those  of  his 
earlier  history.  There  are  occasional  examples  of  the  *'oid  hnmoaH' 
breaking  out,  but  tiiese  are  greatly  outwe^;hed  by  the  nimiersna 
testimonies  to  his  simplicity,  playfulness,  sensibility,  and  his  sin- 
gular moderation  whenever  the  merits  of  his  rival  came  into  dis- 
cussion. One  thing  much  insisted  on,  and  which  the  reader  of  the 
Confessions  would  not  have  expected,  is  Rousseau's  colloquial 
powers.  Giving  an  account  of  one  of  his  interviews  with  Madamr. 
b'Houdetot,  he  says, 

^'Je  trouvai,  potir  rendre  les  mouTementa  de  men  cceur  un  lan^^age 
VRuroent  digue  d't^ux.    Ce  fut  la  premiere  et  Tunique  foia  de  ma  vie,  mais  JQ 

ius  sublime."* 

But  here  we  have  the  concurring  evidence  of  many;  that  nothmg 

could  surpass  the  fervour  and  eloquence  of  his  ordinary  conversa- 
tion. The  following  is  M.  Dussauix's  account  of  a  dinner-party 
made  by  lilrn  for  Rousseau. 

On  sMtalt  rassembl^  de  bonne  heure — Jean-Jaques  ne  se  fit  pas  ttop  attes- 
dre.    A  quelques  nuages  pres,  toon  dieu!  qu*!!  fut  aimable  ce  jour-la,  ' 


*  To  cspresa  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  I  employed  language  tnil^  woi^v  «( 

ihem.    For  the  first  and  only  time  in  my  life  I  was  sublime. 
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enjou^y  tantot  sublime.  Avant  le  diner,  il  nous  raconta  quelques^nes  des 
plus  innocentes  anecdotes  consignees  dans  ses  Confessions.  Ptusieurs  d'entre 
nous  lea  connaissaient  d^jd ;  mais  il  sut  leur  donner  mie  phisiognomie  no«- 
vell«,  et  plus  de  roouvement  encore  que  dans  son  lirre.  J'osedire  qu'il  ne  ae 
connaissait  pas  lui-m6me»  lorsqu'il  pWitendait  que  la  nature  lui  avail  refuse  le 
talent  de  la  parole ;  la  solitude  sans  doute  avuit  cuncenti  6  ce  talent  en  lui- 
iD^me ;  mais  dans  ces  momens  d'abandon,  et  lorsque  rien  ne  I'oifuaquait,  il 
d^bordait  comme  un  torrent  irop^tueus  dqui  rienne  r^siste.  ...  II  fut  ques- 
tion de  nos  plus  grands  ecrivains :  abstraction  faite  de  ses  opinions  particiJieres» 
il  les  caract^risatousaTee  justesse,  precision,  surtout  avec  une  impartiality  dont 
nous  fumes  ravis.  "Montaigne,"  nous  dit-il,  "ce  premier  philosophe  Fran- 
cais,  ftlt  notre  maltre  a  tous.  Sans  lui  peut-£tre  nous  n'aurions  jamais  eu  ni 
Bayle  ni  Montesquieu.  Quel  homme,"  ajoutait-il,  ''que  ce  Michel  Montaigne  ! 
Outre  la  naiVet^,  la  gr&ce,  et  I'^nergie  de  son  style  inimitablci  il  atait  des  vuet 
loneues,  et  comme  ill's dit, I'esprit primeaautier,**  Quand  Jean-Jaques en fut i 
Voltaire^  qui  I'avait  si  iodignement  outrage,  au  lieu  de  recrimination,  il  se  plut 
a  rendre  justice  enti^re  a  sa  fecondite  inepuisable,  a  la  diversity  de  ses  talents. 
Quant  a  son  caractere,  il  n*en  dit  que  ces  mots  r^marquables :  "Je  ne  sache 
point  d'homme  sur  la  terre  dont  les  premiers  mouvemens  aient  ^t^  plus  beaux 
que  les  siens.*'* 

In  the  fullQwiDg  also,  considering  the  fate  of  the  works  and  the 
man,  we  feel  that  there  is  something  peculiarly  touching, 

t  *'  On  lui  fit  remarquer  sur  roes  tablcttes  tons  ses  livres  expoa^s  sur  le  mime 
rayon.  11  s'^meut  a  cet  sspect.  Ah !  les  voil^  s'^cHe-t-il,  je  les  rencontre  par- 
tout  :  il  me  semble  qu'ils  me  poursuivent.  Que  ces  gens-la  m'ont  fait  de  mal 
et  de  plaisir!  11  s'en  approche,  il  les  frappe,  et  les  caresse  I'un  apr^s  I'autre. 
Son  Emile  fut  le  plus  maltrait^  en  p^re  n^nmmns.  Que  de  veilles,  que  de 
tourmens  il  m'a  cout^ !  et  pourquoi  ?  pour  m'exposer  aux  furmiri  de  I'eovie, 
ct  de  mes  pers^uteurs.  Cet  en&nt»  opprim^  d^s  sa  naii8aace»  ne  m'a  jamais 

•  The  party  assembled  early.  Jean^aques  soon  arrived.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  a  few  cloudy  moments,  how  amiable  he  appeared !  Before  dinner  he 
i«lated  some  of  the  most  harmleas  anecdotes  contained  in  his  Gonfesaiona. 
They  were  already  known  to  several  of  the  party ;  but  he  gave  them  a  nev 
character,  and  imparted  to  them  a  higher  colotir  than  they  present  in  his 
book.  It  may  be  said  that  he  did  not  know  himself  when  he  asserted  that  na- 
ture had  withheld  from  him  the  talent  of  speaking ;  soUtude  had  doubtless 
concentrated  that  talent  within  himself.  But  in  his  momenta  of  fiimiUarity» 
and  when  nothing  occurred  to  embarrass  him»  he  launched  forth  like  an  im- 
petuous torrent  which  nothing  could  resist The  conversation  turned 

on  our  most  distinguished  writers;  and,  making  allowance  for  his  peculiar 
opinions,  (tousseau  characterized  them  all  with  accuracy,  precision^  and  a  de- 
cree of  impartiality  which  charmed  all  present.  '*  Montaigne,"  said  he,  «*  that 
first  of  French  philosophers,  has  been  our  master  in  every  thing.  Without 
him,  we  ahould,  perhaps,  never  have  had  a  Bayle  or  a  Montesquieu.  What  a 
man,"  he  added,  ■*  was  Michel  Montaigne  *  Besides  the  Jtmiw/^,  grace,  and  en* 
eigy  of  his  inimitable  style,  his  views  were  profound,  and  his  mind,"  to  use 
his  own  phrase^  "was  predisposed  to  take  v^Jint bound*'  Jean-Jaques,  in  al- 
Kiding  to  Voltaire,  who  had  so  vilely  insulted  him,  instead  of  recrimination^ 
rendered  ample  justice  to  his  inexhaustible  fertility  and  diversity  of  talent. 
With  regard  to  bis  character,  he  used  these  remarkable  words : — I  know  no 
man  in  the  world  whose  first  impulses  of  feeling  are  better  than  his. 

t  He  was  shown  my  bookcase,  in  which  all  his  works  were  arranged  toge- 
ther. He  was  moved  at  the  sight  of  them.  "  Ah !  there  they  are,"  he  ex- 
claimed. "  I  meet  them  every  where :  they  seem  to  pursue  me.  What  pain 
and  pleasure  these  thinga  have  cost  me.  He  advanced,  struck  them,  ana  ca- 
ressed them  one  after  another.  EmilB  received  the  greatest  share  of  correc- 
tion, though  still  in  a  parental  way.  How  much  watchfulness  and  torment  has 
he  not  coat  me !  and  all  for  what  ?  To  expose  myself  to  the  iiay  of  envy  and  my 
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•ouri.  J'ignore  quel  cbemln  il  a  fait  dans  1e  monde.  lion  Bit»m  dn  moioi 
m'a  fait  passer  de  bona  momens,  quoique  je  ne  I'aie  pas  non  phis  engendr^e 
sans  douteur,  et  qu'on  I'ait  insult^e." — Tom.  i.  185. 

Rousseau's  conversational  powers  are  also  attested  by  ^e  Prince 
de  Ligne,  who  visited  him  in  1770.  The  conversation  at  first  tam- 
ed upon  music  and  botany,  but,  as  soon  as  the  subject  of  his  writings 
was  introduced, 

"  II  quitta  dans  I'instant  Sa  musique,  sa  pervenche,  et  ses  lunettes,  entradans 
des  details  sup^rieura,  peut^tre,  a  tout  ce  qu'il  avail  ^crit,  et  parcourut  toatea 
les  nuances  de  sesid^esavec  une  justesse  qu'il  perdait  quelquefois  dansla  solv 
tude,  a  force  de  n^diter  et  d'^crire.  Ses  yeux  ^taient  comme  deux  astrea. 
Son  g^nie  rayonnait  dans  ses  regards,  et  m'£lectrisait.-^a  vtlaine  fenune  oa 
servante*  nous  interrompait  quelquefois  par  quelques  questions  saugrenues 
qu'elle  ikiaait  sur  son  ling^  ou  sur  sa  soupe,  il  lui  r^pondait  avec  douceur,  et 
aurait  ennobli  un  mor^eau  de  fromage  s'il  en  avait  parI6.*'f 

This  may  be  the  language  of  exaggeration,  but  the  writer  makes 
a  concluding  remark,  whicn  contains  a  more  unequivocal  testimony 
to  Rousseau's  powers  tlian  any  direct  encomium. 

*<  Je  n'ai  jamais  eu  tant  d'esprit  (et  ce  fut,.  je  crois,  la  premiere  et  la  dep> 
ni^re  fois  de  noa  vie)  que  pendant  les  huit  heures  que  je  passai  avec  Jeaa- 
Jaques  dans  mes  deux  conversations.":^ 

And  in  truth,  tliis  is  one  of  the  principal  charms  and  advantages 
of  an  intercourse  with  men  of  eenius,  that  for  the  moment  they 
raise  our  minds  to  a  level  with  uieir  own. 

There  is  a  long  extract  from  an  extremely  interesting  account  of 
the  last  years  and  death  of  Rousseau,  by  a  M.  Corancez,  an  amia- 
ble and  sensible  man,  who  knew  him  intimately,  and,  generally  bear- 
ing with  his  infirmities,  continued  his  friend,  and  retained  his  confi- 
dence to  the  last  Some  of  the  details  that  M.  C.  gives  establish  be- 
yond a  question  the  insanity  of  his  unfortunate  friend.  Independent 
of  the  more  generally -known  facts  upon  which  this  malady  has  been 
imputed  to  Rousseau,  M.  Corancez  mentions  frequent  physical  at- 
tacks, we  should  imagine  epileptic,  which  leave  no  doubt  tnat  there 
existed  an  organical  derangement  of  the  functions  of  the  brain — the 
final  result,  not  improbably,  of  that  sudden  rush  of  blood  to  tJie  head 

persecutors !  That  child,  oppressed  from  its  birth,  never  smiled  upon  me. 
I  know  not  what  course  it  has  pursued  in  the  world. — My  BthUe  baa  at  leaat 
aiTorded  me  some  happy  moments,  though  it  was  not  brought  forth  withovt 
pain,  nor  has  it  escaped  insult.'' 

•  Rousseau,  it  would  appear,  was  never  married  to  Th^r^se.  He  simply 
named  her  his  wife  one  day  in  the  presence  of  two  friends,  and  afterwards 
continued  the  title.    Tom.  i.  469. 

f  He  instantly  abandoned  his  music,  his  periwinkle,  and  his  glass,  and  en- 
tered into  details,  superior  perhaps  to  any  thing  he  had  written.  He  passed 
through  all  the  shades  of  his  ideas  with  a  degree  of  accuracy  which  he  sooie- 
timeslost  in  solitude,  through  the  labour  of  meditating  and  writing.  Hia  eyes 
beamed  like  two  sUrs.  His  genius  flashed  in  his  looks,  and  electrified  me. 
His  vulgar  wife  or  servant  several  times  interrupted  us  with  impertinent  quea- 
tions  concerning  his  linen  or  his  boup,  which  he  answered  with  mikiQeas.  He 
would  have  ennobled  a  piece  of  cheese,  had  he  conversed  about  it 

\  I  never  felt  my  mind  so  much  inspired  (and  I  believe  it  was  for  the  fint 
and  the  last  time  in  my  life)  as  during  the  eight  hours  I  spent  in  my  two  con- 
versations witJi  Jean-Jaqucs. 
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in  his  youth,  which  J.  J.  has  described  in  his  Confessions.  During 
the  continuance  of  those  attacks,  his  mind  betrayed  the  most  une- 
<]^uivocal  symptoms  of  the  nature  of  the  visitation.  The  same  narra- 
tive shows,  we  think,  with  almost  equal  clearness,  that  Rousseau 
terminated  his  own  life— though,  from  some  motives  of  prudence  or 
delicacy,  a  different  story  was  circulated  by  the  family  in  whose 
house  he  expired.  He  was  interred  at  Ermenonville  in  the  Isle  of 
Poplars.    The  scene  is  feelingly  touched  upon  by  his  friend. 

"L'inhumation  eut  lieu  le  aoir  meme  par  Ip  plus  beau  clair  de  lune,  et  lo 
temps  le  plus  cakne.  Le  lecteur  peut  se  fi^rer  C|uelles  furent  mes  sensations 
en  passant  dans  Itle  avec  le  corps— le  lieu,  le  clair  de  lune,  le  cahne  de  I'air, 
rhomme,  le  rapprochement  des  aotesde  sa  vie,  une  destin^e  aussi  extraordinaire, 
le  r^sultat  qui  nous  attend  tous ;  mais  sur  quoi  ma  pens^e  s'air£ta  le  plus  long- 
temps  et  avec  le  plus  de  complaisance,  c'est  ^u'enfin  le  malheureux  Rousseau 
jouisssut  d'un  repos,  bien  achet^  k  la  v€ni6,  mais  qu^  6tait  impossible  d'esp(6rer 
pour  lui  tant  qu'il  aurait  y^cu."*   Tom.  i.  270. 

The  volumes  before  us  contain  a  lam  fund  of  incidental  anec- 
dote relating  to  J.  J.'s  contcimporaries ;  from  which  we  can  offer  only 
a  few  scanty, selections,  and  these  in  a  desultory  form^— To  begin 
with  the  ladies-— 

Madame  de  Houdetot.—W)\o  would  have  thought  that  this  idol  of 
Rousseau's  imagination,  and,  in  part,  the  prototype  of  the  divine 
Julie,  was,  not  only  not  what  her  admirer  iancied  her,  but  absolutely 
ugly? 

**  Ce  sen  une  consolation  pour  les  femmes  laides  (says  a  liadaxne  d'AUsrd,  in 
a  reeent  letter  to,  we  believe,  the  Biographer)  d'apprendre  que  Madame  d'Hou* 
detot,  qui  retail  beaucoop,  Kdtk  son  esprit  et  surtout  k  son  chaimant  came- 
t^re,  d'etre  si  passionn^ment  et  si  constamment  aim^e.  EUe  ftvait  non-seulement 
la  vue  basse,  et  les  yeux  ronds,  comme  le  dit  Rousseau,  mais  elle  ^tait  exces- 
sivement  louche,  ce  que  empechaitque  son  ame  se  peighit  dans  sa  phisiognomie. 
Son  front  ^tait  trds  has,  son  nez  groa— la  petite  v6role  avait  laiss^  une  teinte 
jaune  dans  tous  ses  creux,  et  les  pores  ^tuent  marques  de  biun.  Cela  donna 
un  air  sale  a  son  teint,  qui,  je  crcns,  6tait  beau  avant  cette  mabdie.'*f  Tom. 
ii.  141. 

The  readers  of  the  Confessions  will  recollect  the  mention  of 
Rousseau's  letters  to  this  lady,  and  his  remark  upon  her  assertion 
that  she  had  burnt  them— 

*  The  interment  took  place  that  very  evening,  during  the  brightest  moon- 
light and  the  calmest  weamer.  The  reader  may  imagine  what  were  my  feelings 
as  I  proceeded  to  the  isle  with  the  body — the  place,  Uie  moon-light,  the  serenity 
of  the  evening,  the  man,  the  recollection  of  the  inddent^of  hislife,  his  extraor^ 
dioaiY  destiny,  and  the  common  end  which  awaits  us  all ; — but  the  circumstance 
on  which  my  Uioughts  dwelt  longest,  and  with  most  satisfiiction,  was,  that  at 
lenp^  the  unfortunate  Rousseau  enjoyed  repose,  well  merited  it  is  true,  but 
which  it  was  impossible  he  could  have  hoped  for  while  he  lived. 

f  It  will  be  a  satisfiiction  to  ordinary  women,  to  learp  that  Madame  d'Houde- 
tot,  who  was  so  extremely  plain,  was  indebted  to  her  talent,  and  particularly  to 
her  charming  temper,  for  being  so  passionately  and  so  constantly  beloved.  She 
was  not  merely  short-sighted,  but  her  eyes  were  extremely  round  (as  Bousseau 
himself  remarks,)  and  £e  squinted  so  excessively  as  to  deprive  her  countenance 
of  all  power  of  expression.  Her  forehead  was  very  low,  and  her  nose  larig^e.  The 
imall-pox  had  len  in  their  marks  a  yellow  tint,  and  the  pores  of  her  skin  were 
brown.  This  cave  a  dingy  appearance  to  her  complexion,  which,  I  beUeve,  had 
ketn  beautifiujtrevious  to  that  disease. 
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^  Noo,  IHm  ne  met  point  au  feu  de  paralles  lettres.  Oa  a  tnNire  bnibiiief 
celles  de  la  Julie.  Eh,  dieii!  qu'auiaitxm  doiic  dit  de  ceUes4a?  Si  ces  lettxts 
8ont  encore  en  €tre,  et  qu'un  jour  elles  soient  rues,  on  connoltm  comment  j*ai 
aim^.*** 

Many  years  afler»  a  Madame  Broatain,  anxious  to  ascertain  their 
fate,  inquired  after  tiiem  from  Madame  d'Hoadetot  She  replied, 
**  that  she  had  really  burnt  them  all,  one  only  excepted,  which  she 
bad  not  the  couraee  .to  destroy,  U  being  a  master-piece  of  eloquence 
and  passionJ^ — ^Tnis  one  she  had  committed  to  the  custody  of  M.  St. 
Lambert,  who,  it  turned  out,  had  either  mislaid  or  lost  it^^  fatality 
which  M.  de  Musset  deeply  deplores— ^nd  we  are  Jean-Jaquists 
enough  to  sympathise  in  his  regrets. 

Madame  d^Epinay j^-There  is  a  curious  letter  of  this  lady,  and 
peculiarly  characteristic  of  the  time.  She  had  beard,  it  seems,  tiiat 
J.  J.  was  treating  a  select  party  of  his  friends  to  readings  of  the  Con- 
fessions, and  becoming  alarmed  for  her  character  ("  il  y  va  de  mon 
repos,"  are  her  words)  she  made  a  formal  application  to  M.  de  Sar- 
tine,  the  police  magistrate,  to  interfere,  ana  put  a  stop  to  this  libel- 
lous recitation.  It  is  a  little  remarkable,  that  her  letter  charging 
Rousseau  as  a  calumniator,  indirectly  attests  his  Teracity. 

**  Si  vous  lul  &ite8  dooner  aa  parole  (to  diaoontinue,)  je  crcua  <{u'il  la  tieadn." 

This  is  only  one  of  the  many  instances  recorded  in  these  volumes, 
of  such  summary  appeals  against  troublesome  authors.  Diderot,  we 
have  already  seen,  was  immured  for  a  joke.  St  Lambert  procured  a 
Uttre  de  caaiet  against  a  M.  Clement  for  a  rough  critique  on  his 
Poem  of  the  Seasons,  (ii.  995)— <and  mention  is  made  (ii.  S4r)  of  a 
scribbling  Marquis  (de  Ximenis)  who  regularly  applied  to  M.  de 
Sartine,  to  muzzle  all  impertinent  commentators  upon  his  trash. 

D^Jilembert^^M.  Corancez  relates,  that  after  the  death  of  Rous- 
seau, D'Alembert  bitterly  reproached  himself  for  his  conduct  to- 
wards him,  and  even  went  ao  far  as  to  ahed  some  tears.  Upon  tMs, 
M.  de  Musset,  who  questions  the  geometrician's  sincerity,  informs 
us  that  he  was  a  perfect  master  of  mimickry — **  il  pleural  t  ou  riait  i 
▼oloDt6'<~*-and  in  confirmatiiaQ  he  introduces  the  foUowing  story »— 

*'C'e8t  ^  ce  don  des  laimea  que  La  Hupe  dut  It  succ^s  de  aa  MUataej-^ 
L'ietiquette  vouluit  qu'on  eftt  p]eur6  \  ce  drame.  D'Alembeit  ne  manquait 
Uynaia  d'accompagner  La  Haipe.  H  pienait  an  air  aCiieux  et  compoa^  qiii 
nzait  d'abord  Inattention.  Au  premier  acte,  il  faiaait  remaxquer  lea  apcttva  pLi- 
losophiquea  de  roavrage ;  enauite  profitant  du  talent  ^U  mait  p9ur  Is  ^onta- 
MNne,  il  pleurut  tonjoura  aaz  m^mea  endro&tai  ce  qui  impoaait  anz  femmeak 
n^cesait^  de  a'attendrir*-«t  comment  auxaientellea  eu  lea  yeux  stca,  Ionqu^n 
piuloaophe  fondut  en  latmea?"f  Tom.  il.  10. 

*  Not  letter!  like  thoae  could  not  be  committed  to  the  flames!  Iftheletten 
of  Julie  were  aaid  to  be  atdent,  what  would  be  thought  of  thoae  ^  If  thoae  letteis 
be  still  in  existence,  and  shall  ever  be  seen,  it  will  be  known  how  I  hav«  loved. 

f  To  D' Alembert's  power  of  shedding  teats  at  pleasure,'  LaHarpe  was  indebted 
for  the  success  of  his  Adanie.  Etiquette  required  that  the  audience  should  weep 
at  the  representation.  D'Alembert  never  ftiled  to  aooomp^y  La  Harpe  to  the 
theatre.  He  assumed  a  serious  and  composed  air,  whidi  at  nrit  livetted  attentioii. 
In  the  first  act,  he  pointed  out  the  philosophic  views  of  the  work ;  dien,  av»Bm^ 
himself  o/*Aijr  pantomime  talentt^  he  invariably  wept  at  the  aafaie  paaaagea^  wkaat 
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Among  the  anecdotes  there  is  an  amusing  and  well -told  account 
of  a  mystification  practised  by  Sophie  Arnovld  upott  a  party  of  her 
high  acquaintances*  who  insisted  upon  her  inviting  her  friend  Jean- 
Jaques  to  meet  them  at  her  house.  This  was  a  few  years  before 
his  death.    Rousseau,  as  she  anticipated*  refused  to  come. 

**yoici  (oofitinaes  M.  de  Musset)  comment  elle  se  tin  d'afiaire.  Le  tailleur 
de  la  com^die  avait  quelque  reaenu>Iance  avec  Jean-Jaques.  Elle  le  remarquey 
et  se  r^sout  k  lui  faire  jouer  le  rdle  de  Rousseau.  Les  conventions  sont  bientot 
fidtca — ^les  Yoict— le  taiueur  doit  prendre  la  perruque  ronde,  I'habit  marron  sans 
coUet,  la  longue  et  grosse  canne,  tout  le  costume  enfin  de  Jean-Jaques.  II  aura 
8oin  de  tenlr  la  tite  un  peu  pench^e,  de  ne  pas  dire  ten  teul  mot— on  lui  laisse 
la  Ubert6  de  manger  et  de  boire,  mais  en  observant  toujours  le  m€me  silence — 
il  se  levera  de  table  4  un  mgnal  convenu  pour  se  retirer*  et  d^campera  sana 
rentier  dans  le  Balon--il  sera  pay^  largement."* 

After  these  preliminaries  the  &;nests  were  invited  to  a  supper- 
party,  where  the  pretended  JeanJaques  appeared  upon  the  right  of 
Madiemoiselle  Arnouldd — ^The  scene  is  described  at  leneth^-^-To 
complete  the  illusion*  the  hostess  circulated  the  bottle  briskly.  The 
mocK-philosopher  performed  his  part  to  admiration*  as  long  as  he 
<;ontinued  sober ;  out*  in  spite  of  all  Sophie's  precautions,  he  at 
last  became  as  drunk  as  the  rest*  **  il  tint  des  propos  qui*  sans  I'iv- 
resse  des  convives*  leur  auraient  paru  fort  6tranges."— -However* 
the  trick  was  not  discovered  till  afterwards  revealed  by  the  con- 
triver. 

<<  Chacun  adnura  le  muet— et  trouve  qu^  rtfpondalt  parfaitement  k  lld^e 
^'on  s'^tait  fiiite  de  son  esprit  et  de  ses  talens.'*    Tom  L  182. 

There  are  also  the  details  of  another  mjrstificatien*  where  the  real 
Jean-Jaques  is  presented  to  Madame  Genlis,  and  supposed  by  her 
to  be  Preville  the  actor*  dressed  up  to  persoaate  him.  (ii.  193.)—- 
It  is  very  cleverly  riilated  br  Madame  O  ^  b«t  we  most  refer 
for  the  particulars  to  the  booic  itself. 

Upon  the  whole*  M.  de  Musset's  work*  though  not  an  admirable 
specimen  of  biograpliy*  and  unneeessarily  vouminoM*  centsins  a 
large  stock  of  new  matter*  tending  to  elucidate  many  passages  in 
the  life  and  character  of  his  suliject;  and  as  such*  must  be  consi- 
dered to  be  a  valuable  loid  necesaary  supplement  to  the  published 
editions  of  Rousseau's  writings. 


imposed  on  the  ladies  the  necessity  of  appearing  moved;  for  how  could  they 
keep  their  eyes  dry,  when  even  a  philosopher  was  melted  in  tears } 

*  She  got  over  the  cfifficuky  m  the  Allowing  manner.  The  tailor  of  the 
theatre  somewhat  resembled  JeaasJaques.  She  had  remarked  tlus,  and  deter- 
mined to  make  him  act  the  part  of  Roiisseaii.  The  arrangements*  were  speedily 
made,  as  follows: — The  tailor  to  appear  with  the  round  wig,  the  chesnut-co- 
loured  coat  without  a  collar^  tile  loi^  thiek  eane,  in  short  ^e  whole  costume 
of  Jean>Jaques.  He  must  hold  his  head  a  little  inclined,  and  nut  vnUer  a  tingle 
vurd.  He  is  to  be  allowed  the  freedom  of  eating  and  drinking*  always  i>i«« 
aetving  the  same  silence.  He  must  rise  from  table  at  a  given  ngnal*  retire  with- 
out retuming  to  the  salon,  and  finally  he  shall  be  handsomely  paid. 
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TRANSLATIOir  OF  A  SOHNET  BY  MOKTI.* 

{The  Shade  of  Mfieri  addretstf  the  MrthumberUmd.) 

Taov,  British  Oak,  in  laorell'd  pride  elate. 

Who  to  far  shores,  athwart  the  Atlantic  tide. 

The  conquer'd  Conqueror  of  Kings  dost  guide. 
By  Kngs  condemn'd  to  snare  an  exile's  fate  ;— 
When  thou  arriv'st,  in  angry  accents  state 

That  his  false  Gauls  are  shamed  on  eveiy  side  :— 
To  him,  the  son  of  Italy,  relate 

In  what  unworthy  chains  she  wept  and  iigh'd— 
Hi»the  fit  sentence,  be  the  unfilial  told. 
Of  one  who  his  unsullied  mother  sold. 

And  basely  to  a  worthless  harlot  gave. — 
She  M  such,  and  he  knoW9  it ;  for,  behold! 

Lofbr  or6pum'(^  in  every  change  a  slave, 

Gvai  still  u  Vice's  seat,  and  Yirtue's  grave.—  H. 


SONNBT. 

To  some  the  song  of  love  is  given,  they  i 
A  thousand  pleasing^  phantoms,  which  engross 
The  vouth  of  mankind,  veiling  thus  the  loss 

Of  childhood's  glowing  visions,  and  in  lays 
Of  sweetest  melody  do  they  impart 
The  gladness  of  their  passion : — ^Is  thy  heart 
Tothese  delusions  captive?  Hear,  and  know. 
Theirs  is  a  masque  of  bitteniess,  and  wo, 

A  pageant  which  requires— but  n^'er  repays 
The  loss  oftruthahd  liberty.    Oh!  shun. 

Whilst  in  tKe  path  of  life,  this  devious  maze. 
So  shalt  thou  never  mourn  o'er  pleasures  gone. 

Or,  with  a  heaving  breast,  lament  at  thines  so  vain. 

When  tearsi  and  strife,  and  wo,  are  heard  in  Qymen*s  tiain. 


X'OXBRA.  O'  ALnSBX  CHB  FABLA  AL  gOBTWnrgKlil. AWH.     »A  XOSTl. 

Angfico  altiero  Pin  d'  alloro  omato» 

Che  su'  1'  onde  d'Atlante  a  estremi  Udi 
n  vincitor  de'  t€  vinto  alfin  guidi, 

Cui  in  esiHo  or  vuolde'  r6gi  il  falo : — 

Gionto  alia  meti,  a  lui  con  volto  irato 
Ii'onta  palesa  de'  sudi  Galli  infidi, 
£  i  non  mertati  ceppi,  e  il  pianto^  e  i  gridi 

IVItalia  nana,  a  lui  dTtaua  nato— 

Digli,  che  pena  i  d'empio  figlio  degna 

La  sua,  perchd  vendevacon  arte  prava 

La  nobil  madre  a  meretrice  indegna:— 

£  ben  fu  tale,  e  il  sallo,  e  tal  la  veggio. 

Or  superba  or  viliacca,  e  sempre  8ChiAT% 

QsUia  tomVa  a  virtude»  e  sviuo  seggio. 
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